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    Chapter 1 
 
    Sara and Jessica (Jess to her friends), now roommates, had been best friends forever – actually only about 8 months, but when you are 19 forever is a very relative term. 
 
    Most people saw them as a real odd pair.  Sara, a very petite, 5’ 2”, small framed, almost pixyish look, had a peppy, effervescent, personality.   While Jess, at 6’ 2”, large framed, towered over Sara.  Jess always attracted a great deal of attention because of her height, but also because of her prodigious DD breasts.  Her upper body enhancements were made all the more obvious by her small waist.  Because of her height eyes tended to go first to her breasts.  That made her feel self-conscious, although she was adjusting. 
 
    Having just finished the first year of college, and set to start the second, in the fall, both girls, away from home and with only loose connections to family, had found a place that would be convenient to school – when it started – but also provided good access to the local clubs, and the restaurant where both girls had found positions as wait staff.   
 
    Right now, they were just enjoying the summer.  They wanted to party, but because they lived in what was essentially a college town, summer was quiet.  Very quiet.  They had both expressed their dislike for how quiet things had become and were hopeful to find some adventure before school started in a couple of months. 
 
    It was Sara that came up with the breakthrough.  Excitedly, she explained to Jess how her Aunt Susan had invited them out to her ranch for a week.   
 
    Jess at first was non-pulsed.  Why did they want to go to a ranch?  What fun would that be? 
 
    “You don’t understand.”  Sara breathlessly explained.  “This is no normal ranch.  This is a ponygirl ranch.” 
 
    “What the fuck is a ponygirl ranch?” Jess had visions of spending her time working with small horses. 
 
    Sara grinned from ear to ear.  “Not at all what you think.  This is a perpetual party with people engaging in all manner of kinky pursuits.” 
 
    Jess’ interest perked.  She had had some difficulty in relationships due to her size.  Most men found her intimidating – not without reason, she wasn’t just tall, she was very athletic.  She ran, played a mean basketball (up-close and personal) and even had skills in martial arts.  One on one, she was a match for most men, and superior to many.  She tended to be a little, well maybe more than a little, dominant in her relationships, but then the relationship failed because she did not like weak men.  Her dating life had been mostly one- or two-night affairs, starting after drinks in a club, maybe extending to an after date, maybe two, but little more.  Either she tired of the guy, or they were scared off after the second date.  
 
    Jess had considered ‘changing teams’ but had not moved very far in that direction.  She was attracted to Sara; she liked the petite, but well-formed body of her friend.  And they had kissed and actually touched a little, but it had not gone much beyond that.  Maybe that would be something to explore on a little ‘vacation’.  The thought was enough to bring Jess in line with acceptance of the invitation.  That, and the fact that other than gas for their car to get there everything was free.  Given the financial situation of both girls, free was what they needed for a vacation. 
 
    Still, she was curious about what they were getting into. 
 
    She looked up ‘ponygirl’ on her computer.  That left her even more confused.  She could tell that the foundation of the meaning was women pretending to be ponies.  Well, that was ok, she guessed.  The practice also seemed to cover a wide range of activity.  Some of it just looked bizarre to Jess, but she had to admit that some of it did have appeal. There were websites devoted to individuals who were into it.  There were a lot of novels on the subject, but Jess did not buy and read any, only the descriptions.  Most of the novels were a little darker than what was presented on the websites, but that was to be expected.  They would cater to the fantasy.   
 
    Jess pictured herself in ridding gear with a crop in her hand.  Yes, given her size and strength she could really fit the dominant fantasy of these submissive individuals. 
 
    And right now, Jess really wanted this vacation, so she would go along and figure out the rest later. 
 
     Jess did not think about it again until it was time for them to go.  Sara told her to pack light.  Each girl, even though they were going for a week, only took a single suitcase.   
 
    Jess did not mind car trips, but this one was long – very long – and there was lots and lots of nothing to see over most of the trip.  Even though they started at dawn it took most of a full day to get to the area of the ranch – at least Sara said this was right. 
 
    Jess was not so sure.  They had been driving for about half an hour on a gravel road.  Jess could see nothing that looked like anything in any direction.  It had been at least an hour since they last passed what called itself a town.  One thing is for sure.  Whatever action there was going to be would have to be at the ranch.  They would not be driving off to any nearby hot spots.  That creature was not available. 
 
    Just as Jess was convinced that they were lost she saw a wire fence, at least ten feet tall, running off in each direction, interrupted by a manned gate.  Jess tried to look beyond to see what was being guarded, but it did not look like anything more than what they had been driving through.  Lots and lots of nothing.  This was not a very auspicious beginning.  Jess felt like partying.  This seemed the most unlikely place for anything wild that Jess could imagine.  She tried to control her disappointment.  
 
    Sara stopped and after having her invitation checked by the guard, and a short phone call, the gate was opened, and they were allowed beyond.  The road (such as it was) continued straight ahead.  Sara drove on.  Certainly, any second the ranch would appear, but they drove on for about ten minutes before things changed. 
 
     Finally, Jess could see buildings ahead, but first there was another fence running off in both directions and a pair of gates.  Jess had never seen such security. 
 
    Sara stopped and was once again checked by the guard before the gate to the right was opened.  Through this gate they followed a road that led to a reasonably sized parking area.  The road from the fence, and the entire parking area, were fenced.  The parking area was surrounded by a berm of about six feet with a ten-foot wire fence on the top.  The effect was that except for the large building directly ahead, nothing else could be seen from the parking area, and clearly the parking area would be obscured from view from the rest of the ranch.  Probably better aesthetics thought Jess.  Also, the vehicles in the lot would have security, not that there was any great risk out here in the middle of nowhere.  To enter the parking area, one had to either be cleared through the gate they had just entered, or through another gate that led to a path to the large building about 100 feet from the edge of the parking area. 
 
     There was no person at the gate out of the parking, but when Sara pushed a button next to the gate it was buzzed open, as if they were expected, and they passed through.  Jess stopped to insure in her own mind that she had brought everything from the car that she would need.  Returning to the car might be complicated.  Could she just buzz through the gate?   
 
    Given the great distance they had come from any sign of civilization, and the now fenced and secure parking area, separating them from their means of transportation, Jess felt just a twinge of uneasiness.  She figured that it must be at least a 45-minute hike just back to the initial fence which was still many miles from civilization. 
 
    She pushed it out of her head, and they moved on.  The short path led to an entrance in the building.  Jess wanted to think ranch house, but it was too big.  Way too big.  More like a hotel.  And they were not entering the front they were entering a side entrance. 
 
    At the doorway they were met by a young woman.  Probably only a year or two older than Sara and Jess. She was accompanied by two other young women, these much closer to Jess and Sara in age.  All were fairly petite, and Jess, as she often did in these circumstances felt like a freak.  She was just so much larger in height and size than any of these others.  Was this going to be the way the week went?  Would she just continue to feel out of place? 
 
    The three girls drew here attention for other reasons.  They wore similar gossamer outfits that seemed to be more flowing draped material that barely obscured their bodies below.  Wow!  That was really sexy.  Ok, this could be interesting.  Each also wore a silver collar around her neck.  It was about two and a half inches high, polished to a high sheen, and close fitting.  It was not completely smooth as a ring hung from the front of the collar. 
 
    Similar looking adornments decorated each girls’ wrists.  They also had a ring hanging from each.  Each girl stood on stiletto sandals with about a five-inch heel.  Cuffs, similar to the wrists, surrounded the ankles.  Here, however, a light chain, no longer than a foot and a half connected the rings between each girl’s ankles.  But the real addition to their outfits was that each girl’s mouth was open around a large red rubber ball gag.   
 
    Jess felt a lump in her stomach.  Ok, Sara said it was going to be kinky.  This was meeting that promise.  Jess tried to picture Sara decked out in a similar costume.  She considered herself to be the dominant one in the relationship.  If their relationship was going to become more intimate, this might be the time, place, and mechanism to get there.   
 
    While the center girl did make eye contact, the other two kept their eyes down.  The clear leader directed the two submissive (or more submissive since they were all collared) to take the suitcases from both Sara and Jess, then turned and led the group up a set of stairs to the second floor.  Gagged as they were, nothing was said.  Strange.  Jess felt a twinge between her legs.  Why was she finding this so erotic? 
 
    About halfway down a rather long hallway the girl opened a door and gestured for Jess and Sara to enter.  The two slaves (that is what Jess now thought of them as) placed both suitcases on the bed and then retreated.   
 
    The lead girl looked at Sara and Jess, bowed, and then departed closing the door. 
 
    Jess and Sara looked at each other, then Jess burst into giggles, then roaring laughter.   
 
    “That was . . . Well, I don’t even know what that was.”  Jess was still laughing.  Suddenly her fears of a week of boredom were gone.  
 
    “I told you we would have a fun time.”  Jess could only nod in response to the observation.  She was already having a good time. 
 
    The room looked like a pretty typical hotel room.  Not overly large and with an attached bathroom.  There was only a single bed in the room, but it was a queen.  Sara and Jess would have no trouble with that, thought Jess. Big enough to accommodate two girls but not too much territory for some adventure. Maybe that was the introduction to more intimate things to come.  She wished she had a collar and some cuffs to adorn her friend in.  If things here were as kinky as they now seemed, she was sure that such accoutrements would be available.   She had now clearly decided that she was going to get Sara in slave attire before this week was over.  How she would do it she had not yet determined, but she would develop a plan, and it would happen.  She smiled to herself.  Sara would never see it coming.   
 
    The strange part of this was that they had not registered; had not even talked to anyone – their greeter was gagged – so they did not know what to do next.  It was at that point that there was a knock on the door.  Sara answered and was handed a box.  She smiled and thanked the delivery person.  Jess did not even see who it was.  It could have been another ‘slave’ girl or someone else altogether.   
 
    Sara did not even look in the box, just set it down on the floor.   
 
    “Let’s get cleaned up and go have some fun.”  Sara suggested. 
 
    This met with Jess’ approval.  They did not come here to hide out in the room.  She could not wait to see what else was on offer in this place. Her reservations were now banished. 
 
    While Sara was unpacking her bag Jess undressed and went into the bath for a shower.  She felt grimy after the long drive, even with the windows up a drive through dessert always made one feel grimy. The shower was needed and very refreshing.   
 
    Upon completion she dressed in a fresh bra and panties and returned to the room.  Sara had stripped to her bra and panties and now had the box that had been delivered sitting on the bed.  The top was off, and she was examining the contents.  
 
    Jess’ curiosity was now completely peaked.  She stepped up next to her friend and looked into the box.  Black leather.  A lot of black leather.  Just standing over it she was assailed with the aroma.  Ok, nothing smells quite like leather.  And fresh leather, which this clearly was, had a strong attractive scent that now filled her nose.   
 
    She wanted to reach in and touch the contents, but she decided to hold back for now. 
 
    “Oh, you’re out.  Great.  I really need your help on something.”  Sara turned to look at her friend. 
 
    “Sure, what do you need.”  Jess looked from the box of leather items to her friend.  She was pretty sure it had to do with what was in the box, and she could not wait to try that. 
 
    “I have to learn how to dress a ponygirl.  I need to do it for real tomorrow and there will be lots of people around.  Will you help me practice?” 
 
    “Ok.”  Jess answered hesitantly.  Why did Sara have some sense of what was going on when she did not know?  Why had Sara not told her more on the trip down?  Or had she just learned this while Jess was in the shower?  That must be it. 
 
    Jess remembered that this place was supposed to be a ‘ponygirl’ ranch.  Now maybe she would at least learn more about what that is. 
 
    Sara had dug around in the box and was now holding up a pair of leather boots.  Jess could hardly take her eyes off them.  She wanted to reach out and touch them, but she held her position. 
 
    “Here, sit and let’s try these on.”  Jess was fine with that idea.  It was very hard to judge the correct size for the boots because of their strange construction.  It appeared that they were designed to come up to the knee, but it was the foot portion that made them stand out.  The sole of the boot curved downward to a small 3” by 3” platform at the toe.  On the bottom of this was a horseshoe.  That is right, a horseshoe.  Ok – ponygirl – horseshoe.   
 
    Jess sat down on the edge of the bed.  Her preference would have been to be dressing Sara, but Sara had said that she, Sara, needed to learn to dress a ponygirl.  That made Jess the model.  The good part was that if she cooperated with this task, it would be very hard for Sara to demurrer when Jess wanted to put her in slave girl attire.  Yes, this was a proper step in her plan to have her friend, roommate, and hopefully slave girl properly decked out.  
 
    Sara pulled one of the boots up over Jess’ right leg.  The leather was like butter.  Just having it touch her leg made her shiver.  It felt strange as her foot was pushed forward into the boot.  She rarely wore high heels, and when she did, they were only a few inches.  The effect of these boots was about the same as a five inch heal, and that on top of about a three-inch platform.  The end results were to push Jess up to just under seven feet tall.   
 
    Thank heaven she was only trying these on.  She did not want to be a ponygirl, or a slave girl, for that matter.  Certainly, given her height, she did not want to dress in an outfit that would make her even taller.  No, as beautiful as these were, she would be happy to let someone else wear them. 
 
    As Sara was working the laces and tightening the boot, Jess wondered who would be the ponygirl.  The three attractive young women who had greeted them.  What was their story?  What were they doing here?  She figured that some of them were students, like she and Sara. She guessed that they were working summer resort jobs.  She suspected that it paid better than wearing an animal costume at a theme park.  Although it appeared that here one had to expose more of the body.  This was not likely to be a family entertainment facility.  Jess wondered what it paid.  Would she be interested? No, she did not want to be in a submissive role.  That would just not work.   
 
    She knew she needed to be patient and cooperative with Sara if she was going to use this to later turn the tables, but she really wanted to get this done so that she and Sara could leave the room and experience some of what was going on.   She had been somewhat reluctant to come here, now she was ‘chomping at the bit’ to see what was going on.  She laughed to herself at her reference.   
 
    When both boots were laced up, Sara signaled for her to stand and walk on them.  Sure.  All of her weight was pushed forward onto her toes.  With her arms spread at her sides to keep balance, she took a few steps.  She had to lean her weight forward and push her bottom back to keep her balance.  The position felt obscene.  She wondered how long it took a ponygirl to become accustomed to this – if they ever did. 
 
    “Those are magnificent.”  Sara observed.  “How do they feel?” 
 
    “Strangely comfortable.  I am glad I don’t have to learn to walk in these.  And it makes me really feel like a giant.”  Standing in the boots, even changing her posture to keep balance only brought Sara’s head to below Jess’ breasts.   
 
    “They look wonderful on you.  Ok, let’s get on with the harness.”  Sara held up a large leather piece.  “I think we need you to lose the bra.”  Yes, clearly the harness had opening for the breasts with build in supports.   
 
    Jess removed her bra.  She was glad that it was just her and Sara.  It was clear that the ponygirl was going to have her breasts not only exposed but framed in the leather of the harness. Wow, that would be so exotic.  She might do this here in the privacy of the guest room with her best friend, but she could never even imagine herself wearing something like this out where others could see her.   
 
    Jess held her arms out to the side as Sara pushed the front of the harness up against her body.  Again, the size seemed perfect for her.  She had thought that when Sara was done, she could suggest reversing the play, but that would not work.  Sara could never fit into this tack.  Maybe Sara was just too small to be a ponygirl.  That was ok, it was a different costume that she had in mind for her friend.  She would figure out how to get what she needed in the next day or two.  Then the dressing game would reverse.  And, when she had Sara dressed as the proper slave girl.  Well, she would not want her to be just dressed as one.  She wanted her to be her slave girl.  She smiled as she felt the leather being wrapped around her body. 
 
    The harness had a high collar with a U-shaped front for her chin.  From the collar, strips descended down her front and back.  Leather straps and pieces joined the front and back. At the waist was a wide cinch.  Just below her breasts small platforms provided support for about a third of Jess prodigious assets, lifting and displaying her breasts in a fashion that made Jess blush.  Another strap ran across her chest above her breasts. 
 
    Jess did not yet feel the effect of it, but the back piece had a strong boned (or metal) insert that caused it to curve.  When all the straps of the harness were connected and pulled tight it would bow the back of the wearer.  At this point, the straps were firm, but not yet pulled tight. 
 
    Jess did find, that even with the harness fairly loose the collar prevented her from turning her head from side to side and limited being able to lower her head. 
 
    Sara turned her toward the wall.  Jess cooperated.  Then Jess felt her right arm being gently pulled back.  Something was fastened around her upper arm just above her elbow.  She could feel Sara using some kind of tool to tighten it. 
 
    A cuff had been attached to her arm.  Extending from the cuff was a flat bar of about 18” that ended in another cuff.  Moving Jess’ arms back Sara attached this cuff to her other arm and tightened it in place.  The bar across her back held her arms back, but not painfully.  Gently Jess felt her arms being raised behind her.  She did not resist as they were brought parallel to each other and to the bar.  The length of the bar allowed her wrists to come together in the middle of her back. 
 
    She felt something pulled around her wrists.  She heard the sound of it being fed through something on the bar, and then felt a firm jerk as it was tightened.  Her arms were now confined at her back. 
 
    She could not help but jump and twist her now helpless arms. 
 
    “Hey, why did you do that?” 
 
    “Easy.” Sara spoke in a calm voice.  “It is just part of the outfit for a ponygirl.  Nothing to be worried about.” 
 
    Jess relaxed.  Yes, she could sense that it was part of the outfit.  When she put Sara in slave chains, she would remind her of this moment.  All was ok. 
 
    Sara then pulled something up over her arms.  As if they were not sufficiently restrained, the entire affair was now slipped into a leather binder.  It fastened around her arms above the metal cuffs then folded and laced over her joined arms.  Not only were her arms helplessly bound, any thought of the use of her hands was deprived by this new addition.  She had never felt so helpless before.  She was larger and stronger than Sara, but she did not feel at all in control.  She felt completely controlled. 
 
    Sara guided Jess to lay down on the bed. With her arms immobilized it was clumsy and she bounced up and down a little.   
 
    Sara stroked her head and then her shoulder, then she sat down on her thighs just below her buttocks and started to tighten the straps to her harness.  There were even straps coming up over her shoulders.  As they tightened, she felt her shoulders pulled back and her back bowed.  She did not like that.  She did not like it at all. 
 
    “Hey!  That is really uncomfortable.  Don’t make it so fucking tight.” 
 
    She tried to squirm away, realizing that with her arms held helplessly on her back and Sara sitting on her thighs, even though Sara was much lighter than her, she was unable to do much of anything.  Sara continued to tighten the straps. 
 
    “Enough.  Stop that.  It is too fucking tight.”  Jess’ voice was raised, and she swung her shoulders back and forth. 
 
    “Ok, ok, that is enough for now.  Let’s get you finished up.” 
 
    Jess did not like how she was now; she did not want any more. 
 
    “No, this is enough.  Let me go.” 
 
    “Easy.  We are almost there.  Just the bridle and we are done.” 
 
    Jess did not want a ‘bridle’.  She did not want anything more.  She wanted out of what she was in now.  But she had no control. 
 
    Sara gathered Jess’ blonde hair into a ponytail, but at the top of her head, creating a topnotch.  She guided Jess’ hair through a metal ring set in a grouping of straps – this was the bridle.  Then she formed the straps around Jess head.   
 
    Jess twisted her head from side to side a couple of times, but all it seemed to do was slow down the process.  If she wanted to get this over with, she needed to cooperate and get it done.  After all, the fucking harness already made her helpless, how could this stupid bridle make that worse?  She was about to find out.  
 
    There was a strap around Jess’ forehead; straps down the sides of her head, starting from the ring where her hair had been pulled, ending at rings at the sides of her mouth; then with straps from the ring, behind her head and down to the collar around her neck. 
 
    When the bridle was fastened in place Jess felt her head pulled back, although the posture collar already kept her in that position. 
 
    “Ok, you got it.  Now get me out of this.” 
 
    As she spoke, she felt Sara’s hand in front of her face.  Then something slipped into her mouth.   She had not seen it coming at all.  She heard clicking sounds as her ‘bit’ was fastened to the rings at the sides of her mouth.  There was a bar that came into the side of her mouth curved back crossed over her tongue and then curved forward again only to leave her mouth and fasten to the other side.  In the middle of the piece was a plastic piece that covered and pushed down on her tongue.   
 
    She did not like this.  She did not like it at all.  She tried to push the new invader out of her mouth with her tongue.  That was not working.  It held fast. 
 
    “Aaaaggg iiiggg ooooohhh” Fuck!! The bit left her with no ability to form words.  This was not good.   
 
    On the sides of the bit were arms that extended out and down.  Sara fastened lines to each side of the bit.  She got off Jess back and put pressure on the lines.   
 
    FUCK.  Jess had been reined.  Well, that was not going to be a thing.  She had agreed to assist Sara in dressing her.  She had not agreed to act like a fucking ponygirl.  She had done what she had agreed to, and this needed to end.  This needed to end right now.  
 
    Jess shifted her body onto the bed and tried to get her feet down.  She was ok with getting up even if she did not like the idea of being held by the reins.   
 
    “Come on Pony.  Up we go.” 
 
    Jess was ready to kill her friend for that.  There would have to be serious pay back for this.  But first, she needed to get out of this situation.  She was really helpless.  She was much larger and stronger than Sara, but Sara had control.  Jess did not like this. 
 
    She put her feet/hooves on the floor and tried to get up off the bed.  The hoof boots were surprisingly comfortable and offered a great deal of support.  But, without heals Jess found that she needed to slightly bend her knees and keep her weight forward.  The effect was to make her bottom stick out to the rear.  She could see that this was the design of the harness that bowed her back.  Her breasts now stuck out in front.  She liked her breasts, and she was proud of her body, including her breasts, but she was not in the habit of flaunting them.  Especially naked.  The collar prevented her from looking down at her own body, but she could feel her nipples harden.   
 
    “Ok, pony, walk around the room.” 
 
    Fuck no.  She was not going to do that. 
 
    A pull on the reins caused something in the bit in her mouth to push up into the roof of her mouth.  That hurt.  She stepped forward.  As she did, she felt something tighten between her ankles. 
 
    Really?  Not only was she in this harness, bridled and bitted, and in pony boots, she also had been hobbled.  When did that happen?  It didn’t matter when, only that this was real.  And the thing in her mouth prevented her from vocalizing her feelings and hurt when it was used to make her move.  Did Sara know how much that thing hurt?  Certainly not or she would not have used it that way. 
 
    Sara pulled Jess toward the door to the room.   
 
    Oh no.  It was one thing to be dressed as a ponygirl by her friend in their room.  But Jess had no intention of going out like this.  That would be humiliating beyond belief.  
 
    It was not, however, Jess decision.  When the door was open, a pull on the reins was sufficient to get Jess to move forward.   
 
    She tried to signal to Sara to stop this, but Sara was not looking at her. 
 
    “AAAGGGOOOO EEEEOOOOO” was the best she could do.  It was completely unintelligible, even to Jess.  
 
    Sara did not turn her to either direction of the hallway.  Instead, she led Jess across the hall.  Jess could see a solid looking ring in the wall at just about neck level. 
 
    Jess was led right up to the wall and then Sara tied the reins through the ring.   
 
    Before Jess could even think about resisting, she was fasted to the ring in the wall of the hallway with a lead of about 10” to the wall. 
 
    “Don’t go anywhere.  I will be back soon.” 
 
    Sara turned and returned to the room.  Jess could not see her, but she heard the sound of the door closing.

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    This was beyond belief.  Jess tried to pull back on the reins.  They held firm and the action only hurt her mouth.   
 
    NO, NO, NO!  This could not be happening.  She needed to get out of this ponygirl outfit.  This was not at all what she wanted to do.  She needed to tell someone to let her go.  That should be Sara, but stuck here in this hallway it might be anyone. 
 
    However, she did not want to be seen by anyone else.  She felt her entire body blush with shame as she realized that she was out in a public place.  She could not turn her head, but she could twist her body to one side or the other, but only by pushing up against the wall. 
 
    She looked to her right.  The hallway was empty.  Then she looked to her left.  Also empty.  Was that good or bad?  Ok, not being seen was winning out.  How long would Sara leave her like this?  She did not think it would be very long.  Sara had played her well.  Maybe Sara knew it would be unlikely for anyone to come down the hallway.  That would make sense.  But what if someone did come before Sara came back? She was fucking with Jess’ mind.  And she was doing a right proper job of it.  Her breathing was becoming rapid.  She could feel her heart trying to pound out through her chest.  She needed to control her panic.  She needed to get herself under control. 
 
    Ok, she did not know how long Sara would leave her like this.  It was time to take things into her own hands. Fuck Sara and her game! She needed to get out of this get-up.  There would be serious payback later, but right now she needed to free her arms.  She tried to twist her hands in the binder.  She found she could open and close her hands – with effort – but she could not move her hands up or down, or to the right or left.  The combination of the brace that was holding her elbows, the strap holding her arms up to the brace, and the leather binder were very confining. 
 
    She pushed her arms, first one way and then the other.  Almost no movement.  Everything held.  She tried jerking them up and down.  She was no match for her restraints.  It was obvious within a very short period that she was not going to be able to escape this bondage.  It seemed that this had been very well designed.  Only another person, one with available hands, could remove her from this. 
 
    She would have to find someone willing to help her, then communicate to that person that she needed help.  She could not communicate with anyone effectively because she had the fucking bit in her mouth which included a brank over her tongue.  And even if she could, she could not go anywhere because her reins – HER FUCKING REINS – were tied to a ring in the wall in front of her.  She could not even get within reach of the door to their room so she could kick it.  It was across the hall.  Only about six feet away but it might as well have been in the next county.  All she could do is stand and look at the wall.   
 
    Since she could not use her arms, and since she could not get back to the door to her room, she kicked at the wall where she stood.  But her ankles were hobbled.  Even with the heavy boot/hooves that she was wearing she could not put together much of a kick.  Every attempt pulled at her standing leg and threatened to knock her off balance.  This was exacerbated by the posture forced upon her by the stupid leather tack.  She had to stand with her back arched and her bottom sticking out.  Her bare bottom sticking out.  She blushed again as she thought about it. 
 
    There was not a fucking thing she could do.  Sara had really done it to her this time.  This was almost too much for words.  She had never thought that Sara could be guilty of such mean action, but here she was.  And it had all been done at Sara’s hands.  She may be helpless for now, but when that changed.  Oh, yea, when she was finally free of this there was going to be payback.  Serious payback.  So, for now, she stood, and time clicked on.  When you are helpless with nothing to stare at but a blank wall, the clock all but stops, if she had a clock to look at.  She would look to one side and then the other, then she would straighten up and look at the wall.  It was easier to maintain that posture and hurt less than the pulling at the bit when she shifted from side to side to try to see what was happening – nothing.  
 
    How long would Sara leave her like this.  She hated the fact that she was so helpless.  She considered kicking at the wall again to try to attract attention, but she was afraid of losing her balance and falling, and she was not sure she wanted to attract attention.  Certainly, Sara would not leave her very long – but it already felt like a long time.  There was going to be major payback for this. She started to let her mind wander thinking of things she was going to do to her friend when the tables reversed.  And they were going to reverse big time.  It was only a matter of time. 
 
    There was a sound.  Someone was in the hallway.  FUCK!  It was to her right. 
 
    Jess leaned forward and twisted to look down the hall.  Two young women.  Not much older than her, if they were older.  They were dressed in khaki shirts and breaches.  They were coming straight for her.   
 
    Jess did not like being seen like this.  She was for all practical purposes naked.  The pony tack restrained her but failed to cover any of the sensitive parts of her body.  This was so demeaning, but maybe these people would help her.  She needed someone to open the armbinder and release her arms.  That was all.  She could take it from there.  Then it would be payback time.  She faced toward the two girls and tried to get their attention.  Not that they could miss seeing her. 
 
    “Hggg eeee.”  Ok, that sounded awful.  She felt herself flush with embarrassment.  
 
    “My, my, pony.  What are you doing out here?” 
 
    Jess did not like the sound of that. 
 
    “It is not registered.” 
 
    Whatever that meant. 
 
    “Let’s get it to the vet.” 
 
    What the fuck.  “IT”, she was NOT an it.  She did not like this.  
 
    Where was Sara?  
 
    One of the girls, Jess decided she was young, untied the reins and pulled Jess around to face down the hallway.  Jess tried to pull back.  Again, that hurt her mouth.  The fucking bit was pretty effective.  But that was not the limit of their control.  
 
    SWWISSHHH - - - - - SSPPLLLAAATTT - - - - - EEOOAAAGGG 
 
    Fuck!  One of the girls had a riding crop and she had used it on Jess’ bottom.  Jess stepped forward.  As she stepped her forward step was brought short by the hobble line.  She had to quickly shuffle to catch her balance.  She instinctively pulled at her arms to try to use them to steady herself.  It relayed to her the degree of her helplessness. 
 
    One of the girls snickered.  Jess wanted to kill her.  She tried to twist to look at the girl, but the girl with the reins pulled them forward again and Jess obeyed.  She was completely under the control of these creatines and there was not a thing she could do about it.   
 
    Jess had had enough of this.  She understood people wanting to play kinky games, but this was now past her personal limits.  What about safe words.  Wasn’t there supposed to be a signal she could use to stop things?  Maybe there was, but she did not know what it was. Why the fuck had Sara not told her what it was? She wanted, no she needed, out of these restraints, and she was embarrassed, she did not want to be exposed this way to anyone else.  She was not sure if she would survive the humiliation of being in the hands of these two girls.  If the circle of expose expanded past this, it would be intolerable.  She would be too embarrassed to even stay in this place.  Certainly, Sara would understand that.  Sara had taken it too far. Once she was released, she was probably not even staying here.    
 
    As they reached the end of the hallway, Jess remembered coming up stairs to get to the second floor.  Hobbled as she was, she would never be able to navigate the stairs down to the main floor – assuming that is where they were going. 
 
    She had visions of her falling, and without the help of her arms, doing serious injury to herself.  Well, that was one way to leave this place – in the back of an ambulance. 
 
    But she was led past the stairs.  There was an elevator.  The door opened and she entered.  She did not like following the reins, but she did not see a feasible alternative, and she certainly did not want to give the laughing girl the excuse to use the crop on her bottom again.  That had hurt, but even more, it was so humiliating.  They were treating her like an animal, and she did not like it at all. 
 
    Jess was surprised when the elevator door opened not onto the lobby but an area with concrete walls.  They had gone to the basement.  She was guided forward and up a passageway.  It felt like it slopped gently upward, returning, over about 200 feet, to ground level.  With her head held forward by the reins, and concrete walls on the sides, she could see nothing of the surroundings. 
 
    Where were they going?   
 
    The passage ended with large wooden doors.  Once they were opened, they were in a building.  Not just any building.  It was a stable.  Jess could see a corridor with stalls on each side.  She could see the stall doors, but she did not see any horses’ heads extending over the doors.  From what she could see at the end of the corridor the stalls were empty.   But she could not see into any of the stalls, so they could all be occupied, and she would not know. 
 
    She was turned to her left and saw a door with the word “Veterinarian”.   
 
    This was really fucked up.  She did not need to see a vet.  And why would you have a vet for ponygirls.  They were after all not really animals.  But, in keeping with this stupid game, the “vet” was probably a real doctor, or some other person with some medical training playing the role.  It would only make sense to have medical services available when they were playing this game. 
 
    But she did not want to play.  She needed to communicate to someone that she did not want to play and wanted out of this stuff.  Maybe the so-called vet was the answer.  All he had to do was take the bit out of her mouth and she could let him know that she was not consenting to any more of this, and to let her go immediately.  That sounded like a plan.  It sounded like a good plan even if she would be exposed to another person in the process. 
 
    By the door to the vet there was a ponygirl.  She was dressed in the same tack that Jess now wore.  She was standing facing the wall by the door, and Jess could see, she was tied to a ring in the wall.  Jess thought it would be by her reins, but there was only a single line running from her face to the ring.  Jess could not see how that line connected to the girl.  Was it just a single rein? 
 
    Jess looked at her back and then down to her arms.  There was something on the ponygirl’s left shoulder and something else on her right hip.  But Jess primary attention was drawn to the girl’s arms. She needed to see how the restraints worked. Jess now had a chance to study the leather armbinder.  Her heart sunk.  There was no way to get out of that thing.  It strapped around her upper arm above the elbow, then encased her arms the entire distance between the upper arms.  The leather was laced tight along the top of the arms.  Jess already knew that there was no way for the restrained ponygirl to get her fingers up to even the bottom of the lacing, let alone through the lacing and to the knots.  Involuntarily, as she examined the restraint, she twisted her hands within her confinement.  And with her arms in this binder, one ponygirl could not even help another.  Until someone else let her out she was staying in this thing. 
 
    The ponygirl was not moving.  She was standing still staring at the wall in front of her.  Jess felt uneasy.  Had this girl surrendered or was she just into the scene?  Had this girl signed up for this?  Jess could not imagine getting off on this, but the world is a strange place with lots of different tastes.  Whatever floats your boat.  Let this girl enjoy herself.  This was just not for Jess. 
 
    Jess’ attention was diverted when she was led to the side of the ponygirl and brought to another ring in the wall.  Again, her reins were looped through the ring.  As she saw them being pulled through the ring she tried to pull back.   She did not want to be tied to this ring. 
 
    First there was the pain in her mouth from the bit.  Then . . .  
 
    SSWWWOOSSSHHHH - - - - - - - - TTTHRRRACKKK - - - - - OOOEEAAAGHHH 
 
    With the new pain in her bottom, she jumped forward. 
 
    Within an instant the reins were tied off.  She was now held with her face within ten inches of the wall.  She was going nowhere. 
 
    She pushed in and tried to look at the other ponygirl. 
 
    SSSWWWIIIISSSS - - - - - - - CCCCRRRACCKKK - - - - - - EEEEEOOOAAA 
 
    “Eyes front pony.” 
 
    Ok – FUCK – she got the message.  She turned her attention back to the wall in front of her.   Ok, so that explained why the other girl was standing so still and facing the wall. 
 
    She really wanted, no needed, to reach down and massage her bottom.  She now had three stripes there.  They hurt.  They hurt when she was hit, and they still hurt now.  She did not care for this game.  She did not want to be a ponygirl. Who on earth would sign up for this? She had not consented to this.  Had Sara set this up to fuck with her?  That seemed the likely answer.  This was a complete betrayal of their friendship.  Did Sara think this was funny?  Well, that part matched with Sara’s sense of humor.  More importantly, would Jess be able to forgive Sara for this?  Yea, she probably would, but it needed to end now.  This had already gone too far.  The longer this went on the harder it would be for her to forgive and forget.  She may never forget, and there would be some payback before she could get to forgiveness.   
 
    She thought the two girls had left, but she could not be sure.  She did not want to be hit again so she kept looking forward.  Is that why the ponygirl had not moved?  She had not looked at that girl’s bottom.  Did she have red welts there like Jess now did?  If she got a chance she was going to look.  Or was this other girl just someone who was into this play?  That must be it; it was unlikely that there were two of them tricked into this position.   
 
    Why did the girl want to be a ponygirl?  The harness was very uncomfortable.  Jess hated the way it bent her back.  The high posture collar was irritating.  The bit was a nightmare, she could not close her mouth and she could feel drool running down her chin and dripping onto her bare breasts – yes, her bare breasts.  That was so humiliating.  It was worse than anything she could even imagine.  How was this other girl getting off on that? 
 
    She really wanted to get a good look at the other girl.  She needed to study her, she needed to look into her face and find out why she did this.  She knew she could do that by leaning close to the wall and then looking over.  But what if someone was watching?  She had been directed to keep her eyes straight ahead.  That crop hurt like hell.  But worse, being whipped by some other girl, especially one half her body weight, was humiliating.  Jess did not let other people abuse her.  She could stand up for herself.  Even most men did not mess with her – a wise choice for them. But that little snot with the crop seemed to love laying it across Jess’ rear.  And she was not able to do anything about it.  
 
    If only she could be sure the girls were not there behind her.  She tried to control her breathing so she could listen for any sound.  Certainly, if the girls were still there behind her she would hear something.  Hearing something would be a confirmation, but not hearing anything.  Did that mean she was safe?  Why did she not feel safe?  In her mind she pictured the young girl standing with the crop poised, just waiting for Jess to fuck up.  She could see the huge grin on her face as she waited in anticipation of something she knew was going to happen.   
 
    That image kept her looking straight ahead.  She jerked at her arms.  She knew it was a useless effort, but she could not help it.  Was this the way ponygirls were kept?  If so, she wondered if the ponygirls ever really adjusted to it.  She never would.  But then, she was not meant to be a ponygirl.  She needed to make sure whoever was running things here, knew that and knew it soon. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Jess found herself shifting her weight from foot to foot to keep her balance.  Even though they were reasonably comfortable, she hated these shoes.  They forced her weight forward. There was a large bottom surface on the ‘hoof’ part of each boot, but it was not in a natural place.  In order to keep from falling, something that could be very painful, she had to slightly bend her knees and thrust her bottom back.  With her back arched by the harness, and without the use of her arms as a counterbalance, this was very awkward.  That she had managed to ‘stay afloat’ so to speak, was amazing. 
 
    Did Sara even know she was gone?  Would Sara know how to find her when she realized that her little prank had gone awry? It did not really matter now, for now she had to deal with her present situation. She was now mixed in with other ponygirls.  That could be a problem. 
 
    How long were they going to just leave her like this?  Who was this girl next to her?  Jess could not take it any longer.  She had not heard a sound in a very long time.  She needed to look at her companion. 
 
    She pushed closer to the wall and turned to her right.  The ponygirl’s posture was what Jess expected.  Her back was arched with her bottom sticking out behind and her breasts thrust forward.  She was holding very still.  Jess wondered how long she had been doing this.  She seemed very practiced.  There was something very erotic about this, but that did not make it more appealing to Jess.  She did not want to be that girl. 
 
    When Jess drew her attention to the girl’s face, she almost lost it.  The girl was fastened to the ring in the wall by a single line, but it did not attach to her bridle or her collar.  It was fastened to a ring in the girl’s nose.  SHE HAD A FUCKING RING IN HER NOSE.  If being led around by reins fastened to a bit in your mouth was dehumanizing, having a ring in your nose like some field ox was above and beyond.  No wonder the girl was so carefully holding position.  Pulling on the reins to the mouth bit hurt, but Jess could not even imagine how much a ring in the nose would hurt.   
 
    Jess could now see the left shoulder of the pony.  There was a tattoo there.  It was a bar code.  Really?  A bar code tattooed on her shoulder.  It even had the numbers written below it, like the girl was some package sitting on the shelf of a store.  Why would this girl do that?  People got stupid tattoos, the more alcohol on board the stupider the tattoo.  This one looked to Jess like it required many shots.  What better way was there to advertise yourself as property and not a human?  Well, you could always add a nose ring.   
 
    The message was clear.  This girl was a very submissive masochist.  No wonder she wants to be a ponygirl.  Jess’ sense of panic ebbed a little.  She guessed that there actually were people who wanted to sign up for this.  She was looking at one of them.  Thankfully she was not such a person.  But for the moment she was in the same fix as this little devote.  Well not quite the same, she did not have the nose ring or the tattoo, but she was every bit as helpless.  The difference was that she wanted someone to let her go.  For her companion that was probably not the case.  Jess stopped herself for a moment.  She was assuming that this girl wanted to be restrained like this.  But how could she tell?   
 
    The girl was standing looking at the wall and had not broken position.  Well, for a long time Jess had done the same thing.  She did not want to be punished, so she had done what she thought she must.  She had learned that resistance would not work.  What would she be like if she were kept like this for a few days – or even longer?   
 
    She hoped that they had some system in place to protect individuals who may have agreed to this but then did not want to continue.   
 
    Jess could see this girl showing up with her nose ring and tattoo asking to be a ponygirl.  They would certainly oblige and put her in pony tack.  But it was very hard to express yourself in pony tack.  What if this girl did not want to be a pony anymore?  Was there a way out for her?  Jess shivered at the thought.  Well, just look at herself.  She had now been in pony tack for; how long was it? Clearly over an hour.  She had wanted out but had not been able to convince anyone to let her out, and she had been beaten.  Not severely, but enough to keep her in line.  She felt a shiver run through her body. 
 
    Jess’ thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a door opening.  She didn’t even know why, but rather than turning further to see what was happening she turned back toward the wall in front of her.  She had sensed the movement in the door marked Veterinarian.  Was this the person who would get her out of this nightmare? 
 
    “Ah, Fury, there’s my good little pony.”  The voice was a woman, and she was over next to the ponygirl.   
 
    Jess could not help it. She twisted to the right.  She needed to see this person.   
 
    What she saw was a woman dressed in a white coat like that worn by a doctor.  She looked to be late 30’s or early 40’s.  She had brown hair cut to shoulder length.  As Jess looked at her, she shifted her gaze and looked into Jess’ face. 
 
    “And look what we have here.”  It was a statement not a question.  Jess had an instinct to shift her gaze back to the wall, but she could not take her eyes off this person.  The woman stepped around the ponygirl and in next to Jess.   
 
    She kept her eyes right on Jess eyes.  “Where did they find you?”   
 
    Suddenly Jess felt a hand on her right breast.  The woman had cupped it in her hand as she continued to look into Jess’ eyes. 
 
    Instinctively Jess pulled away and shook her upper body.  As she pulled away the reins pulled back and swung her into the wall.  Her efforts were not sufficient to dislodge the hand, which continued to hold her breast. She tried to twist in the other direction, but it was no good.  She just did not have enough room to do anything. 
 
    “Easy girl.  Just relax.”  The voice was soothing.  Unlike the harsh commanding voice, she had expected, this was the exact opposite.   
 
    She stopped twisting and turning.   The hand gently stroked her breast.  It didn’t feel terrible, but it was so invasive.  She felt her nipples harden.  First the one on the breast being handled, then the other one, as if sympathetically.  This was wrong.  But this was a doctor – or at least an animal doctor.  Did that make it ok? 
 
    “There, there, little pony.  You need to get used to people touching you.  It will be a part of your life from now on.” 
 
    WHAT!  No, fuck no.  She needed this woman to know that she was NOT a willing participant.  She did not want to be a ponygirl.  She was not going to be a ponygirl. 
 
    She shook her body back and forth again.  She stamped her foot – this made a loud sound because of the iron horseshoe.   
 
    “Stop that now!”  The voice was not soothing now.  It was commanding. 
 
    “Do you really want a good caning so early in your career as a ponygirl?” 
 
    Of course, she did not want a caning, although she was not sure what all that entailed, but more than that, she did not want to be a ponygirl.  How could she make this woman understand that? 
 
    She tried to vocalize it.  “Ooohh, eeeeggg eeee oooo.”  The brank on her bit was so very effective.  It completely prevented the use of her tongue.  And, without the use of the tongue, human speech is almost impossible. 
 
    SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP 
 
    There were a series of sharp pains on Jess buttocks, two on each side.   
 
    “Ponies don’t talk.  I can help remove the temptation if you would like.  Just a quick snip of your vocal cords and you will never have to worry about talking again.”  The woman ran her finger along Jess’ throat as she spoke. 
 
    Jess felt her knees go weak.  They would not do that to her.  Would they?  Right now, she was just not sure.  This all had to be part of the game.   If she really were a submissive, then she would be getting off on this.  She could see a true submissive getting wet about now.  That was not her.  She did not find this erotic. But there was a tingle between her legs.  Why was that? She did find this frightening.  That was clearly it. She could not be sure that this was just a game.  At least not sure enough to take a chance on it not being. 
 
    The woman released Jess’ reins from the ring and guided her toward the door.  She followed without resistance.  All she needed was for the woman to remove the bit, then she could tell her that she had not consented to this. Certainly, then they would let her go.  That meant she needed to go along willingly, for now.  To the extent that the game involved overcoming her resistance she needed to avoid that. 
 
    The office looked just like a doctor’s exam room.  Well, pretty much. 
 
    The exam chair was larger than she was used to seeing.  It had clearly been designed for ponygirls because there was an indent in the back for the encased arms.  Seeing that Jess was pretty sure that all the ponygirls were similarly restrained.  She was disappointed that it seemed that she was going to stay restrained.  If they would not release the armbinder for a visit to the doctor, when would they release it?  She really needed this thing off of her arms. 
 
    There was another young woman in the room.  She wore a smock and appeared to be a nurse or medical assistant.  The woman handed the reins to the young woman, and she guided Jess toward the chair.  Jess welcomed that.  She was anxious to get off her feet/hooves.  The steep slope from the high heel made standing all this time a labor.  Although there was very good arch support the fact that there was no heel and her weight was pushed forward onto her toes made walking hard and standing very difficult. 
 
    The girl guided Jess to turn and then back into the seat.  Strange how your hands want to be part of even such common things.  When Jess was seated the girl made adjustments to the back of the chair until Jess was able to lay back with her armbinder in the space provided in the chair.  It was certainly more comfortable than standing, but Jess could not help but feel more vulnerable. 
 
    Jess did not like this girl.  She did not really know why, the girl had not done anything at that point, but there was something in her smile, a condescending aura.  She was like the queen bitches in high school.  People who were mean to others just because they could be.  Jess did not like this girl and she was pretty sure the girl did not like her.  
 
    As Jess lay back, the chair felt comfortable.  She started to relax.  Just a little, then the girl pulled something across Jess’ neck and buckled it.  Fuck, she was strapped to the chair.  She could not get out of the chair, but that was not enough.  The girl strapped her chest just below her breasts, each thigh, knee, and ankle.  Her legs had been strapped separately.  Then she gently pushed Jess’ head back into supports and fastened another strap across her forehead.  She could not even raise her head. 
 
    Jess felt the girl working on the bit.  This was the moment she had been waiting for.  She would rather be talking to the doctor, not the assistant, but right now she would take anyone. 
 
    Then the bit was out of her mouth.  God that felt good.  She had really come to hate that thing in the short time it had been in her mouth.  She stretched her jaw but felt pressure on her mouth.   
 
    “Whaaaaa . . .” she started to say as something was pushed into her mouth.  Then she heard clicking and felt her mouth being forced open.  The girl had installed a dental spreader and opened it.  Opened it very wide.  Jess could feel twangs of pain in her jaw.  
 
    “Dooo iiiiddd.”   
 
    SSWWWOOOSHHHHH  - - - - - - - CCCRACCCKKK - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAA 
 
    SSWWIISHHH - - - - - - - TTTHHHRRAAACKKK - - - - - - - EEEEEOOOOO 
 
    A sharp slap of a crop had been delivered first to the inside thigh of one leg, and then the other.  That hurt.  It really hurt. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up you stupid animal.”  It was the girl. 
 
    Jess tried to look around for the doctor.  She could not see her.  Had she left the room?  Fuck, she was alone with this girl.  She did not think this girl was going to help her.  
 
    She was not even going to try with this girl.  It was clear that she was not going to help.  She would have to wait until the doctor returned, but fuck, her jaw was really hurting now.  This girl had cranked that thing way to wide.  And why?  Why did they need her mouth held so open?  She remembered the doctor’s threat to cut her vocal cords.  She felt herself start to shake. 
 
    She could not turn her head to either side.  She could not move her head up or down.  She could not lift her body from the chair.  She had no use of her arms.   She had never in all her days been so helpless – and so vulnerable.  They could do anything they wanted to her and there was not a thing she could do about it.    
 
    Jess had been left alone.  She did not know for how long or what would happen when they returned.  It did not matter.  She had no control over anything at this point.  All she could do is wait.  So, wait is what she did.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    After a time, the girl returned.  She looked down into Jess’ face and smiled.  Jess hated her and wanted nothing more than to slap that smug smile off the face of this creature.  That, of course, was not happening.  She had no ability to even raise an arm let alone slap anyone. 
 
    The girl produced a syringe and looked down into Jess’ mouth.  Jess did not like this.  She tried to turn her head away – she could not.  She tried to close her mouth – she could not.  She was helpless. 
 
    The syringe was pushed into Jess’ mouth.  She could feel the needle enter her gums near her lower right-side teeth.  Just like at the dentist.  Jess hated the dentist, but she knew that her teeth were in good shape.  Why was this being done to her. 
 
    The girl injected in several places on her lower right jaw.  Then she withdrew the needle only to return with another.  The entire process was repeated, this time on the lower left side. 
 
    “That’s a good girl.”  She patted Jess forehead.  It was so demeaning that Jess felt like melting into the floor. 
 
    Jess pulled at her bonds.  This insufferable twit deserved a beating. Jess was not normally prone to violence, but she had had her share of scraps. But Jess would not be beating her.  she would not be beating anyone.  She may not be a submissive, but for now she had no option other than to be in that role.  She was not going to give in to it.  She was a strong independent woman, and she was not going to be reduced to something else.  If anything, this experience was teaching her how important it was to maintain her strength.   
 
    The girl left and Jess was left to feel her mouth grow numb.  She could have at least released her mouth, Jess thought.  But she had not, and Jess’ jaw was really starting to hurt.  The numbing helped a little, but she really wanted this thing out of her mouth.  She needed to be able to move her jaw.  In frustration she once again tried to move her arms.  When nothing happened, she tried to twist her body.  Nothing doing. 
 
    She was going to kill someone when she got out of this.  Maybe a bunch of someone’s, starting with her BFF Sara, but she definitely planned to hunt down this supercilious self-absorbed excuse for a human that had just injected her.  It was not so much what she had done to Jess, it was her manner in doing it.  She was delighting in treating Jess as a dumb animal.  It was almost like she knew that Jess did not want this to be happening, and this malignant worm was delighting in being able to inflict these horrors on Jess.  That was why the girl was on her list.  Right at the top.  Plotting revenge at least kept her mind occupied. 
 
    Jess’ mouth was now very numb.  The doctor was back in the room.  The girl was with her. 
 
    “Is there a registration for this one?”  The doctor was looking at the girl, who was looking at a clipboard.   
 
    “Yes, the paperwork seems to be in order.” 
 
    What the fuck?  What paperwork?  Jess had not signed anything, had she?  She remembered that she and Sara had clicked through some forms online before coming out to the ranch.  Sara had said something about liability releases.  Jess had not paid any attention.  Could that be what they were talking about?  If so, what had she agreed to? 
 
    “How much are we doing?”  Again, it was the doctor talking to the girl. 
 
    Looking at the clipboard.  “Full package.”  She paused and looked at Jess with that insufferable smile. “What a lucky pony.” 
 
    AAGGHHHH.   UUUUGGG OOOUUUU. 
 
    Jess tried to vocalize her displeasure, but the result was more humiliating than expressive.  She closed her eyes.  At least she did not have to look at these people. 
 
    The doctor moved up next to Jess and using a light on a headpiece looked down into her mouth.  Jess opened her eyes but then closed them again.  She felt pressure on her lower jaw.  There was a tapping.  She opened her eyes to see the doctor with a small hammer like thing in her hand.  She was tapping on the end of something that extended into Jess’ mouth. 
 
    She moved from one side to the other and repeated the process.  After a while she used forceps to remove pieces of broken tooth from Jess’ mouth.   
 
    Jess wanted to cry.  They had just removed two perfectly good teeth.  The second from the last molar on the lower rear had been removed from both sides.  Jess had certainly never consented to this.  She was going to sue the pants off these assholes when she got out of here.  And there was now no question of staying a minute longer than necessary.  The very minute she was released from these restraints she was out of this horror show.  But she still needed to be released.  What they had just done to her underscored just how helpless she was. 
 
    After the empty sockets were cleaned up and packed with cotton, her tormentors were ready to move on to the next indignation.   Grasping her tongue with forceps it was pulled forward.  She wanted to close her mouth, but the dental spreader prevented any such action. 
 
    Something was then driven through her tongue about an inch to an inch and a half back from the tip.  Her tongue had not been deadened, and this hurt.  It hurt a lot.  The piercing was followed by the installation of something through the tongue.   
 
    When they finally released her tongue, she could feel a small ball resting on the top of her tongue.  She had always thought tongue piercings were really stupid.  She knew it was supposed to be sexy; she did not agree with that.  If anything, it was just demeaning.  The only good part was that after removing the piece now installed in her tongue, she was pretty sure the hole would close up and eventually disappear.   So, this was not the worst thing.  It certainly did not rank with the removal of two of her teeth.  That was permanent.  They would pay for that indignity.   
 
    Jess expected that to bring this humiliating chapter to a close, but it was only getting started.   
 
    Next was her nose.  The doctor pushed something up into her nostrils.  She could not really see what it was, but she felt pressure on each side of her septum.  Then there was a popping sound and a flash of pain.  Her eyes misted over.  When her vision cleared the thing had been removed from her nose, but the pain remained. 
 
    The doctor then brought another device up to her nose.  She did not want that thing in her nose, but again there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    As the doctor closed the device, she again felt pressure on each side of her septum.  There was a little pain, but it was mostly just aggravation of the hole that had been punched with the last procedure.  There was a clicking sound and the doctor removed the device.   
 
    She then looked up into Jess’ nose with a light, checking from both sides. 
 
    “Good, the gromets have placed perfectly.”  She was more talking to herself than to Jess, or anyone else. 
 
    The girl was standing nearby with a tray.  On the tray was a ring.  It was a little over an inch in diameter.  Jess quickly recognized it as the same as the ring she had seen in the nose of the ponygirl in the outside waiting area. 
 
    Fuck, that girl had not gotten her nose ring somewhere before becoming a ponygirl.  It was a part of becoming a ponygirl, and they were doing it to her right now.  NO. 
 
    OOOOO AAAAGGHHH EEESSSEEEE  OOOONNNKKK 
 
    She could not express herself.  With her mouth spread open she could not enunciate.  The stupid thing in her tongue did not help.  Not at all.   
 
    The doctor looked into her face and smiled.   
 
    “I am going to let that go.  I am sure this is all a big shock to you, but the sooner you realize what is happening and accept your new life the better things will be for you.” 
 
    Jess stared back at her.  she had a million things she wanted to say, but she did not know how to do it.  The doctor needed to understand that she was NOT volunteering to be a ponygirl.  But more important was a part of what the doctor had just said.  What did she mean by her “new life”?  Jess had been under the understanding that ponygirls volunteered for pony play for very limited periods, from a few days to maybe a week.  The doctor was making it sound permanent.   
 
    Then she snapped back.  Of course.  The entire experience only worked if it acted as if it were permanent.  The ponygirl would not enjoy it near as much if there was a clear time limit on what was happening.  There was, but she would need to get that out of her fantasy.  That was also why there were no clocks or calendars within view.   
 
    But it also meant that protestations were problematic.  The ponygirl volunteer may enhance her enjoyment through the illusion that she was being taken against her will.  How did she get past that?  There had to be a signal of some kind that she could use to call off what was happening.  Wasn’t that always part of the play? 
 
    But she did not know what it was.  Without the signal, what could she do?  She was stuck with Sara being her way out of this.  Only Sara, it seemed, could make this stop.  In the meantime, they had extracted two of her teeth, pierced her tongue, and now put a ring in her nose.  When the doctor threaded it through the hole in her nose and clicked it shut Jess trembled.   
 
    She could feel this new addition to her confinement hanging against her upper lip.  There was nothing connected to it.  It did not, of itself, limit her in anyway, but it was a clear symbol of ownership and control.   She remembered the ponygirl in the waiting area.  That girl had been tethered to the ring by her nose ring.   Jess had found that so much more demeaning – and controlling – than being tied by her reins.  She didn’t know why she felt that way, but the feeling was profound.  Now she had her own nose ring, and she had no doubt that it would be used to control her.   
 
    Where was Sara?  Jess needed rescuing.  She needed rescuing right now.  If Sara would only swoop in and save her now, all would be forgiven.  She would throw her arms around her friend and hug her tight.  But there was no Sara.  There was no rescue at all, there was only the doctor and her smug little assistant and whatever continuing course of horror that made up the “full package”. 
 
    A cold feeling on her right breast brought her back to the world.  With her head held back she could not see what was going on, but when she then felt the same thing on her left breast, she knew that the doctor had wiped something, probably a cleaning solution, over her nipples and the top part of her breasts.  That did not forbode well.  
 
    The doctor pulled and manipulated Jess’ right nipple.  It was not sensual although it made the nipple harden.  As she worked the nipple blood rushed into it.  Jess did feel a reaction between her legs, but she chalked that off to fear. 
 
    Then there was a shooting pain.  Her breast had been skewered.  It was not through the nipple, but through her breast meat back behind the areola.  Jess had moderate sized areola, about an inch and a half in diameter.  But that still meant that there was a lot of breast meat in front of the piercing. 
 
    The doctor released her breast.  The thing that had been pushed through her breast was still there.  The attention shifted to the other breast.  Jess knew what was coming.  She did not want that breast pierced too.  But there was not a thing she could do to prevent it.  She tried to shake her breast out of reach as the doctor began to manipulate the left breast.  The strap across the top of her chest held her down tightly.  She had almost no movement.  There was no way for her to gain any advantage.  Then she felt the piercing pain in her left breast.  She was no wimp.  She was a very athletic girl and that meant being able to work through pain.  This pain was not terrible, but it symbolized an invasion of her person that she did not like. 
 
    The piercing needles were large.  The doctor used them to then guide a metal post through the breast.  Although Jess could not look down and see, she correctly noted that the post was almost two inches long, both set behind her areolas.   
 
    Once the post was in place the doctor lifted a U-shaped piece.  It was about an inch and a half wide and two inches long.  She held it up to Jess’ face. 
 
    “Won’t you look lovely with these.”  Jess did not think they would be lovely.  
 
    “As you can feel they are imbedded deeply in your breast.  They can be very utilitarian.  It should even be possible to lift your entire body weight without doing serious damage to your breasts, although I don’t think you want to try that.” 
 
    Jess certainly did not want to try that.  She did not want to think about that but when you are told not to think about something you cannot help but to think about it.  Fuck! 
 
    She could feel the doctor slipping the open end of the U over first one and then the other end of the bar.  She had used some type of tool to keep it open until it fastened into place.  There was a soft clicking sound. 
 
    The doctor lifted the shackle with her finger and gently tugged at it.  There was some pain, but mostly a sense of control.  This was not just decorative.  This was something that could be used to hold her in place and to exert control over her.  She did not like this.  She wanted that thing out of her breast, but she had no way to accomplish that. 
 
    The doctor repeated the process on the other breast, including the playful tug when she was finished.  Jess pictured, she could still not see down, the U-shaped piece hanging around her nipple, just waiting to be used.  Her vision blurred as her eyes filled with tears.  How could this get any worse.  Be careful what you ask. 
 
    Each of Jess’ legs had been separately strapped down to something.  It turned out that each leg was fixed to its own piece.  The girl clicked something on the side of the chair and then moved each of Jess’ legs apart.  Jess tried to pull her legs back together, but as they moved apart, they resisted any attempt to close them.   
 
    The girl moved up between Jess’ legs.  She leaned forward and smiled into Jess’ face.  
The malevolent look Jess saw made her stomach lurch.  This wisp of a girl was no larger in size that Sara.  Jess, under normal circumstances, could throw this girl around like a rag doll.  But Jess’ size and strength could avail her not.   Restrained as she was, she had little ability to fight back, and moment by moment the means of controlling her increased.  From a ring in her nose to shackles in her breasts.  What was next? 
 
    Jess felt the two belts that had been fastened between her legs released and dropped away.  The girl now had complete unimpeded access to Jess’ private area.  The harness loosened slightly as the straps that went between her legs were opened. 
 
    The girl smiled again, then looked down.  Jess felt something wet between her legs.  She had fairly well manicured pubic hair.  It formed a nice triangle above her sex.  She thought it was attractive.  Now she could feel it being lathered.  That could only mean one thing.   
 
    Jess closed her eyes as she felt the razor begin to glide over her sensitive flesh.  She did not like the idea of having her sex denuded – just one more humiliating step in this path to hell.  She certainly would have traded this for the shackles in her breasts, but it was not a matter of trading.  They had her helpless and they could, and were doing, anything they wanted.  She held still for the shaving.  She did not want to end up getting cut, not down there.  Just one more part of the ‘whole package’. 
 
    When the girl wiped the area clean Jess could tell that her entire pubic area had been denuded.  Again, she speculated on how to end this.  There just be a signal.  Something she could do that would communicate the end of the game.  But she did not know it.  To the doctor, and even this girl, she was playing the game.  How much more would she be subjected to? 
 
    The doctor was now between her legs.  Shaving was not enough.  There was more.  The doctor examined her labium.  She pulled and poked at them.  She pulled them apart and looked inside Jess.  Well, she was, or at least she hoped she was, a doctor, so that wasn’t so bad.  Maybe she was just checking Jess for any disease.  She knew she did not have any, although right then she wished that there was something the doctor could find that would cause her to stop this.  Of course, there was not. 
 
    When she was finished with her inspection she turned to the girl, who handed her something.  Still holding Jess’ labia flesh, the doctor fit something over the right side.  It felt like a clamp of some kind.  When she was happy with the placement, she clamped it closed.  Jess felt sharp pain in several places along her labia.   
 
    The doctor then repeated the process on the left side.  When she was finished Jess’ labia were each enclosed in a metal clamp that could only be removed by a special tool.  Metal prongs that pierced into her flesh insured that the clamps would stay in place. 
 
    The doctor turned next to Jess’ clitoris.  She started to flick and manipulate it until it engorged with blood and started to stand up.  Jess could not help moaning.  She had manipulated herself many times, but she was not in the habit of being manipulated by another.  In fact, with the exception of some clumsy efforts by a few men her clitoris had been left only to her touching. 
 
    Before she could achieve climax, the doctor stopped.  Her clitoris was gripped by a pair of forceps and pulled out.  That definitely took the edge off the sexual manipulation. 
 
    But before it could reduce in size there was a sharp pain.  One she had now learned.  They had fucking pierced her clit.  That was unbelievable.  How could they even believe that anyone would go for that?  She issued a screech that caused the doctor to stop for a moment.  The doctor looked up and into Jess face. 
 
    “Just relax.  This is going to help make you a top notch ponygirl.  You know you want that.” 
 
    Fuck that, she did not want to be a top notch ponygirl.  She did not want to be any kind of a ponygirl.  She did not want her flesh pierced.  She wanted to be released from these restraints.  She wanted to go home. 
 
    The doctor then slipped something over Jess’ clitoris.  It was a little metal cap, but Jess could not see that.  When it was in place a short bar was fed through the new piercing.  Her clitoris was now covered as were her labia.  She would be isolated from any external stimulation.   
 
    Before doing anything else, Jess felt something being pushed up into her.  It was a large dildo.  It filled her vaginal cavity.  When this was completed, the doctor pushed the two labia clamps together and fastened them.  This closed off Jess sex, and in the process held the invader in place.  Jess would be incapable of extracting the thing that had been stuffed into her body.   
 
    Jess was surprised when her legs were further separated and then pushed up into the air.  She desperately wanted to see what they were doing down there, but she could not.   
 
    She felt touching at her anus.  She did not like that.  She tried to pull her legs together – not happening.  She tried to lower them – also not happening.  She was completely exposed and at their mercy – something that did not seem to be available. 
 
    A finger was gently probing her rear entrance.  She could feel something being rubbed into her entrance.  Well, that was something that doctors did, but she did not like it under this configuration of her body.  The chair had rotated back so that she was laying on her back.  Her arms were held in the binder across her back, eased into the recess in the chair.  Then her legs were pulled up and back to either side of her body.  Her bottom was raised and fully exposed.   
 
    What came next was not a great surprise.  Jess felt something entering her back passage. Then she felt pressure.  Her sphincter was being opened up.  She had had similar invasions by medical personnel before, although she did not like it then either. Somehow this felt different.  It felt like something was being positioned inside her opening.   
 
    When the pressure on her sphincter was released, it was not allowed to close.  Even though the hands had moved away, something was holding her bottom open.  Jess could feel, but did not know, that a one-inch plastic gromet, or collar, had been inserted into her anal passage. Flanges on the inside had been opened to keep it in place.  It would take a trained medical person, and knowledge of the design of the device, to get it out of her body, but that did not matter, because there was no intention of removing this device.  It held her back passage open.  It could be used for inserting and holding in place a number of things.  In addition, without a plug inserted it would allow any waste in her bowels to just fall from her body.  Jess did not know that but would be mortified when she learned of it. 
 
    Jess had her first preview of the use of the device when something was pushed into her backside and locked into place with a quarter turn.  If felt like the new invader has about six inches in length and it made her bowels suddenly feel full like she needed to go to the bathroom.  She did not like that feeling.   Jess’ legs were returned to the lowered position.  She felt the thing in her bottom, and the dildo in her front move as her legs were moved. 
 
    Only then was Jess unstrapped from the chair.  Well enough, she thought.  What other insult could they possibly impose on her?  As you know, that is a question that should never be asked. 
 
    Jess was helped back onto her feet (hooves).  She felt wobbly, so she really did not mind the hands holding her up.   
 
    To her horror, a line was attached to the new ring in her nose.  She knew it could be used that way.  She had already seen another ponygirl held by that ring.  The girl pulled on the line to get Jess to move forward.  
 
    Just the movement of the ring hurt.  She was only going where she was led.  What she would give to be out of her restraints and then given access to this girl.  In her mind – because her body was not free – she pictured beating this symbol of her subjection to a bloody pulp.   Jess did not think about why it was the girl and not the doctor, or Sara, that had somehow become the symbol of her oppression.  She needed a focus for her rage, and this girl fit the bill. 
 
    Jess kept hoping that her ordeal as a ponygirl was over, but the increasing additions to her body and the means of controlling her begged to differ.  She was afraid now.  She was really afraid. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Jess followed, there was little else she could do, as the girl led her out of the doctor’s (vet’s) office and toward another room.  Jess did not know what horror awaited her there but could not imagine how it could get any worse than what had just happened.  When she had been led out of the office the other ponygirl was still standing where she had been, staring at the wall in front of her.   
 
    Jess had been moved ahead of this other girl, and the ponygirl had been expected to – and did in fact – just stand and wait.  Jess did not know it yet, but Ponygirls learned to be patient.  It was never in their control to go anywhere so they could only stand and wait.  As Jess would learn, ponygirls may be well trained, but they would never be trusted.  After all, they were high strung, fickle creatures.  It was important to maintain strict control of them, all of the time.    
 
    Jess had thought the reins to her bit was painful. And although the bit was back in her mouth it was not used now.  Actually, it was a slightly different bit.  She could feel that it was not the same, but she could not make out all its features.  But for now, it was not being used.  Instead, the new ring in her nose was the anchor point for a simple line.  And it was far worse than the bit.  Even the slightest turn of her head to one side or the other resulted in a jerk at her nose that instantly brought tears to her eyes.  Perhaps it was just tender from being new, but even the slightest pressure hurt.  Not to mention being humiliating.  There was an idiom for being led by the nose.  Jess was now literally being led by the nose.  It clearly signaled the level of control. 
 
    This was so unfair.  This girl was about her same age, but substantially smaller and clearly not nearly as strong and athletic as Jess.  Under normal circumstances this girl would have no chance of controlling Jess if she did not desire to be controlled.  Right now, she did not desire to be controlled; but under her present circumstances she could do nothing to prevent it.  This wisp of a thing had full control over Jess.  It made her want to scream, but with the bit in her mouth even that would be humiliating. 
 
    The room that they entered did not have an immediately discernible function. There were cabinets on the walls and a frame of some sort in the middle of the room.  It was to this frame that Jess was led.  At first, she tried to hold back, but the pain in her nose was too much.  She gave in and found herself pushed up against a padded bar at her waist, then bent forward slightly until her upper body rested on another bar.   
 
    A strap at the waist held her firm to the lower bar.  Clips were fastened to the shackles in her breasts.  When lines to these were tightened, she was pulled forward against the upper bar.  These did not hurt as much as the nose ring, but there was enough pain to make resistance undesirable.  And, once they were fastened in place, there was no choice but to stay in place.  The shackles were set so deep in her breast flesh that it would have been virtually impossible to pull them loose.  Jess imagined that her entire body weight could be lifted by these monstrous additions to her body. 
 
    Where in the fuck was Sara?  How could this be happening?  The ring in her nose could be easily (at least she hoped) removed, although the gromets that they inserted deep in her nostrils might not be so easy.  At least those would be hard to see if the ring were removed.  The shackles in her breasts could probably be cut off, but would the hole from the piercing easily heal?  She was not so sure.  Maybe she would have rings installed.  That would not be so bad. She had seen girls with ringed nipples before. She knew she did not want these horrible shackles left there. These were not whimsical.  These were not playful.  These were large, utilitarian, and conveyed control.  They reduced her as a person and were humiliating.    
 
    She had not seen what they had done to her sex.  She knew that they had pierced her clitoris, and that had hurt like hell, but she was pretty sure that could be removed, and the things on her labia felt like clamps.  Those should be easily removed.  At least she hoped they could.  
 
    As she moved from foot to foot, and when she was walking, she felt hair brushing against the back of her legs.  She knew that the plug they had stuck in her bottom had a tail hanging down.  That was not a problem, although having a tail was another humiliation, but they had installed something in her bottom.  Something that was holding her sphincter open and had accommodated the plug that held the tail.  She knew that the stupid thing had flanges that had been pushed into place.  Would it require medical intervention to get that out?  That would be very embarrassing.  She did not want to be explaining to some doctor how that thing got there.  But she certainly needed it out. 
 
    The girl left and Jess was all alone in the room.  If only she was not secured to this damn frame, she would make a run for it.  Although, even if she was free of the frame, she did not know how she would even open the door.   
 
    She had a vision of her dashing across the open area to the hotel, up the stairs to their room, and pounding on the door until Sara came to her rescue.  But none of that was going to happen.  She could not get free of the frame; she could not get out of the room; she had no way to prevent what had and what was about to happen to her. 
 
    The girl returned with another woman.   This one walked up and around Jess.  She reached out and touched Jess’ shoulder, the side of her head, then her breasts.  The touching was almost clinical, but it showed no respect for Jess’ person.   As a ponygirl she was just an animal belonging to others.  They would pet and stroke her as one might any domestic animal.   
 
    “Do you have the registration on this animal?”  It was the new woman.   
 
    “Yes, it is right here.”  Jess could hear paper obviously being handed by the girl to the woman.  She would love to see what was on that paper.  She could tell from the sound that it was at least a couple of pages in length. 
 
    “Ok, this looks in order.”  What was in order?  Something was very wrong about this.  Jess had not consented to anything.  Registration?  Registration as a ponygirl?  Fuck no!  She was not going to be a ponygirl.  That was not an option.  They could go fuck themselves.  She would not let that happen . . .. But what could she do?  They had her completely powerless.  She had never imagined that something like this could actually happen to her.  She was a strong woman.  She was used to exerting her influence over things.  She was physically larger and stronger than most other women and was able to assert her strength. 
 
    How fucking easy had it been for them to bring her under complete control.  Her strength was useless against the restraints and controls they had placed her in.  She hated being completely dependent upon others.  Jess could do nothing for herself now.  She could only rely upon Sara to rescue her.  But Sara was her best friend.  Sara would find her.  Sara would rescue her.  Sara would make all this stop.  “Please Sara, please come quick.”  Jess prayed. 
 
    The woman was behind and to Jess’ left side.  She was fastening something about four by six inches in size to Jess’ left shoulder.  Oh Fuck!  That is where the other ponygirl had the bar code.  Jess had seen the other pony with a nose ring, now she had one to match.  She had seen the bar code on the back shoulder.  Clearly, she was about to receive one.  She did not want that.  
 
    Jess tried to shake the new device off her body, but with her breasts pulled tight she could not wiggle enough to have any impact at all. 
 
    SSSWWOOOOSSSHHH - - - - - - - CCCCRRRAAACCKKKK - - - - - - OOOEEAAAAA 
 
    SSSWIIISSSHHHH - - - - - - - TTTHRACCKKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAA 
 
    “Settle down you stupid creature.  This is going on and you might just as well get used to it.” 
 
    Whatever she had hit Jess with had really hurt.  Her bottom was still throbbing.  And her nipples were burning from the twisting she had done to try to escape.  And in the end, the thing was still on her shoulder, had not moved even a millimeter, and it was going nowhere.  She had received pain with no gain. 
 
    The thing started to buzz, and Jess felt hundreds, thousands of stinging pricks on her back.  It was like a bucket of hornets had been pressed onto her skin.   
 
    “Ooohhhh  ooookkk iiiiikkk.”  She tried to beg through the horrible bit. 
 
    SSSWWWIIIISSHHHHH - - - - - - - CCCCRRRACCKKKKK - - - - - EEEOOAAAAA 
 
    “Silence.  Or would you like a proper caning?” 
 
    Jess did not want a caning.  She was not sure what it involved, but she knew it was a means of corporal punishment that had been outlawed in civilized society.  Would they really do that here?  What was there to prevent them?  No, she did not want to take a chance on that.  Whatever she had been whipped with was painful enough.  Yes, she had been whipped.  That was fucked up.  But she knew some people liked that.  She did not.  She did not want to be whipped, and she certainly did not want to be caned if it was worse than being whipped, which the threat implied. 
 
    After five minutes or so the box stopped buzzing and the pinpricks into Jess’ flesh stopped.  The woman removed the box, wiped down the area of flesh that had been tattooed and carefully inspected the new insult to Jess’ body.   
 
    The girl read the registration number from the papers while the woman checked the mark on Jess’ body.  Jess did not pay attention.  She did not care what her fucking registration number was.  Without the help of a mirror, she could not even see it.  And since she was not allowed to talk, she did not need to know it.  She could only think about how she was going to get rid of this thing when she finally escaped.   
 
    “Ok, she’s official.”  The woman came around to in front of Jess and touched her cheek.  “You are now officially registered with the international ponygirl association.  This will protect you anywhere in the world, and always make sure that you are returned to your rightful owner.” 
 
    The woman was smiling at her, but that was nothing to smile about.  Was this more of the head game.  They were really getting into her head.  She pictured some girl who signed up for this ‘experience’ wondering right now if she had in fact been turned into a ponygirl for real.  It certainly felt real.  Jess was pretty sure that the tattoo she had just received was very real, and certainly all of the piercings in her body were real.  Were there really enough people who were kinky enough to play this game?  If not, how could this all be happening? 
 
    “Do we have a name?”  The woman was talking again. 
 
    “Yes.”  Jess could hear the papers being ruffled. 
 
    “Long, but it will work.”  What was long?  The name?  What name? 
 
    Jess felt a strap pulled around her right thigh and tightened down.  Her right buttocks and thigh had been immobilized. 
 
    The woman wiped something over the area.  She was cleaning it.   
 
    “Oh fuck.  She was going to tattoo more.”  Jess considered vocalizing her distress, but she knew it would do no good and only get her whipped again. And she could not move the area that was being worked on, so what good would it do? 
 
    She could feel the woman marking on her skin with something.  She was tracing out the tattoo before putting it on.  Jess was afraid.  What horrible thing would it say on her body. Please don’t let it be some obscene reference.   
 
    Then the woman went to work with the tattoo gun.  It hurt a little, but not much.  Jess had never had a tattoo before, well, at least before today, she did not want to deface her body, but she was also a bit of a wimp about pain.   It was not that bad, although she really hated the idea that she now had a bar code on her shoulder and a pony name on her right flank.  She could tell that it was long, and she could tell that it had two words, one above the other.  Please, oh please don’t make it horrible. 
 
    “There.”  The woman was putting her things away.  “You have a strong name; I hope you live up to it.”  The woman wiped down the area and patted Jess on her buttocks. 
 
    “Why don’t you take her to her stall and get her settled in for the night.” 
 
    Jess was released from the frame, a line once again clipped to her nose ring, and she was led out of the room.  She felt weak.  It was all that she could do to keep to her feet and follow. 
 
    They were now in a long hallway with stall doors to each side.  Jess had trouble looking into the stalls because the line to her nose kept her head straight, but she could see that there were ponygirls in many of the stalls.   
 
    Were there really that many masochists willing to play this game?  It would seem so; or were the ponygirls actually not willing participants?  Jess was not a willing participant, and she had done everything she could think to communicate that to those who controlled her, but nobody cared.   What if the ponygirls were actually held against their will?  If consent was not a required component, then she was in more trouble than she thought.  What would she do then?  How would she get out of this mess if that were the case? 
 
    No, that was not possible.  This was either a big mix up, or Sara was fucking with her big time.  If Sara was responsible for this there would have to be a payback.  She and Sara were good friends. Best friends. They worked well together.  She did not want to even consider that Sara could have so betrayed her.  That was just not possible. 
 
    About five doors down the hallway, she was led to the left.  There was a wooden stall door that extended up about four feet.  It had a large bolt on the outside.  The girl lifted the bold off a ring and slid it back to free the door.  It was a simple locking mechanism, but Jess could plainly see that a restrained occupant of the stall would be incapable of reaching over and opening the door.  It did not require much, but it did require some manual dexterity.  And a ponygirl did not have arms and hands and could exert no ability to open such a lock.  She was as helpless as any four-legged animal that may be placed in a stall. 
 
    On the door was a sign that said: “Northern Lights.”  What was that? 
 
    Jess quickly glanced to the left and saw a sign on the door there that read: “Sultan’s Delight.” 
 
    They were the horses’ names.  Was that her name? That seemed likely.  Ok, it was a long name, it was two words; but it was not a terrible name.  Her blonde hair did shine in the evening light. She could be Northern Lights.  Wait.  She had no intention of being Northern Lights because she had no intention of being a ponygirl.  Yes, for a ponygirl that did not seem a terrible name, but they were wasting in on her.  That name should have been saved for a ponygirl that would properly meet the challenge. 
 
    But then what challenge was it.  What did ponygirls do?  She pictured them prancing around, but why would a strong name matter for that?  What exactly had she gotten into, and how was she going to get out? 
 
    The door was opened, and she was led inside.  The interior of the stall was about six feet wide and eight feet long.  The floor had a light coating of straw.  Fuck no!  Jess was not going to sleep in straw.  She and Sara had had a long day getting here, but there was supposed to be a dinner and a party tonight.  Ok, maybe they would come rescue her from the stall for the party.  But – she did not want to go to a party dressed as a ponygirl.  And she certainly did not want others seeing her with all the additions that had now been made to her body.   
 
    The girl turned her and pointed her head to the area near the door.  There were two troughs there.  One was filled with water.  The other had pellets that must be food pellets.  Without arms the only way for her to eat or drink was putting her head into the trough.  Also, how could she even do that with this fucking bit in her mouth.  Maybe that was about to come out.  She hoped so.   
 
    This girl had been a nightmare to her, but if the bit was removed and she could talk she had decided that she was going to give it a try with this girl.  She needed to let someone know that she was not consenting to this.  Maybe the girl, when she realized that a mistake had been made, would snap out of character, and help Jess.  It was her only hope. 
 
    The girl pointed to the ground with her crop, then tapped the back of Jess’ knees.  The signal was clear.  She wanted Jess to kneel.  Jess did not like the idea of kneeling for this person, but she had decided she needed to try to dial down the confrontation and see if she could get her to remove the bit.  Jess knelt down.  
 
    The girl seemed pleased.  She stepped behind Jess and Jess heard a click back near her feet, this was followed by another click.  She wanted to look back and see what had happened but resisted and held her position.  The girl then lowered a light chain from the ceiling.  When it was directly in front of Jess, she connected it to Jess’ nose ring. 
 
    Jess did not like this.  She started to shift her position only to find that her ankles were fixed to the floor.  The girl had fastened the hobble line to rings in the floor.  The girl slightly tightened the line to the ceiling. 
 
    The arrangement was simple, Jess was on her knees with her head held up by the line to her nose.  If she could stand, she could take the pressure off her nose, but with her legs back behind her and fastened to the floor next to each ankle she could not get off her knees.   
 
    It seemed these people had thought of everything when it came to the subject of securing and controlling ponygirls. 
 
    To Jess delight, the girl started to remove the bit from her mouth.  She had really begun to hate that thing.  She knew it may just get her punished, but she was going to take a chance on talking to this girl. 
 
    As soon as the bit was out. 
 
    “Please.  I don’t want to be a ponygirl.  I did not agree to any of . . . “   
 
    SSSWWOOOSSHHH - - - - - TTHHRRRACCCKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOUUCCHHH  
 
    “FUCK, THAT HURTS.” 
 
    SSSIIIISSSHHHH - - - - - CCCCRRRRAAAACKKKK - - - - - - - OOEEAAA  
 
    “PPPLEEEASSSE  NOOO MOOREE.” 
 
    Jess felt something being pushed into her mouth.  It was not the bit she had been wearing.  It was something else.  She felt the girl working something and heard a click as this new device fastened to the bead in Jess’ tongue.   
 
    “You stupid animals.  NO TALKING.  Ponies don’t talk.  You all think this is a fun game until you get to this part, then you want out.  Well – NEWS FLASH – there is no backing out from here.  You are registered.  You are a ponygirl.  You will be a pony for the rest of your life.  Learn to live with it.” 
 
    Jess felt herself wobble from side to side.  She had not really expected any help from this girl, but she did not expect the magnitude of the disclosure.   
 
    Jess could feel something covering her tongue.  She tried to move it, but it was connected.  It would not completely stop her speech, but it would significantly impar her ability to make herself understood. Not that it really mattered.  She was certainly not going to try to talk to this girl.   
 
    Only then did the girl remove the remainder of the bridle.   
 
    Jess could only kneel in place as the girl began to clean her face, and work with her hair. Jess would rather see to her own grooming, but apparently that was not to be.   Until she could figure out how to free herself, she was at the mercy of this girl and others like her.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Sara felt a knot in her stomach.  She could not believe how easy it had been to get Jess to allow her to put her in ponygirl tack.  If Jess had resisted, almost at any point in the process it would have been all but impossible to do.  But Jess had gone along with everything until it was way too late.  She had offered no resistance at all until Sara led her into the hallway, and by then, well, ‘resistance was futile’ as the saying goes. 
 
    When Sara led her out into the hallway, she could see the panic in her eyes.  That had been a bit delicious.  Jess was so much larger than Sara, and all their friends, that she tended to be a bit bossy; she could even be a bully at times.  Sara was sure that Jess did not think of herself as a bully, but the reality was that she could be, and often was.   
 
    She did not really get physical, but there were times when she would get into Sara’s personal space and puff up her chest in an almost threatening way.  Sara found this intimidating, and always backed down.  Yet, she resented it.  She knew that it was something she should raise and discuss with her friend.  Yes, they were friends, and they did most things together.  She was sure that when it came to others Jess would have her back, and she felt the same way toward Jess – except for this present situation. 
 
    When Sara had met Susan and learned about the ponygirl ranch she had really wanted to know more.  It was one of the few times that she had held back what she was doing from Jess.  Susan had told her how important it was to maintain secrecy.  And Susan had specifically told her not to share any information with Jess.  Susan had met Jess one time when Sara, Jess and Susan were all in the same club. 
 
    Susan told Sara that Jess would be a perfect ponygirl.  From what she could see and what she learned she believed that Jess could potentially be a champion.   
 
    Sara had laughed at that thought.  She had begun to learn what ponygirls were and she knew that Jess would NEVER submit to that.  But she had to admit that Jess had the perfect physical make-up for a ponygirl.   
 
    It was Susan that came up with the plan to trick Jess into pony tack.  That would give her a chance to see what being a ponygirl was and allow them to then convince her to participate as a ponygirl in some events.  Susan told her that that was usually enough to win over a reluctant girl. And Jess certainly would be reluctant. 
 
    Sara liked the idea.  She did not think there was a chance in hell that Jess would ever agree staying a ponygirl, and she was a little afraid that Jess would be really angry with her for what she was doing, but she also liked the idea that it gave her a chance to be dominant over Jess – even if for only a little while.  Maybe Jess would learn a thing or two from the experience.   
 
    She had been so nervous on the trip out to the ranch she thought she was going to completely blow things.  She had almost revealed what was going to happen several times, but she had managed to get herself under control and keep her ‘game face’. 
 
    When she finally had Jess helpless in pony tack, she had enjoyed prancing her around the room, but she could tell that Jess was about to become resistant, and she did not know if she could bring herself to keep going if Jess became too distressed.  She needed to get things to the next phase before Jess rebelled.  
 
    Once she had Jess secured in the hallway all she had to do was call Susan and let her know.  She felt a little guilty when she did that, but she was also anxious to see what happened when Susan’s people took possession of Jess and started to dominate her.  Sara was too small and not in the right position in the relationship with Jess to have been able to achieve that, at least initially.  Maybe in the hands of a truly dominate person Jess would become more submissive.  Yeh, like that was going to happen.  But it would be fun to see.  When she saw – through the peephole in the door – Jess being collected, she again felt guilty.  She almost opened the door and put a stop to things, but she didn’t do that, and before long Jess was gone.  Then she felt a twinge of excitement.  She had pulled this off.   
 
    She would rest for a bit, get dressed and go down to dinner.  Later she would learn more about Jess’ status.  Still, she could not get her mind off her friend and what might be happening to her.  One part of her felt guilty about it.  The other was wishing she could be there to see it.  But that would come.  Susan had promised that if she could deliver the prospective ponygirl, which she had now done, that Sara would be taught how to master and train her ponygirl.  And that the ponygirl – Jess – would respond to her.  That seemed unlikely but thrilling. 
 
    It did not matter that Jess had not volunteered to do more than ‘try on’ the pony tack.  Sara needed a ponygirl and Jess was going to be her ponygirl.  She was sure that when this was over and done either the power relationship between them would change and Jess would be much more respectful of Sara, if not subservient, or Jess would never speak to her again, assuming she did not just kill her.  She had decided that she would take that chance.  Jess was her best friend, but she wanted the relationship to change.  She was tired of Jess always being in control.  Sara was going to be in control.  Or the relationship was going to be over.  That thought made her sad, but that was the reality now.  She had already done what she had done, and Jess was already on the ponygirl track.  
 
    Sara dressed and headed down to the gathering that was assembling.  In the ballroom she found a couple of dozen women drinking and nibbling.  They were gathered together in groups of 3 to 5.  Sara had only met one or two of them.  Dress varied from cocktail attire to dress that might be right for a fox hunt.  Sara always felt insecure with her dress at such affairs.  She had gone for the cocktail look, but lower key.  She had dressed as she might for a night of clubbing.  She actually fit almost perfectly with over half of the crowd, even though she was certain that she stood out in the wrong way. 
 
    Sara quickly scanned the room to find Susan.  To her relief Susan was with a small group and in a location that accommodated Sara’s approach.   
 
    Susan gave her a big smile and introduced her to the other two women she was speaking with.  Sara immediately started to feel better.   The addition of a couple of drinks did not hurt.   
 
    Susan broke away from her small group and called for attention of all in the room.  Conversations slowed then stopped and all eyes turned to Susan. 
 
    “Thank you all for coming out for the new season.”  Susan smiled and looked around the room.   
 
    Sara continued to stand with the other two women she had been introduced to.  Most of the people in the room were still strangers to her.  
 
    “We have three yearlings this year.  I want to introduce them to you now.”  Susan signaled to someone at the door. 
 
    Three young women in the khaki uniforms of the ranch entered the room.  Each was holding a lead line.  The line was in turn connected to the nose ring of a ponygirl.   
 
    The ponygirls, with little option to do otherwise, followed into the room.  They were not high stepping in the typical prance of a ponygirl, they were hobbled so that was not available to them.  And they were all new and probably did not even know how to prance yet. In time they would learn. Still, the hoof boots clopped on the hard floor of the ballroom.   
 
    Sara could not help but look down at the feet and hope that the horseshoes would not damage the wooden floor. 
 
    There was a wooden rail at about chest height for the ponies, held on two supports that were embedded in the floor.  The ponies were led to this bar. 
 
    The first pony had a topknot of blazing red hair.  Each of the ponies had their hair collected and wrapped at the center of the head so that a topknot formed above about three inches of leather wrapping. 
 
    The second pony was Jess.  She was following the lead, but Sara could see anger – rage – in her face.  This was not a happy girl.  She was not looking around the room because of the line that was fastened to her nose.   
 
    Sara immediately thought that must hurt. 
 
    Sara did not think Jess had seen her.  Sara was off to the side and not in the direct line of view of the pony.  Jess’ upper body was flushed.  Sara was sure that she was, in addition to being furious, embarrassed.  Jess would get a little racy sometimes when they went out, but the pony harness left almost nothing to the imagination.   She could see the tension in Jess’ muscles.  She looked like a coiled spring getting ready to pop. 
 
    Each of the new ponies were tall, although Jess was probably an inch or two taller than the other two.  Each also had firm well-formed breasts.  Again, Jess’ were just a bit larger than the other two, although all were well endowed.  The curved form of the pony harness caused them to slightly bend their knees, push their bottoms out behind them, and displayed their breasts in front.  The eye was naturally drawn first to the breasts.  Sara marveled at just how appealing Jess looked.  She was magnificent.  Absolutely magnificent.  There was no question, she was born to be a ponygirl. 
 
    Just behind the summit of each breast hung a gold-colored shackle.  It framed the areola and nipple.  Sara immediately could see how this feature could enhance control over the ponygirl.  And it was so erotic!  She felt a twinge between her legs.  She was sure that Jess hated it.  Even worse, a bell was clipped to each shackle.  She wondered if Jess had put up much of a fuss when they did that to her.  She was so used to being in control and having her own way.  She was never really violent although she had pushed Sara once.  Jess was so strong that she had launched her across the room.  She had not been hurt, but she had been shocked and slightly afraid of her friend.  It certainly made her more careful around Jess.  Sara looked at her friend.  Even restrained in pony tack she could be formidable.  One would have to be very careful with her.  She was sure that Jess was just waiting for the moment she could let loose on someone.  Sara did not want that someone to be her. 
 
    At the rail the lines from the ponies’ noses were tied to the bar with a couple of feet of slack.  With the line no longer moving her forward Jess used the slack to look around the room.   
 
    When her eyes fell on Sara she stopped and stared at her so-called friend.   
 
    Sara felt herself blanch and took a step back.  If Jess had superpowers that stare would have melted Sara into a pool of sludge.  Instead, it only made Sara feel slightly guilty about what was happening to her friend.  But she needed a ponygirl, and Jess was perfect for the role.  And, she had willingly let Sara put her in pony tack.  Sara may have been less than straightforward with her ‘friend’, but that was all water under the bridge now.  Jess was just going to have to adapt.  
 
    Susan, after waiting for the ponies to be secured to the rail, began again: “First, on the left with her flaming red mane is Cinnamon.  She was procured from the wild by our service.  She will be trained by Cindy.”  There was applause.  A girl that must be Cindy stepped forward. 
 
    “Next, in the middle is Northern Lights.  She is brought to us by our youngest and newest member Sara Parker.  If you have not met her yet, please take an opportunity to do so.”   Sara nervously stepped forward next to Susan and looked around the room, nodding to the applause. 
 
    Sara’s eyes came back to Jess.  Jess was shaking her head and shuffling her feet.  Strange sounds were emitting from her bitted mouth.  The blonde topknot at the top of her head was swishing back and forth.  Clearly, she was very unhappy with what she was hearing – and experiencing.  
 
    SSWWOOOSSSHHH - - - - - - - CCCCRRRAAACKKKK - - - - - - EEEEEOOOOO 
 
    “Eyes ahead, stand straight you stupid animal.” 
 
    Jess stopped her antics and stood still.  She turned her head forward and stared into space, she was no longer laser focused on Sara.  It appeared that there had been at least some incentive training so far. 
 
    Sara felt shocked.  The sight of her friend standing there so helpless, so under control.  Well, it was, it was hard for her to grasp.  Yes, she had been the one who put Jess in the pony tack.  She had enjoyed that.  It was like a game.  She was the one who had put Jess in the hallway to wait for the delivery to the stable.  But the pony tack was buckled into place and could easily be removed.  Now her friend had a large ring in her nose from which she was tethered to the pole.  She also had large shackles that had been imbedded in the flesh of her breasts.  These were not so transitory.  These would be very hard to remove.  She was amazed that they were there.  It was hard for her to believe that Jess would have ever allowed that to be done to her.  But she had and here she was.  Here she stood.  She was not fighting, she was not rebelling, and she was even obedient, well, sort of.  Maybe there was a submissive side to her friend after all.  She certainly hoped so. 
 
    “Good, she has spirit.”  Susan patted Sara on the shoulder.  “The trick is making sure that she is obedient and controlled, but that she still retains the spirit.” Sara nodded.  “Fortunately, we know how to do that.   You will learn.”   
 
    Sara nodded and her stomach clenched.  This was going to be a big challenge, but this is what she wanted.  She wanted to train a ponygirl.  She wanted to race her.  From everything she had seen this is what she wanted.  She only hoped that the reality lived up to the dream.  And now she knew that Jess was going to be a challenge.  In the end only Sara or Jess would prevail.  Only time would tell. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    Sara had been right about one thing.  Jess was furious.  She had been holding on to herself only on the expectation that soon, very soon, Sara would find out what had happened, find her, and rescue her from this horror. Not only had that not happened, she now heard, that Sara had been instrumental in her capture and conversion to a pony.   Was that true?  She had seen the look on Sara’s face.  It looked like she was shocked and surprised.   
 
    Jess tried to focus her eyes on the clip fastened to the ring in her nose.  She could feel it hanging there and could see the silver color, but she could not make out the detail.  She had seen it in the hand of the girl who had clipped it to her nose and knew that it was a simple device.  Something that could easily be fastened or unfastened with a single hand.  But Jess did not have hands, at least she did not have hands that she could use.  They were fastened in the binder behind her back.  She jerked at her restraint.  There was almost no movement. 
 
    Her eyes followed the line leading from the clip in her nose down to the rail in front of her.  About two feet of leather line.  The line was wrapped twice around the rail and fastened only with a friction hitch.  Again, a hand, even a finger could pull it loose.  She stared at the simple knot.  It would be enough to hold against pulling, in fact, if she tried to pull back the nature of the knot would cause it to tighten, not yield.  And the pain would be considerable. She could already feel that from just standing with the weight of the line from the fucking ring. Her vision blurred as her eyes teared. 
 
    Jess shuffled her feet.   The hoof boots were not uncomfortable, but she was forced up onto her toes with her weight forward because of the lack of heels.  She never wore high heels because she was so tall, but now she had no choice.  Except that she was still not wearing high heels, because there were no heels.  
 
    As she moved her feet, she felt the jerk from the hobble connecting her ankles.  She really hated that. It was another manifestation of her helplessness and the level of control these people had over her.  Even if she could somehow slip her leash, she could not even run away.  She could picture herself hobbling down the road.  Any free person could catch her at a fast walk.  It was so humiliating.   
 
    She could not even bring herself to look at Sara.  When she had seen her in the group, she had tried to look at her and signal that she needed help.  She could not say anything because of the terrible bit in her mouth. But she shouldn’t have to say anything to Sara.  Sara should know.  Sara needed to help her.  Why wasn’t she helping her?  Maybe she was held back by all the people in the room.  Did that mean she would help her later?  She certainly hoped so.  She could not take a lot more of this.  She did not want to be, no, she was not going to be a fucking ponygirl.  That was non-negotiable.  
 
    When she moved, she heard the slight clinking of her bells.  Yes, her fucking bells.  Not only had they pierced her breasts (she could see that with some nice little rings) but they had not installed simple elegant rings, or even trendy little bars, they had inserted heavy shackles.  Just looking at those additions to her breasts communicated the level of control they had over her.  And, if that were not enough, they had clipped bells.  Fucking bells to her new breast rings.  In addition, they had fastened another bell to the ring they had inserted through her clitoris.  She could not see it, but she could hear it, and she could feel it when she moved.  It was so demeaning she wanted to die.  She would do anything to get those damn things off, but she could do nothing.  After they had first clipped the bells to her breast shackles, she had looked at them with horror, then she had shaken her upper body back and forth as hard as she could trying to dislodge them. 
 
    The bells rang merrily but stayed in place.  The groom did not punish her, only laughed.  That made it worse.  She was a strong independent woman.  Nobody had the right to treat her like this.  She wanted them to know that she should not be treated like this.  It might be ok for others, but she was not submissive.  This was not right.  The problem was that she was completely restrained.  There was not a thing she could do to prevent what they were doing, or to reverse or escape from what they had done. 
 
    Her friend.  Yes, her friend Sara had asked for her help.  She had not liked the idea, but she had gone along because it was her friend.  Ok, she had planned to use it for leverage to get an advantage on her friend.  She should not have gone alone with this.  But how was she to know that Sara would not let her out once she was in pony tack?  And how was she to know that this stuff was inescapable?  She had actually played a tie up game on one occasion before.  She had not liked it and she quickly worked herself free.  She had decided then and there that she was never going to be the one being tied up, and that if anyone tried, she would quickly escape.  But there was no way to escape what they had done to her, and with each additional step it only got worse.  She needed a way out of this, but what was that going to be? 
 
    The woman who was running this freak show had continued to talk, but Jess had stopped paying attention after she had talked about her, including the claimed role Sara played in her current problems.  She came back to the world as there was applause – for what she did not know.   
 
    How had this happened?  She had been taken advantage of by a friend.  She needed to go back and change course.  She needed a ‘do over’.  She needed to go back to when Sara said she was going to put the harness on her.  All she had to do was say: “sorry I am not doing that.”  But that is not what she had said, and she had let herself be put in the harness.  And now, and now it was just too fucking late.  Now she knew that this fucking thing was inescapable.  Who would have thought that? 
 
    And she could not even have imagined the indignities they had subjected her body to.  Again, things she could not go back and change.  More importantly, what was she going to do now?   She did not want to be trained as a ponygirl.  She especially did not want to be subjected to the control of her once friend Sara for ponygirl training.  She needed to find a way to escape from all this. 
 
    The woman had stopped talking and the free people in the room were now beginning to move.  Some of them started to talk to each other, but a large number came forward to inspect the new ponygirls.   
 
    Jess reacted by taking a step back.  She was brought up short of this effort by the line to her nose.  It pulled her head forward.  Fuck that hurt.   
 
    She shuffled forward to get slack back in the line.   
 
    “Easy pony.”  A woman now standing next to Jess said. 
 
    What the fuck!  Jess tried to turn her head toward the woman, but she was still at the extension of the leash and could not turn her head without moving forward more.   
 
    There was a hand on her shoulder.  It gently caressed her exposed skin, then it ran down her side and down her flank.  It was not an erotic touch, but it was still an invasion of her personal space.  The woman had not asked if she could touch her.  She had just reached forward and started to pet her as if that were the most natural thing in the world.   
 
    The hand cupped her right buttocks and gave it a squeeze.  Ok, that was a serious invasion of her personal space.   Jess tried to twist away but was unable to shake the hand free.  Instead, she made the bells on her breasts, and the one between her legs ring.  That caused her to blush so deeply she was sure she was several hues darker than her normal skin tone.  Being belled was so fucking humiliating.   
 
    Also, the bells redirected the attention of the woman.  The hand moved from Jess’ bottom to her right breast.  “These are very nice.”  She said as she shook the breast back and forth making the bell ring merrily.   
 
    If Jess were not helpless, she would have beaten this bitch to within an inch of her life.  And, as if on cue, another woman on the other side of Jess took hold of her left breast and shook it back and forth causing that bell to ring.  The two women looked at each other as they played Jess’ breasts like musical instruments.  Laughing and shaking, they continued for what seemed like a very long time, although in reality it was certainly less than a minute.  But even a minute of such demeaning treatment can seem like a lifetime.   
 
    Another woman came up in front of Jess when the torment twins had stopped playing with her.  She looked Jess up and down.  She stepped to the side and looked at her.  she stepped to the other side and repeated the inspection. 
 
    Another woman came up next to her.  “This one has very good structure.  She should not be relegated to some newbie.  That is just a waste.” 
 
    The second woman carefully inspected her.  “Perhaps.  Only time will tell.” 
 
    The woman who had just spoken reached out and cupped Jess’ breast, but this was not as offensive as the last two.  This touching, although certainly not invited, was more tender.  Again, not quite erotic, but not as offensive.  She did not shake the breast.  She did not make the bell ring.  And Jess stood still and accepted the attention without any attempt to resist.  Somehow, she knew that this woman was someone you did not mess with.  If she decided to touch, then your stood there and let her do it.   
 
    Jess felt herself stiffen just a little, but otherwise she stood perfectly still.  More importantly, she kept her face forward and did not try to look at the woman.  Somehow, she knew that if she looked anywhere but straight ahead, she would be sorry for it.  
 
    The two women left Jess.  She stood alone for a moment as others circulated around the room.  She tried to find Sara, but she could not see her. 
 
    There was movement to Jess’ side.  A hand touched her thigh. 
 
    “Magnificent pony flesh.”   
 
    The hand gently slid up the outside of Jess’ thigh around behind her buttocks and gently cupped Jess’ right buttocks.   
 
    Again, she tried to look over at the person responsible for this latest invasion of her person, but she had moved back to the point that the tether line was taught and would not allow her to turn her head.   
 
    “I want this one.”  Who was the woman talking to? 
 
    “Sorry Lisa, she belongs to Sara Parker, the new member.  You will need to deal with her.” 
 
    “You and I both know that that will be a great waste of potential talent.  This one has the perfect structure for a fine racer.  What does her history show?” 
 
    “I agree.  She shows a history of strong athletic and competitive training.  With the right discipline it should translate well.” 
 
    “That is why it needs to be in my hands.” 
 
    “Ha ha.”  The second woman laughed.  “I don’t envy any pony that is subject to your discipline.  But I can’t argue with your results.”  There was a pause.  “But as I said this one belongs to young Parker.” 
 
    “I am sure she and I can come to a positive understanding.” 
 
    Something in the woman’s voice sent a shiver through Jess.  They were talking about her.  They were talking about ‘owning’ her.  It was clear now that her best friend – former best friend – had betrayed her.  As far as these people were concerned, she was now only property – they even called her ‘it’ – and she was the property of Sara.   
 
    At least that gave her some hope.  If Sara owned her then Sara could free her.  She could not believe that her friend intended to permanently convert her to a ponygirl.  She would not do that. Maybe Sara was just pranking her.  But now there were others that wanted to own her.  Or at least train her.  Train her to do what?  She did not like the sound of that.  She did not like it at all.  She did not want to be a ponygirl, and she did not want to be trained.  She liked athletics, she liked competition sports, but this was not what she had in mind.  No, this was not an acceptable alternative.  
 
    One thing was clear, she needed to figure out a way out of here.  She had been counting on Sara to rescue her, instead it turns out that Sara was at least involved if not the architect of her current plight. As much as she wanted to trust in her friend to eventually help her, she did not think she could do that.  No, from everything she could see, she was on her own.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    It seemed like forever before Jess and the other yearlings – how fucked up was that? – were removed from the room and led back to the stable.   
 
    Back in her stall Jess was relieved when much of her tack was removed.  They removed her harness, her bridle and bit, her pony boots, and even the leather sheath portion of her arm binder.   
 
    However, the foundation of the arm restraints, i.e., the bar that connected her elbows behind her back and the strap that held her hands up to the bar remained in place.  She could now move her fingers, that felt good, but she could not really do anything with them.  She could not move her arms up and down.  She could move them away from her body by a few inches, but that was all that she could do with comfort.  She had felt at the strap that held her arms up.  But whatever fastened it in place was on the top of the bar, and her arms were held to the bottom of the bar.   
 
    In place of her pony boots, they had fastened her ankles to either end of a short bar – about 12 inches in length.  It was good to get the boots off her feet and be able to flatten her arch.  She had not been in the pony boots that long, but her feet already hurt from them.  In the boots she was usually hobbled.  She understood they were keeping her from potentially kicking and from running away.  She could understand, to a degree.  With the heavy pony boots a girl could do some serious damage.  In bare feet, what were they worried about?  As an additional challenge a six-inch bar was folded down from the hobble bar next to each foot.  As a result, Jess could not even stand flat footed.  On her feet she had to stay up on her toes.  Even though she was no longer in her pony boots that forced her up onto her toes. Even though she could move her feet around, even flatten them, she would not be able to stand that way.  
 
    This was also another measure of keeping control over her, and more importantly communicating to her that she was under control.  She would have liked being able to stand on flat feet again.  She had only spent hours in the pony boots. But they had kept her up on her toes.  Jess had never been one for high heels, and the pony boots were almost like ballet toes.  Her feet hurt. 
 
    Walking with this new restriction was a complete joke.  She had to step forward in a swinging motion so that each foot swung around the other always separated by the one-foot bar.  It was hard to go anywhere this way.  And the bar next to each foot drug along the ground almost tipping her over with each step.  Clearly, she would not be running away with this thing on her ankles. 
 
    She looked down at the cuffs that had been fastened around each ankle.  There were clips that closed the cuff and looked to require some type of tool.  Jess had wondered if she could get an ankle up to one of her hands, but then what?  It did not look like she would be able to manipulate the locking mechanism even if she could.   
 
    A light chain ran from a ring in the back wall of her stall.  It was light in structure, but more than she would be able to break.  On the other end of the chain was a simple clasp.  A person could hold it in one hand and with a thumb open the gate of the clip.  This clip was then fastened to the ring they had inserted in her clitoris.  Hanging a bell from that ring had almost brought Jess to tears.  Being restrained by a line clipped to her most private and sensitive part was beyond imagination.  She stood and looked down at the horrid thing hanging from the ring she hated.  It was only about 18” from her hands.  But it might as well have been 100 miles.  She could find the chain with her hands.  She could work her fingers down the chain, that would raise the clip and its chain toward her hand, but well beyond reach.  She was incapable of removing this thing from her intimate flesh.  And as long as it was there, she was not going anywhere. 
 
    Jess’ tail was removed, but the opening created by the anal collar was blocked with a plug.  The plug extended well into her backside before being locked in place with a simple twist.  This was another insult to her body that she had no control over.  While her hands could flap around a little in the small of her back, the anal plug was well beyond her reach.  And locked in place by the simple twisting action, it was not coming out.  The plug was about the same size as the one attached to her tail.  She was happy to have the tail gone, but she did not like the fact that she was apparently going to be kept plugged back there.  It was, however, the only reasonable means of controlling her bowels.  With the collar in place her sphincter would not prevent anything forming in her from just falling out.  That could be messy.  Her captors did not want her fouling her stall, so she would be plugged.  She hated the plug, but she did not want the alternative.  
 
    The animalistic nature of her condition was further demonstrated by the stall.  There was no bed, not even a cot.  People slept on beds, not horses.  Instead, there was straw on the floor.  At least she would be able to lay down.  Thankfully she was not made to sleep standing up like a horse.  There was, after all, a practical side to her captivity.  They wanted things from her. 
 
    On one wall, near the door, there was a bifurcated trough.  One side held water, and it was controlled by a float so that when she drank the level would be refreshed.  Because it was open to the air bits of straw and the occasional insect fell into it and could be seen floating on the surface.  This did not make the water inviting, but it looked – and was – cool, and tasted good. 
 
    For Jess’ first attempt at drinking, she lowered her head and lapped at the water.  This was clumsy and did not result in much water getting into her mouth.  The human tongue is just not structured to perform this function in the same way that other animals do.   
 
    Then she pushed her face into the water and sucked water into her mouth.  This worked.  She got a full mouth full of water, and because she sucked it from below the surface the detritus that floated on the top was not a part of her consumption.   
 
    When she raised her head water dripped from her chin.  She instinctively tried to move a hand around to wipe her face clean. Of course, it did not move.  She blushed with the realization of her helplessness. 
 
    The other half of the trough was for food.  Her handler had opened a bag of what looked like pellets about a half inch in diameter and poured it into the trough.  Jess saw the name Northern Lights printed on the side of the bag. 
 
    The handler turned to her and for one of the rare occasions, spoke to her. 
 
    “Your diet has been carefully balanced.  You will be fed twice a day.  You will eat everything that is put in your trough.  You will do it before lights out.  If you leave anything in the trough you will be punished.  You don’t want to be punished.  Eat everything.  Don’t even leave crumbs.” 
 
    The handler had held Jess’ chin as she spoke to her.  She did not ask for any response of acknowledgement.   
 
    Jess wanted to tell her how wrong this was.  She started to speak only to have the handler push her finger across Jess’ mouth. 
 
    “Pony’s do not talk.  If a ponygirl tries to talk she will be caned.  Believe me, although I am sure you will learn in time, you do not want to be caned.” 
 
    She removed her finger, but Jess kept quiet.  She kept hearing about punishment.  She kept hearing about being caned.  Ok, she had read some kinky novels, particularly schoolgirl stories of girls getting caned.  Those never sounded so terrible.   Sure, the girls would sob and cry, but in those stories the girls would bend over and grab their ankles.  Then they would be caned having to hold position.  If one could hold position through a caning, how bad could it be?  Not that she wanted to be caned.  Only, it did not seem the huge deterrent that these folks seemed to think.  Not that she wanted to sign up for that experience.  No, that would not deter her, but she was not going to do anything foolish either.  As long as they had her so helpless, she needed to go along with what they wanted.  But she would watch and wait for an opportunity.  The first opportunity she got she was out of here. 
 
    The handler left.  Jess was fine with that.  She did not want to hear anything more from that bitch.  She hated being lorded over by all these insufferable twits.  She always exuded an air of dominance, and people responded.  Nobody ever bullied her.  People generally did not order her around.  They might ask politely, but she was used to being treated with respect.  Not here.  Her status had moved from one of respect to that of an animal.  She was either treated with derision or dehumanization.  She almost preferred the bullies over the ones that treated her as a pet.  She was no fucking pet. 
 
    Jess realized that she was hungry.  She had been told to eat.  She was not going to eat because she was told to.  She was going to eat because she decided to and because she was hungry.  Also, she needed to keep her strength up.  She already knew that they were going to work her hard.  She did not care if she made these maniacs happy, or not, but she also did not want to be embarrassed.  Assuming that they could do anything more than making her a ponygirl to humiliate her.    
 
    The trough was just above waist level.  This made it easy to lean forward without the use of hands and put one’s head into it.  Jess looked down, lowered her head, and took a food pellet – she did not know what else to call it – in her mouth. It was soft, but not squishy.  It had the consistency of a meat ball.  Jess raised up and let it slip back into her mouth where she could chew it.   
 
    She did not know what she expected, but it was not bad.  It was not crisp or too chewy.  There was a maple flavor that was pleasant.  She had expected either completely bland or chalky.   
 
    She went back for a second piece.  Each piece was slightly smaller than a regular mouthful.  They were easy to pick up and easy to eat.  The flavor was very light so that it did not become overwhelming, and there was almost no after taste.  This stuff was easy to eat.  She had no idea what it was, something that had been formulated for the diet of ponygirls.  She expected that they would want to keep their captives healthy.  She had been told that her diet had been formulated just for her.  She had seen the name Northern Lights on the bag.  So, this food had been prepared for the pony Northern Lights.  She did not want that to be her.  Northern Lights was a ponygirl.  She was essentially a slave owned and controlled by others.  Jessica was a free independent woman.  She was NOT a slave, and she was not Northern Lights, or at least she did not want to be.  But right now, restrained, controlled, locked in a horse stall, and eating prepared ponygirl food, she was Northern Lights, not Jessica.  She felt a tear form in her eye.  She tried to move a hand to wipe it away.  A common gesture that was no longer allowed her. 
 
    She had been hungrier than she thought.  She was at the bottom of the trough.  There were only two pieces of food left.  As she picked up the second to last and started to chew, she decided that she would not eat the last one.  She could leave that as a clear protest.  She was tempted, she actually was still hungry, but she could control her hunger.  It would not be sufficiently slacked by this last piece of food to overcome her need to demonstrate her rejection of their authority over her.  It was a silent protest.  And the fact that there was only a single pellet of food left would clearly demonstrate that it was an intentional act meant to send a message.  FUCK YOU!  That was the message.  Jess smiled at her carefully crafted rebellion. 
 
    Jess moved over to the corner of the stall and managed to work her way down to the ground.  The floor was hard concrete, but there was a covering of a straw like material that was fairly soft.  She had expected it to be harsh and scratchy, but it was surprisingly not.  Still, it did little to make the hard floor softer.  This was not the kind of mattress Jess was used to.  She had always opted for a very soft mattress.  She did not know how long she was going to be stuck sleeping on the floor, but she was not going to like it.  She wondered if she could get any sleep at all this way. 
 
    Jess leaned against the wooden divider that separated her stall from the one she had seen with the name Sultan’s Delight.  She wondered if there was a girl in that stall now.  If so, was she still a girl or was she now just a ponygirl?  The sign on the door did not look as new as the one on Jess’ stall.  How long had Sultan’s Delight been a ponygirl?  Had she willingly done this?  Jess was beginning to think that ponygirls were not willing subjects.  She had been given no opportunity to express her desire to end this.  Instead, they had modified her body – against her will – kept her under control and in restraints; and clearly communicated to her that if she did not do what they wanted she would be punished.  That was NOT willing participation.  She was very sure that every one of these people, clearly including her so called friend, knew that she did not want to do this. 
 
    As Jess sat against the wall, she wondered about the other occupants of this ‘stable’.  Were they all like her?  Were some really willing?  Would anyone really volunteer to do this?  The more she thought about it the more she doubted that.  She knew there were very submissive people who got off on being dominated, but this, in only half a day, had gone to extremes she did not think a willing participant would desire. 
 
    What was that?  She could hear something on the other side of the wall.  Was someone over there? 
 
    “Hello.”  She wanted to knock on the wall, but that was not within her ability given her state of confinement.  “Is anyone there?” 
 
    She waited for a few beats.  “I am here.  In the stall next to you.  Can you hear me?” 
 
    “SHHUSSSSHH.  Don’t let them hear you.  Do you want to get us punished?” 
 
    “Sorry, I am not trying to create problems.  I just needed to connect to someone.”  She lowered her voice to a whisper. 
 
    “It is ok, but we have to be very careful.  If they hear us, it will be very bad.” 
 
    “I understand.  Are you here willingly?”  Jess decided to jump right in. 
 
    “No.  I don’t think any ponygirl is really willing.  It is hard to tell because we are not allowed to talk.  It is so frustrating to be left standing, sometimes for a very long time, right next to others and not be able to communicate with them.”  The voice paused.  “You learn to accept your new state, but I don’t call that willing.” 
 
    “I am Jessica, people call me Jess.  What is your name?” 
 
    “Before they made me a ponygirl I was Nancy.  Nobody has called me that in a long time and I haven’t even really thought of myself as Nancy.  Thank you for that.” 
 
    “How long have you been here?” 
 
    “Not sure.  There are no calendars here, but it has been at least two seasons, so about half a year.” 
 
    FUCK thought Jess.  Half a year!   
 
    “Have you tried to get out of here?” 
 
    “It is hopeless.  In the entire time I have been here I have never had the use of my arms.  I don’t think they would even work now if they released them – which they won’t.  I am almost always hobbled and leashed, except when I am connected to a sulky for racing.  Trust me, there is no escape from this place, or this life.  You go where they take you, you stay where they put you, and you do what they want.  Anything else is punished.” 
 
    “NO.  I WON’T DO THAT.” 
 
    “Shush.  You are going to get us in trouble.  Keep your voice down.” 
 
    “I AM NOT GOING TO DO THIS.  I AM NOT GOING TO BE A FUCKING PONY.” Her voice was increasing in volume. 
 
    Things went silent on the other side of the wall. 
 
    Jess kicked at the wall with her hobbled feet. 
 
    “LET ME OUT OF HERE.  YOU CAN’T DO THIS.  LET ME GO NOW!” 
 
    Now she was shouting.   
 
    The stall door opened.  The handler who had worked with her earlier stood in the space.  She was backed up by two men. 
 
    “My, my.  Haven’t we worked ourselves into a snit?”  She shook her head back and forth as she walked into the stall. She looked into the trough.  “Almost clean, but a single bite of food left.  Very clever.  It is impossible to see this as anything other than an act of defiance.  You wanted to send a message.  Well, message received. And all this noise.  It almost sounded like people talk, except that is silly, isn’t it?  Ponies can’t talk.” 
 
    The handler moved up to Jess.  Grabbed her head by her topknot.  As she pushed it back, Jess looked up at her.  She was about to say something when she felt something being pushed into her mouth.  She had not seen it coming and did not try to twist away until it was too late.  The damn thing was in her mouth.  The handler moved it around a little, looking into Jess’ mouth.  There was a click and she let go. 
 
    Jess pushed at the thing with her tongue.  It moved with her tongue.  Fuck, it was locked onto that damn bead that sat on top of her tongue.  The thing was plastic, and it covered her tongue, pushing down over the sides.  She was effectively denied the use of her tongue, which meant that forming words was all but impossible.  
 
    “Now let’s see.  Attempted people talk and rebellious disobedience.  I could give you twelve for that, but you are brand new and have not been caned before so I think we will go with six as a learning experience.  It is possible that you are doing this to get caned.  Are you a little masochist that gets off on being beaten?  Maybe, but I think you will change your mind after six of the best.” 
 
    She stepped aside and nodded at the two men.  The stepped forward and lifted Jess to her feet.  She balanced precariously on her toes because of the stupid hobble bar.   
 
    Each of the men then fastened a short leash line to the shackles in her breasts.  One on each side.  Only when they had her on leash did the handler reach down and remove the line to her clit ring.  What, they were afraid she might run away?  That was completely stupid.  There was no way for her to do anything in these fucking restraints.  
 
    Jess shuffled and stumbled along as the two men pulled on the leashes attached to her breasts.  Her flesh was pulled forward painfully as she attempted to keep up.  The woman fell in behind and kept tapping Jess’ buttocks with her crop to keep her moving.  It was more humiliating than painful.   
 
    Up the corridor to a room near the front the little parade moved.  Jess wondered how much pressure it would take to rip these shackles free from her breasts.  She looked down at her extended breasts.  Being essentially pulled by her breasts was painful, and a quick inspection made it clear that these shackles were set so deeply in her flesh that they could probably support her entire weight.  If she fell, they would just drag her.  She needed to make sure she did not fall.  
 
    She was led into a room with a padded bar in the center.  As Jess was pulled forward over the bar she was under no delusions.  She was going to be thrashed here.  And there was not a damn thing she could do to prevent it. 
 
    Her body was pulled over the bar until her stomach was resting on it.  The lines from her breasts were stretched down and attached to fastenings in the floor.  They pulled her forward until her head and shoulders were just below the level of the bar. 
 
    Lines were fastened to rings in the outside of each of her ankle cuffs.  These were stretched out to the side and fastened.  She was immobile, and completely vulnerable.    
 
    The woman stepped up and patted her bottom.  “Well, my little pony, we will now see how you handle the cane.” 
 
    Jess felt her stomach lurch.  Then she steeled herself.  This was her opportunity to show these people what kind of stuff she was made of.  She thought again of the stories she had read about stoic heroines calmly accepting the cane without even breaking position.  If they could do it, so could she. 
 
    SSSSWWWOOOOSSSSSHHHH - - - - - - TTTHHHRRRAAACCCKKKK 
 
    She heard the swish of the cane and felt her flesh indent as it made contact with her bottom.  For a moment there was nothing, then the insult hit her brain. 
 
    EEEEOOAAAAAAAA  UUUGGGG  OOOOHHH 
 
    Fuck that had hurt.  That had hurt much more than she was ready for.  It was like she had been scorched with a hot iron across the middle of her bottom cheeks.  It was not supposed to hurt so much.  How could those heroines accept this?  She needed to reach back and massage her injured flesh, but her hands were held firmly across the small of her back and well away from the pain.  She tried to straighten up, but the lines attached to her breasts just kept her down.  She tried to step away, but her legs were held firmly in place.  She was unable change her position.  
 
    SSSWWWWIIIIIISSSSHH - - - - - - - CCCCRRAAACCKKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOOAAAGGGHHH 
 
    The second line was just an inch below the first.  Jess could not see it, but she could feel the two lines of fire.  The pain in the first had not gone away, if anything it was increasing in intensity and was only aggravated by the second hit.  
 
    She could not take any more of this.  That is the problem with fiction.  Fictional characters can take anything.  She was real.  She was a real person – not a fucking horse who could take a beating.  She was a person, and this was too much.  Just too much. 
 
    SSSSWWWIIIIISSSHHHHH - - - - - - - CCCCCRRRRAAAAACCKKK - - - - - - - EEOOAAOOOAA 
 
    Again, across her bottom.  An inch below the last line.  
 
    OOOO  EEEEE OOOOOKKKK  How could she let them know that they needed to stop?  The fucking thing in her mouth completely distorted her attempt to form words.  But that might be a good thing in that she was being caned for attempting to talk – at least that was one of the reasons.  Maybe the gag in her mouth was a blessing, or even a favor.  
 
    But that was only three.  She was going to get at least six.  It was not possible.  She could not take three more of those.  But what could she do about it?  She tried to look at the woman, but her eyes were so filled with tears that everything was a blur, and the woman was behind her out of her range of vision.  She could not even see when she started to swing.  She could hear it but only a fraction of a second before in connected with her flesh. 
 
    SSSSSSWWOOOOOOSSSHH - - - - - - - CCCRRAACKKKK - - - - - - OOOEEEAAA 
 
    Low down on her bottom.  Jess could feel the four lines burned in there.  Her sense was that they were perfectly parallel.  At least she would look symmetrical. She realized that these lines would remain on her bottom for some time to come.  Everyone who saw her, and since they kept her naked, she would be seen by everyone, would know that she had been caned. 
 
    SSSWWWWIIIISSSSHHH - - - - - - - TTTHHRRAACKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAHHGGG 
 
    The fifth strike had been right at the point where her thighs met her buttocks.  Jess did not know that this was such a sensitive spot until she was hit there.  She would remember from this day forward that this spot hurt more than the fleshy parts of her bottom. 
 
    The fire raged across her entire bottom.  She was glad that her role did not call for her to sit.  She did not think she would be sitting for some time to come.   
 
    She was coming to the end of this torment.  She had twisted and turned and pulled at her restraints throughout.  She had not been calm, she had not been stoic, she had not gallantly accepted the caning.  That was the thing of stories.  This was not a story.  This was her bottom, her very real bottom, and what they had done had hurt like hell.  And still hurt.  It was cause for a revaluation.  She had intentionally protested by leaving a bite of food in her trough.   She had been proud of her demonstration of rebellion – at the time.  Now she wished she had refrained from that action.  She may not like what they were doing, but she was going to be very careful in the future as to when and how she resisted.  
 
    SSSSWWWOOOSSSHHH - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACCKK - - - - - - -EEEOOAAAHHHH UUUGGG 
 
    The final strike was below her buttocks across the tops of her thighs.  If she thought her bottom hurt when thrashed, the thighs were very sensitive.  Thank heavens she had only taken a single strike there.  But it communicated to her that they knew what hurt. Why else end on this shot.   
 
    “There now, wasn’t that fun?   It was certainly fun for me.”  The woman reached down between Jess’ legs, opened the clamp holding her sex shut, and slipped a finger up into her.  
 
    “I guess it did not completely hate this.  It is very wet.”  She spoke to the others in the room, not to Jess.  Jess felt herself reddened as she blushed from the comment.  She had not been turned on by this.  She was not a masochist, and she did not get off on being beaten.  This was wrong.  This was all so very wrong. 
 
    “We will let you rest and think about your actions for a while.”  The woman patted her on the bottom and then the woman and the two men left the room. 
 
    Jess’ bottom burned.  She really wanted to do something to make it feel better, but there was nothing she could do.  She realized that she was faced forward into the room with her bottom to the corridor.  She heard sounds of movement outside the room and realized that everyone who walked by would be able to feast their eyes on her well striped bottom.  She could not think of anything more humiliating that they could have done to her. 
 
    What would Sara think if she came by and saw Jess now?  Certainly, she could not have expected that something like this would happen.  Surely, she would not be ok with Jess being abused like this.  Sara was, at least had been, her friend. Friends would not let this kind of thing happen.  Where was Sara?  Why was she letting this happen to her friend? 
 
    Jess did not know how long she was left stretched over the bar.  When the woman returned, she rubbed an ointment into Jess’ abused bottom and thighs.  It was cool and much of the burning sensation abated.  It did not go away, just felt better. 
 
    The woman did not even speak to Jess as she released her from the bar, clipped a leash to her nose ring – all of her rings were so easily accessible and interchangeable – and led her back to her stall.  Jess followed dutifully and made no movement or action that could be interpreted as resistance.   
 
    Jess was happy when she was reclipped to her clit line and the door to her stall was closed.  Her bottom and thighs hurt.  But she was happy to be able to settle to the ground, snuggle into the straw like material, and fall asleep. 
 
    But first she went to her food trough.  The lone piece of food that she had left was still there.  Quickly she leaned in and grabbed it.  She still had the plastic bit in her mouth, but she was able to lift the food with her lips then let it slide back into her mouth.  She looked back into the trough.  It was now empty. 
 
    Then she lay down and tried to rest. 
 
    She did not know what the next day would bring but she was too tired to worry about it now.  The only thing she could think about was Sara.  Sara had seen her at the party, she had not looked like she was completely into this.  She had not interacted with her at all, most importantly she had done nothing to help.  Why had her friend now helped her?  Still, as she drifted off to sleep her primary hope for the day to come was Sara.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    One year earlier 
 
    Sara’s family had wealth and social position.  As she grew up, she had to also engage in social activities that, for the most part, were tedious to young people.  But it also meant there were opportunities.  One was that at an early age she was able to learn to ride.  And not just slow stable horses, but well breed equines.  Horses that could perform, even jump.  She began to consider herself an equestrian.  
 
    It was the one thing that her position in life brought her that she loved.  She loved horses and wanted to be a part of that world.   
 
    This pursuit is very expensive, but her father humored her.  She learned dressage and had an introduction into jumping.  
 
    She started a regime of exercise to strengthen her legs and body, including bicycling, running, and lifts raising her body against a platform from behind. She was dedicated, and worked hard, but she did not seem to be developing physically in the way she wanted.   
 
    She was small.  She was self-conscious about being so small.  It was helpful that she was a girl and girls could be smaller, but she kept hoping she would begin to grow.  Still the best she did was 5’1 and ½”.  She called herself 5” 2”.  She thought that being small would help her in the equestrian events, but the horses were large, and it was difficult for her to sit the horse and raise herself up in the saddle like some of the slightly larger girls could do.  Still, she worked hard.  Not only was Sara short, but her legs were also short in proportion to her body.  As much as she loved the sport, and as hard as she worked, she was never going to make it in this sport. 
 
    The reality of her daughter’s future in equestrian sports devastated Sara’s mother.  She loved her daughter more than the world.  She would do anything to make her happy.   
 
    When Sara turned 18, Sara’s mother introduced her to her personal friend Susan, the owner of the Cauldwater Ranch (or just the Ranch as it was often referred to.)  There just might be another way for Sara to engage in an equestrian sport of a different nature.  The Cauldwater Ranch was the home of the Eustas Carter Training Center.  This is one of the preeminent training centers for racing ponygirls.  A ponygirl who graduates from the Eustas Carter Training Center receives a 1” hexagon brand (usually a tattoo) with the letters EC in the middle just below the right lower corner of her registration bar code.   
 
    Sara met with both her mother and Susan.  Sara was told she was going to learn about something that most people in the world did not know about.  It was very important that she understand the sensitivity of this and that she never reveal a word of it outside those in the know.  The individual repercussions would be significant, and the repercussions to her family would also be something she would not want to see happen. 
 
    Sara was not like many rich daughters.  She did not hate her parents.  She did not resent the fact that she came from a rich family, in fact, she enjoyed the benefits she derived from it.  In fact, while her father was a little formal and distant, Sara, an only child, was still his delight, and he spoiled her.  Sara and her mother were almost like best friends.  This had been a good thing for Sara through high school because she had trouble making friends and was often the subject of bullying because of her size.  It meant that Sara did not have many friends within her own age group but learned to interact and fit in with older women.   
 
    For Sara’s 18th birthday her mother brought her to the Ranch for an event.  Her preparation had been only to understand that she was going to see something very special.  Sara only knew that it had an equestrian theme but could not figure out how that would play into the deep secrecy that surrounded the Ranch and what went on there. 
 
    Sara was a little surprised when they were stopped at a high fence with a guarded gate when there was nothing beyond that was clearly visible.  Susan presented something to the guard, and they were let in.  From there it was still over a mile before they arrived at the ranch house.  This place was big, and security continued throughout.  Even the parking area, which was filled with cars was fenced in. 
 
    That evening, after a buffet dinner and drinks (Sara was allowed wine by her mother and nobody objected) Susan, the owner of the Ranch announced that they were going to see the newest yearlings.   
 
    Sara expected that they were being taken outside to see new baby horses.  She would like that but wondered why it was so special or secret.  But then she heard the clip clop of hooves outside the ballroom.  Were they bringing horses in here?  Well, colts might not make too much of a mess of things.  That would be novel, however.   
 
    What she saw next was more than novel.  Through the doorway walked two young women, not more than a year or two older than Sara.   Each held two sets of reins in their hands.  Following on the reins were not baby horses.  No, following, each at the end of the reins, held by one of the young women, were four other young women.  Only they really were not young women.  They had been converted to something else.  
 
    Sara quickly ran her eyes up and down each of the four creatures before her.  Starting at the head, each had her hair gathered into a top knot protruding straight up from the middle of her head.  The remainder of her head was shaved bald.  Her head was bridled with a strap around her forehead, straps down between her eyes to rings at the corners of her mouth, straps from those rings around the back of her head, straps up the side of the head just in front of the ears, and straps from the rings at the mouth down under her chin and fastened into a very high collar.   
 
    Each had a bit in her mouth.  Sara could not see the structure of the bit, but she knew it was a bit from her experience with horses.  The reins ran from bars extending from the bit at the corners of the mouth.  Again, this was very similar to the functionality of a bit for a horse. And the girls kept mouthing at the thing in their mouths. Sara thought about how horses obeyed the reins to their bits.  Each of these creatures did the same.  Just above the bit, each girl had a ring through her septum.  It hung onto her upper lip.  Nothing was attached to it, but Sara had no doubt that it would be able to control the girl with little effort. 
 
    Sara gasped a little as she looked at the bodies.  They were, for all reality, naked.  A harness encircled the body, a collar, a strap above and below the breasts, and a very wide strap at the waist.  Other straps encircled the base of each breast and were tightened enough to cause the breasts to darken in color and extend forward.  Hanging from the summit of each large breast was something that also caused Sara to gasp.  She had seen ringed nipples before, but these were something more substantial.  Each breast was pierced.  Not through the nipple, but further back, at or near the end of the areola.  Hanging from the piercings were U shaped shackles.  Nipple rings were light, decorative and gave a hint of sex.  These were large, utilitarian, and conveyed control and domination.  Involuntarily Sara brought her hand to her breast, as if just checking to make sure her breasts were free. 
 
    Down the front of the harness a strap joined all the other straps then splitting into two and disappearing between the legs of the wearer, framing her sex.  Sara could see the upper arms extending down to the elbows. The lower arms were not visible, and some type of leather encased the elbow extending halfway up the upper arm.  Sara could not be sure, but it looked like some kind of restraint holding the arms behind the back, if for no other reason that it was identical on each of the four “yearlings”, and for the one furthest from Sara she could see that the leather thing extended across the back of the girl. 
 
    Hanging between the legs of each of these creatures was hair that matched perfectly to the top knot on their heads.  It seemed to emanate from behind the girl near where one would expect a real tail to sprout.  Wow! 
 
    The final part of the look were the boots, or footwear.  Leather boots came to just below the knee.  The strange part about these boots was the lower part.  First, each girl was pushed up onto her toes, but rather than ending in a delicate point for the toes the lower part of the boot flared into a hoof.  A line was fastened between the ankles of each bizarrely costumed girl.  Each was effectively hobbled.   
 
    Sara was not naïve, she was not a virgin, to either sex, but this was so exotic.  Wow!  She wondered what it must feel like for the girls inside those costumes.  She felt a tingle between her legs.   
 
    These were ponygirls.  Susan had said something about ponygirls in one of their conversations, but Sara had not really let it register.  It seemed nonsensical.  But, no, here they were.  These were real, live, ponygirls.  
 
    Sara looked into the eyes of the ponygirls as they darted around the room.  One of the girls pulled back against her reins but stopped almost immediately when there was a swishing and cracking sound followed by a loud whine from the ponygirl.  Another handler was standing behind the ponygirls with a leather crop in her hand.  As soon as the ponygirl had misbehaved, she had slashed her crop down on its bottom. 
 
    “Present ponies.”  Her voice was commanding. 
 
    All of the ponygirls pushed out their chests, lifted their heads, and stood with their feet about a foot apart – all that was allowed by their hobble.  Chins were up and eyes were forward.  Either they were trying to make a good impression, or they did not want to be punished like the girl who had moments ago pulled back on her reins. 
 
    Sara marveled at what she was seeing.  Why would these girls do this?  Well, she knew there were masochistic persons who liked to be dominated and even hurt.  Maybe that was what they were doing.  She wondered how long they were kept like this and if she would be able to meet and talk to one of them later.  She was sure that at the end of the day they would be released from their costume and join the rest of the participants in the festivities.  She would have to make a point of asking Susan about this. 
 
    The girls were led forward, and their reins were tied to a rail.  Once the four ponygirls were secured to the rail, each about 3 feet from the next, the handlers backed away.   
 
    Sara marveled at how large and athletic these girls looked.  Even without the lift from the pony boots each of them would be quite a bit taller than Sara.  They were exactly the kind of girls who bullied her through high school.  Well, they would not be bullying her now would they. 
 
    Once the girls were secured to the rail, no more than a foot of rein kept their faces close to the rail, the woman began to move forward in the direction of the new exhibit.  Sara hung back a little but moved with the crowd. 
 
    As she got up on the girls, she could now see that their arms were folded parallel across their backs and held tightly in that position by the leather armbinder.  Clearly, this restraint was very effective.  None of these girls would be able to remove her arms without help from another, and because their hands were closed up inside the binder, they had no external access to their fingers.  They were pushed up onto their toes by the boots, and if that was not a sufficient limitation, their ankles were hobbled.  They were clearly under control.  The handlers, each much smaller than their charges, were each able to easily handle two of these restrained transformed creatures, and now each stood leashed to a bar by reins from the bit in her mouth.   
 
    Sara looked up into the face of the closest girl.  The girl looked back at Sara, and then as if she had just committed a mortal crime brought her eyes straight forward again.  She was flush and breathing heavily. 
 
    The other women had moved around and were examining the displayed girl flesh.   
 
    “Very good form here.”  A woman near the end said as she ran her hand up the flank, across the stomach and then to the breast of one of the restrained girls.   
 
    Sara gasped at the invasion of any sense of privacy that this girl might have. 
 
    “A little flabby, but that can easily be worked out.”  A woman near where Sara was standing was squeezing the buttocks of one of the girls.  “But she is wet.”  Her hand came around and a finger slipped into the most private part of the girl.  The girl responded with a whine, and flinched a little, but otherwise held her ground.  
 
    “Don’t you think they are marvelous ponies?”  Sara felt a hand pat her shoulder.  It was Susan. 
 
    Sara was at a loss for words.  She nodded her head.   
 
    Susan laughed.  “A ponygirl’s age is determined from the time she becomes a pony.  These four are all newly converted, that is why they are called yearlings.”  Again, Sara nodded. 
 
    “Here at EC we only accept the best.  You will notice that each of these candidates have strong physical properties.  They will each make excellent ponygirls.” 
 
    Again, Sara did not know what to say.  But she was fascinated by what she was seeing.  “Can I talk to one of them?” 
 
    “No, ponies don’t talk.  If they try to talk, they are punished.  It is a bit of a problem at first, especially for some of the more talkative ones, but they learn.” 
 
    “What about later when they are out of costume, or should I say role?”  Sara was thinking about everything she had learned about fetish play – which was not much. 
 
    “No, this is NOT role playing.  They do not come out of character as you might say.  Once converted to a ponygirl the previous life of the new pony disappears.  She is from that point forward only a ponygirl and nothing more.  There is no return to her old life.” 
 
    “What if she doesn’t like that? What if she decides she won’t be a pony anymore?” 
 
    Susan laughed.  “And just exactly how do you think any of those ponygirls could change their status?”  She pointed in an expansive gesture to the four tightly restrained creatures before them. 
 
    “Well, what if one of them just said she wanted to be released and go home.” 
 
    “First, she would be beaten for speaking.  A good caning tends to reduce future violations.  Then she would be taken outside and worked as a pony.  She is not told she will not be released; you don’t engage in conversation with a pony, you just treat what has happened as something amusing.  They figure it out.” 
 
    Sara felt her stomach lurch, a little.  These girls were apparently not willing participants.  “What if they resist?” 
 
    “They all resist at first, some outwardly, some more passive aggressive, but all with the same result.  The trainer’s job is to remove any ability of the pony to think for itself.  They learn to obey explicitly and completely.  Through a process of punishment and reward they learn.  Ponygirls don’t think, they don’t act on their own, they only obey.” 
 
    “I . . .  They must hate it, and you.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter.  They can hate all they want, all that matters is that they obey.  In time they stop thinking and learn to just react to the commands of their handlers, trainers and drivers.  That is part of why they are kept this way all the time.  But look at the bright side for them.  They don’t have to worry about little things anymore.  They don’t even do anything for themselves.  They are fed, washed, and worked by others.  They don’t even touch their bodies anymore.  They don’t touch anything, for all practical purposes they don’t have hands – who heard of a pony with hands? All they have to do is obey and learn. If they are disobedient, they are punished, but they learn to reduce that.  The training is hard, and it can be painful, but they learn to find it rewarding.  You would be surprised how proud a winning pony can be and how hard they will work to succeed after they have been trained for a while.” Susan paused and looked at Sara.  “Your mother thinks you can be a good trainer or driver.  She and I have been friends for many years, so I am going to work with you for that, if that is what you want.” 
 
    Sara looked at the ponygirls.  Then she looked back at Susan.  Yes, this is what she wanted.  She did not know what it entailed, but she wanted it.  She had no future in regular equestrian sports, but this one.  Maybe this was the one.  After all, the ponies were a lot smaller.  “Yes.  I think I would like that very much.”  She looked up at Susan as she spoke.  She did want to do this. 
 
    “Good, settle in and we will start tomorrow.  See you at breakfast at 6.  This is a working ranch.  We keep ranching hours.”  She smiled and patted Sara on the shoulder. 
 
    Sara felt a warm glow pass through her body.  This had been shocking on many levels, but it was amazing on so many others.  She had no idea how one went about training a girl into being a pony, but she was going to learn.  Just the idea that she would be in control of these creatures that were the image of her torment through high school was enough to make this something wonderful.  It was going to be a sleepless night.  She was just too excited. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Still a year earlier 
 
    Sara excitedly dressed in the khaki shirt and jodhpurs, with brown knee boots that had been delivered to her room.  Perfectly sized, crisply starched, highly polished, she felt like she was ready to review the troops. 
 
    She arrived at breakfast fifteen minutes before the allotted time.  She was not the first, but there were only four others in the room.  That was awkward.  She did not know any of these people, they were all at least 10 years older than her, all very experienced.  She felt so insecure.  She did not want to sit alone, but she was afraid to talk to them.  Finally, she bit the bullet, walked over to a table with one other person, the youngest looking one in the room, introduced herself, shook hands and finally sat. 
 
     To her relief the woman smiled, shook her hand, but then went back to looking at some papers in her hand.  Sara was not forced to make conversation.  She was served her breakfast and concentrated on eating. 
 
    Almost before she had even started to eat, she saw Susan enter the room.  She wished she had not had her food brought out.  The plate of eggs and sausage felt like an anchor holding her to the table when what she wanted to do was jump up and run to Susan.  She looked up at Susan waiting for an opportunity to catch her attention, and when Susan looked in her direction she waived.  Susan smiled and acknowledged her, but then turned to talk to others.  Sara returned to eating although her stomach was rebelling.  She did her best to look calm and secure. 
 
    To her great relief, before she had fully cleared her plate, and would be faced with another decision, i.e. what to do, Susan came over to her table. 
 
    Placing her hand on Sara’s shoulder: “Looking good this morning.  Are you ready?” 
 
    Sara wanted to shout YES but tried to maintain her calm.  “Thank you, yes.”  She tried to keep her voice under control but felt it pitch up a little.  Fuck, she did not want to sound like an excited schoolgirl – even though she was feeling just like an excited schoolgirl. 
 
    Susan smiled and signaled another woman over.  She was young, only a couple of years older than Sara. She wore the same khaki outfit as Sara. “This is Marilyn.  She is one of our best trainers.  I want you to follow her around this morning, then we will have lunch and discuss your future.” 
 
    Sara nodded and turned to Marilyn who smiled and took Sara’s hand.  “We are going to be breaking in a yearling this morning.  That is perfect.  Are you done with breakfast?” 
 
    There was still some food on Sara’s plate, but she did not care.  She was ready to start this adventure.  “Yes, I am completely at your disposal.” 
 
    That seemed to be the right thing to say.  Marilyn smiled again and turned toward the door.  “Let’s get to it.” 
 
    Sara anxiously followed her new mentor.  She instantly felt a connection and attraction to this individual.  She oozed strength and confidence from every pour.  She was small in size, maybe only an inch or two taller than Sara, but she was clearly fit and comfortable in her own skin.  Sara wanted to be her.  She was so thankful to Susan for connecting her with this person.   
 
    “Don’t forget that the ponygirls are not humans.  They may have once been, but now they are animals.  You will at all times treat them like animals.  That means you will be fair but firm.  In order to be a good trainer, they must fear you and always do as you say, but most important they must respect and trust you. We expect them to stay in character so you must do the same.” 
 
    Sara nodded.  That all made sense.  Would she be able to do this?  Yes, she would. She needed to do this. 
 
    They left the main building of the Ranch and walked across the lawn, slightly slopping toward a long low building.  Other buildings, corrals, and structures that befitted a working ranch were all around them.  But Sara’s focus was directly ahead to where they were headed.  Near the end door of the long building stood two ponygirls.  They were in full tack, just like Sara had seen the night before, and were hitched by their reins to a hitching post near the stable (that is what the building was) door. 
 
    As they got closer, Sara recognized one of them as a yearling from the night before.  This was the one that one of the guests had recognized has having very good form.  Sara was not sure if she could discern why the woman had said that.  She tried to study the musculature of the creature and distinguish any special characteristics.   
 
    They were still a distance from the ponygirls.  Marilyn put her hand on Sara’s arm.  “Very important this morning.  We do not talk with the animals.  They are not allowed to talk, and we treat them as if they are incapable of understanding anything but very simple commands.  I know you did a lot of equestrian work.  Treat the ponygirls intellectually the same way you would your horse.” 
 
    Sara nodded.  Ok, that might be a challenge, she was always a social person, and the ‘ponygirls’ were, underneath their tack, girls.  She decided she would just keep her mouth shut and watch what went down.   
 
    The two ponygirls stood about three feet apart.  One, the yearling, was shifting her weight from hoof to hoof, occasionally pulling back on her tether (the reins) and looking about.  The other pony stood almost motionless.  Her feet (hooves) were about a foot apart, the length of her hobble.  Her shoulders were square, and she was staring straight ahead.  She did not even turn to look at the two approaching individuals even though Marilyn and Sara were headed right to the two restrained creatures.   
 
    Physically, this second creature looked very much like the yearling.  She had a dark brown top knot, they were both about the same height, at least six feet tall without the pony boots, broad shoulders, large firm breasts, and strong looking legs.  The biggest difference was that the thighs of the clearly older pony showed more definition than those of the yearling.   
 
    Sara glanced back and forth between the two animals.  The yearling was now staring at Sara and Marilyn.  She was making grunting noises and shaking her head and body.  Clearly, she did not like what was happening to her.  She stopped wiggling about as she focused her attention on the approaching women.  She must be wondering what was going to happen now and would these two help her or torment her.  Her eyes dropped to the crop in Marilyn’s hand, which she was swishing back and forth.  That certainly did not send the message that the young pony desired to hear. 
 
    As Sara and Marilyn walked around the two ponies the yearling tried to step in and turn so that she could follow them.  The reins were tied to short to allow this movement.  Sara noticed that the high collar on her tack kept her from turning her head.  In order to look around she had to twist her body. 
 
    SSWWIIISHHH - - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKK - - - - - - - EEEEOOAAA 
 
    “Eyes forward.” 
 
    SSWWOOSHHHH - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKKK - - - - - - OOOAAEEEEE 
 
    “Present.” 
 
    The yearling immediately straightened as best she could in the confines of her pony tack and turned forward, lifting her chin and looking ahead. 
 
    Sara looked at the two bright red marks, starting to materialize on the buttocks of the pony.  Older markings demonstrated that this was not the first punishment for this creature.  That message was enhanced by the fact that on the order of Marilyn the ponygirl had stopped her fuss and had responded.   
 
    Sara wondered what the new ponygirl was thinking.  She did not know how long this girl had been held in this role, but she knew it was not long.  She wanted to ask about the girl’s history.  What she really wanted to do is be able to do what was really forbidden.  She wanted to be able to talk to the ponygirl.  It was not that she had a problem with what was happening to this girl.  Quite the contrary, she found she was enjoying watching her.  In fact, when the girl was struggling with her bonds and pulling at her reins Sara had felt a flame between her legs.  That was just so very erotic.  Watching the other pony obediently respond to her now assigned position in life was sexy too, but not nearly as much as being able to observe the helpless struggles of the subjugated girl.  
 
    Sara was the one in control, and these beasts, in spite of being so much larger and stronger than Sara, would have to obey her.  She had never felt such power before.  She had watched as Marilyn had delivered two firm slices of her crop to the buttocks of the yearling.  The animal had squealed in pain, and the red marks showed that the hits had hurt.  Sara wanted a crop.  She wanted to be able to do that.  But she also knew she would not be able to do it just because she wanted to.  She would have to use it judiciously.  She knew that pain was going to be used to control the animals and to teach them what to do, but she remembered what Marilyn had said.  Trust and respect were important.  She would have to be careful how she punished the ponies if she wanted them to trust her and she needed to be very consistent if she wanted them to respect her.   
 
    They had not yet even done any real training and Sara was already sold.  She wanted to be Marilyn.  She wanted to be a trainer.  She was set to start college in a couple of months, but she was willing to put that off if she could come here and be a trainer instead.  Would her mother allow it?  That was a big question. 
 
    Marilyn moved up next to the yearling she had just punished.  She patted her flank.  “That’s a good pony.” 
 
    Sara saw a ripple run through the newly converted ponygirl’s body.  Was she trembling?  Was she just responding to the touching?  In any event, nothing else moved.  The new pony held her position.  Just two cuts with her crop and Marilyn had this girl obeying her.  Was it that easy?  Sara was sure it was not. 
 
    Marilyn unhitched the reins of both ponies from the rail.  She handed the reins of the yearling to Sara, she also handed Sara her crop.  “Follow me.  Make sure she matches the step of Meadow here.”   
 
    Then she turned and started to move.  Both ponies were hobbled, but Meadow – the more experienced pony – was lifting her knee as high as the hobble would allow. 
 
    Sara gave a not so gentle tug on the reins – she would have to get used to this – and followed her new mentor.  The yearling, Sara could see her name tattooed on her right flank, was “Resistance.”  Sara snickered, but quickly got herself under control before anyone saw or heard her.  Resistance!  There was a story here.  She was sure it was meant to shame this girl every time someone called her by that name. 
 
    Resistance did not match the step of the pony in front.  In fact, she shuffled her hooves.  Sara thought for a moment that she was probably not adjusted to the strange boots with no heels that kept her leaning forward, and certainly she was confounded by the hobble – Sara noted that several times she tried to overstep her allowed stride and almost lost her balance.  But those were reasons, not excuses.  Ponygirls didn’t get excuses.  They obeyed. 
 
    SSSWWWOOOOTTTT - - - - - - - CCCRRAAACCKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAA 
 
    Sara landed a good shot right across the right buttocks.  It had not been a full arm swing, and she did not use her wrist as she should – a technic she would learn – but it certainly got the ponygirl’s attention, and it clearly established the order of authority.  Sara’s chest swelled with pride. 
 
    “Lift those knees pony.  Don’t slouch.  Be proud!” 
 
    She did not know where all that came from, but she knew it was right because Marilyn turned her head and smiled.   
 
    The ponies were led to a hot walker.  Sara had lots of experience with these from her equestrian times.  She had never expected them to be used with a human.  But then, they were not.  These were ponygirls.  They were not considered to be human but animals.  Anything used in connection with horses was just fine for them.   
 
    This hotwalker had four poles extending each 15’ from the central post. Marilyn led her charge forward and connected her reins to one of the poles.  Sara stood holding Resistance’ reins.  The ponygirl’s eyes were wide as she looked at the device, she knew she was to be connected to.  It must be the humiliation of what was going to happen, thought Sara, because this did not look like it was exactly a punishing activity.  It was commonly used with horses to give them exercise. 
 
    Marilyn then took Resistance’ reins and connected her to the next bar back from Meadow.  It would have made more sense to put the ponies on oppose ends, but Sara quickly recognized that this arrangement allowed Resistance to see what Meadow was doing.   
 
    Marilyn knelt down by the side of Meadow and unclipped the hobble line.  She had signaled for Sara to watch.  “Always hobble and unhobble from the side.  There are steel shoes on those hooves, and the legs become very strong.  If you don’t want to end up with a very serious injury you need to keep out of kicking position.”  This made lots of sense to Sara. 
 
    Marilyn pointed to Resistance.  “Ok, remove her hobble.” 
 
    Sara had not thought about how dangerous the hooves of a ponygirl could be.  As she approached, she looked down at the hooves.  They looked hard.  She could see the glint of the metal at the bottom from the actual horseshoe.  Ok, getting kicked would really hurt, maybe even more.  She had just hit this girl with her crop.  She was clearly not yet very obedient, and even her name bespoke possible trouble.  Sara did not want to get kicked. 
 
    She knelt down at the side of the pony.  She saw the pony trying to turn toward her. 
 
    SSWWOOOOTTT - - - - - - - CCCRRAACCCKKKK - - - - - - - EEEOOOAAA 
 
    Marilyn had moved up next to Sara and her pony.  “Present you miserable excuse for a pony.”   
 
    The voice and its command were so strong, so authoritative.  Resistance did not match her name.   She stiffened her position and did not move.  Sara was able to reach around the leg next to her and unfasten the hobble line from the ponygirl’s ankles.  She then slipped backwards and stood; at all times she was careful not to put herself in front of the pony.  It may have respect for Marilyn, and was clearly afraid of her, but Sara doubted that the pony would have the same reservations for her.  She needed to be careful here.  But she would learn, and then the ponies would know not to mess with her. 
 
    Marilyn started up the device.  It pulled the ponies forward in a wide thirty-foot diameter circle.  From the first step Meadow lifted her knees.  Sara watched with marvel as each leg came up parallel to the ground with each step.  That looked so cool.  No wonder people liked ponygirls.  Resistance was not matching the step of the pony in front of her. 
 
    As Resistance came around to complete her first circle on the device Marilyn tapped Sara on the shoulder.  “Walk next to her.  If her leg does not come up high enough give her a swat on the underside of the thigh.  If her leg goes too high – above parallel – give her a swat on the top of her thigh.” 
 
    Sara nodded, she took the crop and stepped up next to the yearling as she came up next to her. 
 
    Raising her leg too high was certainly not the problem.  Resistance was acting as if this was a stroll in the park.   That was not going to happen. 
 
    SWAT – Sara caught her right leg as it stepped forward. 
 
    SWAT – then the left leg. 
 
    SWAT – the right again. 
 
    Sara was aggravated that the pony had not figured this out.  “Step like a proud pony you lazy beast.” Where had that come from?  It just seemed to burst from her.   
 
    The yearling immediately started to raise her knees.  It wasn’t perfect, she was not right on parallel, but Sara decided to give her some slack for effort.  The important part was that she had taken charge of this creature and it had responded with obedience.  Sara did not think about what was going on in the mind of this girl.  Confusion, fear, even terror.  All Sara was thinking about was the nature of the interaction between the parties.  Sara had been the trainer.  Resistance was the subject of the training and was not allowed to be anything like her name.  The important part was that Resistance had succumbed to Sara’ demand.   
 
    Sara was more certain than ever that this is what she wanted to do. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    Still one year before 
 
    After spending the morning with Marilyn and assisting with the yearling Sara was scheduled to meet Susan for lunch.  She was sad to go.  The morning had flown by.  She wanted to stay and continue to train the yearling.  She could tell that Resistance wanted to live up to her name.  She could tell that she hated what was happening to her, but under her pony tack she was an intelligent girl, and she did not want to be whipped.  The young pony tried to do enough to keep Marilyn and Sara happy, but she quickly learned that Marilyn could spot any sign of malingering, and ‘enough’ was never acceptable.  A pony gave it all, all of the time.  
 
    By the time Sara had to leave for her meeting the buttocks and thighs of the yearling were well marked.  The pony was also very tired, she was huffing and puffing. She would look up at Sara and Marilyn with pleading eyes, but she never tried to say a word, and when she was placed in position she generally stayed put.  Sara was amazed at the amount of training that had occurred in such a very short period of time. 
 
    Sara found Susan sitting at a table in the dining area.  She was not eating but looking at papers.  Nervously Sara approached. When she got to the table, she did not know what to do.  She liked Susan, but when she was formal – which was most of the time – she was very intimidating.  Sara stopped at the side of the table and just stood still.  She felt like one of the ponies, showing deference to her betters.   As she stood there, she did not know what to do with her hands.   At least the ponies didn’t need to worry about that.  It had been solved for them.  Sara put her hands together behind her, but that felt wrong.  She hung them at her sides, but she kept moving them about so that was wrong.  Then she brought them together in front of her.  That still did not seem right, but fortunately at that point Susan looked up and smiled.  Sara instantly felt better.  
 
    “Sit, sit.  We have things to talk about and we might as well eat.”  Susan gathered her papers together and set them to the side as Sara sat in the chair across from Susan. 
 
    “So, how was your morning with the ponies?”  The broad smile that came with the comment caused Sara to instantly relax.  Suddenly she felt like she could breathe. 
 
    “It was . . . I never thought . . .” [pause] “It was wonderful beyond any expectation I might have had.”  Sara had started to relax as she spoke.  “I know that there is much to learn, but I think I could be good at this. I really want to do this.” 
 
    Susan continued to smile.  “Well, your mother thought you would take to this, and it appears that you have.  I have a good report on this morning.”  How did she have that?  Sara had left Marilyn and walked straight here.  It had not been more than 10 minutes.  It was almost creepy the way that Susan knew everything that was going on.  
 
    “So, how do I do this?  How do I become a trainer?” 
 
    “You need a pony.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “There are different ways.  You can buy a pony, but they are very expensive, even a new untrained pony costs north of $50,000 in most cases.  Or you can find your own and bring her into the fold.” 
 
    “I think my parents might back me in a purchase.  I would have no idea where to find a pony.  All I know is that I am ready to do this.  I am ready to do it now.” 
 
    “Easy.  You are about to start University.” 
 
    “I know, and I have been looking forward to it, but I would rather be here.  I am willing to give that up.” 
 
    “No, you don’t understand.  Universities are wonderful locations for gathering young women in the right age and physical condition for conversion.” 
 
    “Oh.  Ok, but I can’t exactly put an ad in the student newspaper.  Wanted fit young girl for conversion to ponygirl.” 
 
    Susan laughed.  “No, no, no.  You are going to start school as planned, but then over the next year you are going to keep alert and start gathering information.  You are going to go to the Student Union.  You are going to go to sporting events.  You are going to look for young women who would better serve society as ponygirls.  When you identify likely candidates, you will check in with the Ranch.  We will evaluate your selection and help vet the choices.  The objective is to have identified and selected a candidate by the end of the academic year.  We will then assist you in converting the candidate into your first yearling.” 
 
    Sara nodded as she listened.  It was not exactly the plan she wanted.  And she was still shy about meeting people.  It was one of her greatest anxieties about going to college.  Would this mission to evaluate and select candidates help her with that?  It did not seem likely.  But one thing was clear.  Susan was telling her the path that needed to be followed, and her job, if she wanted to be a part of this life, was to follow that path. 
 
    After they had eaten Susan invited Sara to come with her for more conversation, but importantly, a tour of the Ranch.  That was exciting. 
 
    As they walked out the front of the main building Sara saw a small cart.  It had only a small bench seat, just about right for two passengers.  But it was the power source that was what drew Sara’s attention.  Hitched to the front of the cart were two ponygirls.  They were tall, strong, athletic looking animals.  In particular, the thighs were large with well-defined muscles.  These creatures were used to running.   
 
    They stood, well restrained in their pony tack, with their arms secured behind their backs, their feet in pony boots and hobbled, bits in their mouths secured to reins that were tied to a hitching post.  Except for the fact that they stood on two legs, and had large firm protruding breasts, they would not look human at all.  Instead, they looked like some strange new breed of animal.  But that is what they were.  They were ponygirls, they were not young women anymore.  And it was evident that these were not young new ponygirls.  They stood majestically, proudly.  They did not squirm and pull at their bindings like Resistance had done all morning.  They knew they were securely held.  Whether they resented it or not they at least had learned not to fight it. 
 
    When they arrived at the pony cart Susan went to the far side and removed the hobble from that pony.  She signaled to Sara and pointed at the other pony.  Sara knew what to do, she had learned that morning.  She knelt down next to the side of the pony, reached around the well-muscled legs, and unclipped the hobble line.  The importance of being careful with a pony’s legs was quite obvious as she performed her task.  These legs were very strong.  If this creature kicked you, you could easily end up with a very serious injury.  But Sara had learned what to do, and with the pony attached to the arms of the cart it could not even try to turn and kick her.  
 
    Sara did not know if this pony might try to kick.  It seemed well trained, but she also knew that you did not want to take a chance.  It was not impossible that an angry and resentful pony could feign obedience waiting for opportunity to deliver a punishing blow to its perceived oppressors.   Sara did not want to be the subject of that activity, and in fairness to the pony she did not want to create a temptation that would not only get her hurt, but result in serious punishment for the pony, not to mention disrupting its training.  It was very important for the pony to realize that it was totally under the control of its trainers and that anything short of complete unthinking obedience was not tolerable.   
 
    It may not seem like a big thing, but Sara congratulated herself on her execution of this simple, but at the same time delicate, task.   
 
    Susan had gathered the reins for the two ponies and climbed into the cart.  Sara climbed in next to her.  The cart was low to the ground and close to the backsides of the ponygirls.  Sara marveled at the view.  In the tight tack that curved the back into an arch, and the pony boots without heels, which made the ponygirl shift her weight forward and stick her buttocks out behind.  With the arms strapped into the armbinder across the small of the back the buttocks were accentuated.   
 
    Susan lightly slapped the reins against the backs of the ponies.  Sara watched in amazement as the two ponies stepped out, both with the right foot, perfectly in time.  They started at a walk and raised their knees high with each step.  Sara had been watching the high step walk from Meadow in the morning while she was training Resistance.  She wondered if it was worth the effort it must take.  Now she could really see the beauty in it.  With two ponies stepping together and the knees coming up to horizontal – but not above – it was a beautiful thing.  It was like a carefully choreographed dance.  
 
    The ponies’ bottoms were only a little below eye level from the seat of the cart.  As they walked, no pranced, Sara could see the muscles in the legs and up through the buttocks flex and quiver.  Protruding from between the buttocks each pony had a tail – the same color and texture as the hair on their head – which hung down between their legs.  As they walked it twitched back and forth.  Sara tried to see how it was connected.  It descended from right where the anal opening would be.  Sara could see straps from the harness closing on both sides, but the tail did not seem to be connected to them. No, the tail was extending from where the anal opening would be.  And the way that the tail moved . . .  The ponies had something inserted into that otherwise private opening, and to that something, was attached the tail.  Ok, it looked great, but how humiliating was this?  Sara thought about having something crammed up her back passage and something extended from it waiving around with every movement.  What would that feel like?  It might feel pretty erotic, but the idea of being seen that way – well, that would be more than Sara could take.  She was so glad that it was these animals and not her having to endure this.   For a second, she felt a little guilty about this.  Certainly, these ponygirls were not happy about this. If she thought it would be humiliating from watching, then what did the girls actually going through it think? Then she shook it off.  If she became a trainer, which she was determined to do, she would have to adjust to this.  These were not girls, these were ponies.  The ponies would learn to adjust to their new condition.  They would learn to obey, and then they would be content and happy animals. 
 
    As Susan steered the cart around the stable, Sara looked over to the area where she had worked the ponies that morning.  The hotwalker was now occupied with four ponygirls.  They were being overseen by a single trainer with a long whip in hand.  She could not reach all the way across the diameter of the training device, but she could reach a large portion of the circle, and each pony would be brought within her range on every circle.  Each clearly understood that it needed to perform not just while in front of the trainer, but all of the time.  The girl had an eagle eye. 
 
    Two additional corrals, next to the hotwalker; were only slightly smaller than the corral with the hotwalker.  In each, a trainer was lunging a single ponygirl.  With a line of about 10 feet in length, the ponygirl was circling the trainer in a twenty-foot circle.  The trainer in the center could reach the pony with her long dressage whip at all times.   
 
    Both of these ponygirls were trotting.  Their ample breasts were bouncing with each step.  Their knees were still lifting, but not as high as in the prancing walk.  Still, their body was upright other than the arched back and protruding bottom.  They looked almost perfect. 
 
    Sara would have liked to stay and watch them for a while, but Susan had other ideas.  They drove on.  Sara could see just up ahead what looked like a large track.  At first, she was reminded of the track around the football field back in high school, but no, this track was larger.  Instead of being 440 meters this track appeared to be twice that length.  The track was dirt, but well packed.  The inside circumference of the track was defined with a white rail at about three feet.  Curving supports kept the rail in place without anything near the base that might snag the hoof of an animal running next to the rail.   
 
    The infield of the track was less decorative than utilitarian.  It appeared to be divided up into working areas where teams could assemble and work. 
 
    There was stadium seating to one side.  Not huge, about the size of the stadium at Sara’s high school.   
 
    On the track were other ponygirls pulling carts.  These carts were not like the one Sara and Susan were riding in.  They were all smaller and sleeker.  They had large wire wheels at the sides and were low slung.  The driver sat in a single small seat with her feet up in braces between her and the pony.  The pony’s bottom was only about a foot from the feet of the driver. The bent posture of the ponygirl put her bottom in a very vulnerable position.  The driver could easily reach forward with a quirk to encourage the performance of her steed.  Every driver had a quirk or small dog whip of some kind, and few seemed reluctant to use them.  With the pony’s arms wrapped in the binder across the small of her back she had no use of her arms and locked into the traces of the cart at her sides, she had no ability to turn her bottom.  Accordingly, the pony could do nothing to prevent the trainer from striking her bottom.  Instinctively she would run, as if running away from the punishment, but she was carrying her abuser with her.  Still, she would run.  
 
    Sara noted that most of the bottoms had at least a few red stripes evidencing the liberal use of the whip or quirk.  Sara looked over at Susan and saw that she had her own small whip.  She had not used it thus far, but the ponies had not engaged in any behavior that would have seemed to warrant its use.  
 
    Three of the teams out on the track were carts with a single pony.  Two had pairs of ponies, much like Susan and Sara, except for the more streamlined cart.  All of the teams were circling the track in a counterclockwise direction.  Apparently, that was the direction to be used in racing.  
 
    Sara and Susan had not entered the track, their ponies had instead carried them along a road that skirted the outside.  Once they passed by the land opened up.  Susan slapped the reins, and the ponies came to a trot.  Again, the transition was almost seamless, at least it seemed so to Sara. Although Susan had seen something.  
 
    SSWWOOSSHHH - - - - - TTTHHRRACKKK - - - - - EEEEOOAAAA 
 
    The quirk had fallen on the bottom of the left side pony.   
 
    “The right-side pony sets the pace.  It is the duty of the left-hand pony to match it.” 
 
    Apparently, the left-hand pony had come up short.  Sara worried that she had not seen it.   Did this mean she was not going to be able to do this? 
 
    Susan kept the team at a trot for only a short time before signaling them, again with a slap of the reins, to go to a canter.  “You slap the reins to increase the gait.  You pull back to decrease the gait.”  Susan demonstrated by pulling back on the reins.  The ponies took a single step then dropped to a trot.  “An emergency stop can be accomplished by pulling hard on the reins and maintaining the pressure, but that should be avoided.  It is best to move like gears, one gait at a time up, and down.” 
 
    Susan reached over and handed the reins to Sara.  Sara felt her heart start to pound, but she took the reins.   Susan spread the reins and placed them into Sara’s hand with her fingers separating the reins.   
 
    “Keep a slight pressure, but don’t pull back.” 
 
    Sara responded by holding the reins so that there was only a slight curve between her hand and the head harnesses of the ponies.  Susan had arranged them so that as long as she did not move her hand from one side to the other the distance on the reins to each pony would remain the same. 
 
    “Take them to a canter.”  Susan’s voice was strong, but not frightening. 
 
    Sara slapped the reins on the ponies’ backs, trying to match what she had seen Susan do before.  The ponies jumped to a canter.  Sara was surprised at how fast they seemed to be going.  But, of course, she was sitting low to the ground and that increased the sense of speed. 
 
    “Good.”  Susan complemented her.  “Keep them at a center for about 100 meters, then drop them to a trot.” 
 
    Sara looked forward and tried to estimate 100 meters.  About the same as 100 yards, so, about the length of a football field.  There were no real landmarks that she could use so she decided to think time.  That should take about 10-15 seconds.   
 
    She started to count in her head.  When she got to the count of 10 Mississippi’s she pulled back on the reins.  She was careful to be firm, but not pull to hard. 
 
    The ponies dropped to a trot.  “Good.”  Susan seemed happy with Sara’s performance, and the ponies had responded to each signal she had given.  Susan had not whipped them for anything Sara had signaled.  That made Sara feel good.  She did not mind seeing the ponies whipped, after all, that was a normal part of their training, but she did not want to be responsible for their punishment. 
 
    Up ahead the road they were on split into two different directions.  Sara wondered if the ponies knew where to go. 
 
    “You turn the ponies by pulling the reins so to turn their heads in the direction you want to go.  We are going to go left, so you will want to pull the left reins.  The left reins are both on top between your first and second finger.  The right reins are below.  Turn you hand on the side.”  Sara responded.  “Good, now as soon as we get to the point to turn twist your hand to the left.” 
 
    Sara looked ahead the turn was getting closer.  She did not know the lead time that was needed, but certainly did not want to act too quickly. 
 
     Susan seemed to know.  “Easy, not yet.  Hold . . . Hold . . . Ok, now.” 
 
    Sara twisted her hand to the left.  She saw the reins to the left side of each ponies’ bridle tighten – just a little – pulling the head to that side.  The ponies moved to the left.   
 
    Sara eased up and the ponies straightened, but they had not fully negotiated the turn. They were headed off the track to the right side.  Why in the fuck did they do that?  They could see the fucking road.  It is a good thing Sara did not have the quirk she would have whipped them.  They were fucking with her.  
 
      Susan laughed.  “A little more.  You have to guide them.  They are trained to follow their lead, and to only follow the lead. If you don’t turn them, they will not correct.” 
 
    Sara pulled more to the left and the ponies responded.  What the fuck.  These were thinking animals why would they be trained this way? 
 
    As if Susan had heard the question.  “The purpose of training is to achieve obedience.  Absolute obedience.  When you race ponygirls the ponygirl needs to be completely responsive to the driver, not planning her own race strategy.  Simple things like following the reins when the choice is obvious may seem stupid but believe me it is important.  Both of these ponies have received a very sore bottom for anticipating commands.  Their performance just now was just what they are supposed to do.  When we stop, they will be rewarded. 
 
    And they were.  At the end of the run, Susan had taken the reins back and put the ponies through their paces for Susan.  Then back at the stable she had stood next to them and patted their necks cooing praise words. 
 
    Susan handed a small candy to Sara and pointed to the left-hand pony.  Then, nodding to Sara, Susan slipped a similar candy into the right-hand pony’s mouth, pushing it back and to the side.  The pony nodded and whinnied – fuck it sounded just like a horse whinny.   
 
    Sara duplicated the action with the other pony.  She happily accepted both the praise and the reward.  Sara saw the other side of the training.  It was not all punishment and pain.  There was also reward and treats.  As Sara watched things unfold, she was not sure which the ponies craved more, the sweet treat or the approval and adulation of the trainer.  Clearly both had been important.  So, it was the job of the trainer to teach the pony but also to connect with the pony. 
 
    Susan smiled and patted Sara on the arm.  “That gives you a good taste.  As you can see this is complicated.  You need to teach the pony obedience, but you also have to gain its respect and trust.  Over time the pony will not only bond with its trainer but become completely dependent upon her.  Over time, with good training, the pony’s desire to please its trainer will become overwhelming.  It will become one of the most important aspects of the pony’s life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    Sara started college as scheduled.  At first, she could only think about being a ponygirl trainer, but she soon got caught up in the life on campus.  She liked her classes, and she liked the people she met.  Her small size did not seem as much of a problem as it had in high school.  
 
    Still, she did have a primary mission. If she was going to become a trainer after this year, she needed a pony.  She had discussed traits that she should be looking for.  Finding the right girl that could be a ponygirl candidate was not that easy.  First, the ponygirl needed to be strong and athletic.  That ruled out a large portion of the female student population from the beginning.  It also created a problem because Sara was completely different.  It was hard for her to meet, get to know, and bond with proper candidates. While she was fit, she was small and not particularly athletic.  
 
    She went to sporting events and even took some classes that were more for the female jocks.  Fencing seemed like a good choice because she could compete through her agility without too much detriment from size alone.  Even so she was the smallest in the class and did learn that power played a role even in this sport.  He self-picture of a small d’Artagnan didn’t materialize the same as the vision. 
 
    It was in fencing that she met Jess.  She had provided information on potential candidates twice before, both large girls that seemed strong, but she was not able to get close to either and did not have much personal information.  Both had been rejected.  She did not know why. 
 
    Sara really liked Jess.  Even though Jess was large and very athletic, she did not seem to look down on Sara because of her diminutive size.  And Jess was not overbearing like many women with her strength.  Not that she was submissive in any way.  She was a take charge type of person.  To this end, she started to seemingly watch over Sara.  Sara thought she often treated her more like a younger sister than a friend, but still, they made a good pair.  Although as the relationship developed Sara felt like Jess was becoming a little controlling.  
 
    It was only after Sara and Jess had been friends for about a month that Sara realized that Jess met all the requirements for being a ponygirl.  She had not come up with any other candidates and the year was half gone.  Needing to do something, she submitted Jess as a candidate.  Then she forgot about it and went back to the normal school world.  She expected that Jess would, like the others, be rejected.  She did not spend as much time thinking about the Ranch and training ponygirls.  She was just too busy with school. 
 
    Sara had very mixed feelings when Jess was not only not rejected but graded as a prime candidate.  Now what was she going to do?  She did not want to lose Jess as a friend, but she needed a ponygirl, and the Ranch had determined after a deep dive into Jess’ background that she was a perfect ponygirl candidate. 
 
    That did not make sense to Sara.  Jess did not have a submissive bone in her body.  In fact, in the pair of Jess and Sara, Jess was the dominant in almost every sense.  Sara had even tried to exert herself a couple of times only to be shut down by Jess.  That had irritated her a little.  Jess was larger, stronger, and had an outgoing personality.  That did not mean that she was naturally the leader, and that Sara should just do what she wanted.  If Jess was a true friend, she would understand that she needed to make more room for Sara’s opinion.  But that was not the way it was.  They watched the shows Jess wanted, they went to the clubs Jess choose, they went when Jess wanted and left when Jess wanted.   
 
    And, because Jess was a tall, strong, athletic woman, she intimidated men.  When Sara and Jess went to clubs, some of the men tried to move in on Sara, but when Jess moved in, they quickly retreated.  It was not that Sara was necessarily interested in hooking up, she liked the idea of men finding her attractive, and wanted to revel in the experience a little.  But Jess would become possessive.  Sara was beginning to think that Jess had a sexual attraction to her but had not yet expressed it.  Sara did not know how she felt about that.  She certainly found Jess to be attractive.  
 
    Sara was very inexperienced when it came to sexual matters.  She was not a virgin, but her experience with men had not been exactly thrilling.  She had actually only engaged in full sexual contact on two occasions, each with a different man – no boy.   Neither of those occasions had been satisfying for her.  One partner was completely self-absorbed and could have just as well gotten to his end without Sara even being there.  She hated that experience.  The second had been well meaning, but clumsy and apologetic.  That was also an experience she did not want to repeat.  Accordingly, there had been two, and only two, experiences that went to conclusion. 
 
    She had felt attraction to another girl in high school.  She was pretty sure the girl felt the same about her, but each was too timid to take the relationship beyond holding hands.  She loved the touch of the girl.  She loved how soft her skin was, and she would make excuses to do things that allowed her to touch her.  Men’s bodies were rough by comparison.  So maybe she did like women.  She could not be sure. 
 
    Jess’ touch was somewhere in between a man and a woman.  She had soft skin and her hands felt warm and soft, but she was as large and strong as most men.   
 
    It was after Jess and Sara had become roommates – still three months before the end of the term and the beginning of summer break – that anything beyond simple friendly contact had happened. 
 
    Jess and Sara often stayed home and watched streaming movies.  Sara had made a large bowl of popcorn and plopped down on the couch next to Jess.  About a third of the way into the movie – it wasn’t to shmaltzy, but still had endearing characters – Jess put her arm around Sara.  She did not just leave it around her but pulled Sara toward her.  Sara felt the strength in Jess’ grip.  It felt good, it felt protective, it felt . . . well, it felt possessive.  It was the kind of controlling move that a man would make with his date at the movies.  It communicated to everyone who could see that he possessed this girl, and in communicated to the girl that he was in control.  That is what it felt like to Sara. Jess was claiming possession of her.  
 
    A part of her wanted to rebel from the expression of control.  All she had to do was slip the arm off her shoulder and shift away.  Or she could just make an excuse and go to the bathroom.  She did not do that. Instead, she did what women usually do, she signaled her submission and leaned into the hug pushing her body up against Jess. 
 
    She even snuggled her body up and down a little to bring their bodies together.  Jess had demonstrated possession of Sara, and Sara had accepted.   
 
    As the movie neared the end, Jess’ other hand came across and rested on Sara’s thigh.  For several minutes it just remained there.  The hand was warm on her skin.  Sara did not touch it or push it away. 
 
    Then the hand began to move lightly.  It was on the inside of her thigh and was moving gently up and down.  Sara was dressed in only a small pair of pajamas with loose fitting short pants.  Jess’ hand easily moved up the leg underneath the PJs.  Sara looked up into Jess face.  Jess looked down and smiled.  Then she leaned forward and kissed Sara.   
 
    Wow!  No male had ever kissed her like that.  Men were either stiff, like kissing a wall, or so soft as to be sloppy.  Jess mouth was open, but her lips were firm, and Sara thought she felt Jess’ tongue flick at hers.  She tried to imitate the action and felt their tongues touch.   That was so hot.   
 
    Sara had felt a tingling between her legs, now she could feel herself starting to flow.  She kept with the kiss and wrapped her arms around Jess.   
 
    Jess hand on her thigh moved all the way up to between her legs.  Sara was suddenly embarrassed.  She had on panties, but she was now so wet that Jess would feel it if she even touched her there.  But she wanted – no she needed – to be touched there.  Maybe Jess would understand. 
 
    And Jess did touch her.  Not just touch Sara’s panties but slip up underneath.  Sara felt the fingers gently stroke her labium, first on one side, then the other.  They had broken the kiss and Jess had moved her lips down to the side of Sara’s neck.  Her kisses and nibbles tickled – only slightly – sending shivers through her body.   
 
    Sara moved one of her hands back and embraced Jess’ breast.  She tried to gently stroke it through her T-shirt.  Sara had seen Jess naked, so it was no surprise that the breast was firm.  Yet at the same time it was so soft and yielding to her touch.  Jess was not wearing a bra under her T-shirt and her nipple was hard and well defined in the shirt.  Sara began to stroke it.  Jess stiffened, just a little, and moaned.  Yes, that had been right. 
 
    Jess arm that had been holding Sara to her body shifted down to the bottom of Sara’s PJ top.  It was loose fitting and before she could even think about it Jess had it pulled up and over Sara’s head.  In order to see Sara shifted back and pulled her arms out.  She was now naked from the waist up.   
 
    Jess, keeping control, wrapped an arm around Sara and pulled her back toward her.  Sara wanted to get Jess’ shirt off and tried to pull it up.  It was not as easy, and she did not get it off, but she did manage to expose the breast she had been working through the shirt.  That would do.  She leaned in and fastened her mouth to the nipple.  She had never done this before, and she had never had it done to her, but she knew how her nipples felt, and she had read a few steamy novels where this happened.  She could only hope she was doing it the right way.  It seemed that maybe she was because Jess reacted by lifting her chest toward Sara and pulling her close with a hand behind her neck. 
 
    Jess, firmly in control, let Sara continue worshiping her breast for a few minutes, then she shifted Sara around and pushed her down on the couch.  She had an almost predatory look in her eyes as she slipped on top of Sara and went to work on Sara’s smaller, but firm breasts.  Meanwhile, her hand continued to work inside Sara’s pants, stroking her sex.  Finally, a finger invaded between the lips and then began to flick at Sara’s clitoris.  It was already engorged with excitement and Sara responded by gasping and arching her back.  Jess lips worked one nipple, then the other.  All Sara could do is twist and groan.  Her arms were out to the side, then around Jess, then back to the side.  She did not know what to do with them. 
 
    Then Jess straightened up and removed her shirt.  Her magnificent breasts stood so firm and proud.  Sara could only stare.  She leaned forward and made first one, then the other available to Sara’s mouth.  Sara grasped at Jess’ sides but followed her que and licked and sucked at first one and then the other offered breast.  She saw how the nipples hardened into firm little bullets.   
 
    This was unlike anything Sara had done before.  Her focus was now on her partner.  Yes, partner.  This was the first time she had actually had a partner in sex.  But Jess had brought her to the very cliff or satisfaction.  
 
    Sara had never felt so turned on in her life.  Then Jess’ hand stopped working her clit.  That made Sara crazy because she had been on the very verge of orgasm.  Instead, it was like she was holding an electric line that just kept shocking her.  She needed to reach a hand down and try to get herself to completion. 
 
    But as Sara dropped her hand to her own body Jess grabbed her wrist and pulled it away.  Then Jess brought both of Sara’s wrists together and started to wrap them with something.  Sara looked down.  It was the leg of a pair of pantyhose.  After wrapping her wrists about four times she cinched the tie and knotted it. 
 
    Sara had not resisted.  She had been caught completely by surprise.  She looked up at Jess.  “Wha . . . “   
 
    She stopped when Jess put a finger across her mouth.  Sara just looked on wide eyed.   
 
    Jess lifted Sara’s now bound hands and pulled them over Sara’s head and down to her neck.  Then Jess wrapped the other leg of the pantyhose around Sara’s neck.  Only then did Sara begin to react.  She tried to pull her hands back up over her head.  That was not happening.  She twisted her wrists, the pantyhose had some stretch, but not enough to allow her to pull a hand free.   
 
    Her fingers started to poke around for the knot.  She could just feel that there was a knot tied between her wrists, but her position was awkward, she had little leverage, and the knot was tight.  She could not manipulate it in any way.   
 
    When she pulled her arms up the leg tied around her neck bit in and choked her.  Why had she let Jess do this?  She had been right on the verge of orgasm; her hand had moved off her ‘partner’ and to her own sex.  Was that the lesson?  She had suddenly become focused on her own need. 
 
    Sara could speak, but she did not.  Jess gently pushed her back down onto her back.  Then Jess leaned forward and took one of Sara’s nipples in her teeth.  Gently, so very gently.  Then she released it and licked at it.  She slipped her mouth over and began to gently suck at it. 
 
    FUCK! That felt so good.  Jess shifted to the other breast.  Sara arched her back to continue to present her breasts to the attention.  She pulled at her arms, but they were held tight to the back of her neck.  She was feeling dizzy.  Was she strangling herself or was it just the excitement of the sex?  It didn’t matter.  She could not free her hands, she could not escape the rising need in her body, she could only lean into it. 
 
    Sara realized that with her arms bound she could do nothing to create participation in the activity.  She would, and could, do only what she was directed by Jess.  Jess, who pretty much controlled things most of the time anyway, had taken full and unquestionable control of the love making.  But that was ok.  Sara would go with it.  
 
    The mouth was moving down.  Jess nibbled at her stomach, licked her belly button, and slowly moved downward.   
 
    Sara felt her muscles ripple.  She felt little flashes run down from her stomach to her sex.  She had been on the very verge of orgasm, then she had been left.  She had floated there for a bit, then she had started to calm only to have the entire process started again.  Only as Jess worked on her body things felt even more intense than before.   
 
    While she had peaked, but not crashed over, she was staying up – on edge.  And, with her hands tied she could not do anything in return.  She was, so long as Jess decided, the recipient.   
 
    Finally, Jess’ mouth was between Sara’s legs.  Sara kept her pubic area well groomed.  She had a small triangle of hair pointing down to her opening, but carefully cleared the area around her love lips.  It was not that she was sexually active, she was not.  It was not even that she necessarily wanted to be, although she hoped to find some experience in this area.  She had thought about sex.  She had dreamed of romance and delicate touching it was just that she had not been there yet.  Now, here she was, but with another woman.  That did not matter.  This was already better than anything she had ever felt.  She wanted this to go on forever. 
 
    The kissing moved up and down her abdomen.  Then finally settled on the ultimate location.  Jess was licking at Sara’ s labium.  One side, then the other, then down onto the inside of her thighs.  Then back to her peach.   
 
    Oh my God! Sara almost yelled.  Her heart was pounding so loudly it was going to escape from her chest.  She found herself twisting from side to side, but Jess had hold of her thighs and easily held her down.   
 
    Sara’s hands tore at the bindings.  Any hope of manipulating the knot loose died as her struggling pulled the nylon tight.  The knot holding her hands was not coming loose. 
 
    Sara felt the tongue move inside her beauty lips.  She was self-conscious about how wet she was.  She felt like she was gushing like a little stream.  She was afraid that Jess would be put off by this, but it seemed to have the opposite effect.  Jess started to lick and suck at Sara’s opening, licking deep inside of her.  The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt.  She had masturbated, she had used her fingers to push up inside her body, but her fingers were not like this tongue.  Fingers would NEVER be a tongue.  Oh Fuck!  She wanted to grab Jess’ head.  She needed to get her hands into play.  But they were not going to come free.  She had now pulled the bindings so tight that they would probably have to be cut off.   
 
    The lips had found her clitoris.  It was so engulfed with blood that it stood up.  Sara could not see, but she thought it must be the better part of an inch at this point.  And it was so sensitive.  When Jess’ lips touched it, when her tongue flicked it, when she started to gently suck on it . . . Sara could not even look any more, she pushed her head back and without thinking screamed.   
 
    She exploded.  She was sure that she had.  Pieces of her must be strewn around the room.  She was laying back on her back staring up at the ceiling.  She could feel her body still quivering.  Jess was not there.  Where had she gone? 
 
    Sara sat up.  Her hands were still tied to the back of her neck.  That was irritating now.  She tried to twist her hands around to get a finger at the knot holding her tied.  She could feel it.  But she could tell it was now very tight.   
 
    She stood up; she would go to the kitchen for a knife.  But as she turned in that direction strong arms grabbed her.   
 
    “Not so fast.  We are far from done.”  Jess turned her back to the couch and guided her down. 
 
    The evening was not over. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Back to present 
 
    It was not a happy girl who woke laying on a concrete floor with a thin layer of straw for padding and warmth – it did precious little of either. 
 
    Jess’ arms were still bound behind her back, even though the rest of the pony tack, and even the horrible boots and hobble had been removed. They, however, were replaced with the leg braces that forced her up onto her toes and kept her legs locked apart.  This was not really uncomfortable, but it certainly was hateful.  Not only were efforts to walk turned into an embarrassing shuffle, Jess’ legs were held open exposing her uncovered private parts to easy view.  She needed to get out of this place, but how? 
 
    She looked around the interior of her stall – again – but no new epiphanies came to mind.  There were no real windows she could see out of, but up at the ceiling there were windows that allowed her to determine that it was morning twilight out.  This was ok with Jess; she had always been an early riser.  She would get up and go for a run or work out. 
 
    She shifted up to a sitting position.  She was learning new ways to move that did not require the use of her arms.  She wondered if she would ever have them back.  As she shifted, she felt a tug on her intimate flesh and the clink of the small, but strong, chain that was connected from a ring in the back of the wall to her clitoral ring.   As if she were going anywhere.    
 
    Her bottom was very tender from the punishment she had received.  She had never before been caned.  She had not even thought about something like that before.  Ok, she had read of it in a few novels, but those were novels.  In real life people were not caned.  But that was not true.  They were caned, and she had been caned.  She could still feel the stripes on her bottom and thighs.  It had been six stripes – only six you might say, but when you are the recipient, six is not ONLY.  It hurts.  It hurt then and it hurts still today.  She never wanted that to happen again.  But most of all she just needed to get out of here. 
 
    Talk about redundant security. Her arms were trapped in the contraption on her back. She had not really been able to look at it, but she had explored what she could with her fingers.  She could tell that there were cuffs around her upper arms just above her elbows.  They were not tight, she might even have been able to work an arm out – possibly, but not a sure thing – if it were not for the fact that her lower arms were held up against the bar that separated her upper arm cuffs.  Her wrists were held in place by a wide belt 2 ½ to 3 inches wide.  It too was loose, but with her upper arms restrained she could not try to twist her hand out of the restraint.  The combination held her tightly but did not impede in any way the flow of blood to her limbs.  The implications were that they could keep her like this for a long time.  The only hope was to somehow release the strap holding her wrists.  She searched around with her fingers looking for the solution to this problem.  She could find nothing. She knew that the strap went through a slot in the flat bar that separated her upper arms and was held by some type of friction clasp on top of that bar.  She had tried to feel for it, but she could not get her fingers on top of the bar.  So, even if it were something simple to maneuver, it was out of her reach.   
 
    These fuckers seemed to delight in using simple restraints that were clearly easy to manipulate, but not by the fucking pony.  All she could do is stare at them and lament her helplessness.  The hateful thing spreading her legs was fastened with cuffs she might be able to open.  But there was no way she could reach it.  Then there was the fucking chain attached to her clit ring.  FUCK – clit ring!  They had pierced her clitoris and inserted a ring through it.  Her clit itself they had covered with a little cap.  Then they had attached, by means of a simple little clip to her clit ring, one that could be opened easily by a human hand, a chain that prevented her from going past the door to her stall.   
 
    As if they needed to keep her chained.  She would not be able to get past the locked door to her stall.  And, even if she could, she remembered driving in that there were at least two perimeter fences.  One close the building area, and another further out.  They were substantial, but not impossible fences, but for a naked girl with her arms locked behind her back they might as well be 100 feet tall.  She was so very fucked. 
 
    Her experience the night before continued to plague her.  She had thought this was a lark.  She thought she was being punked, but there were too many people there and other girls in a similar situation to her.  This was the very definition of ‘deep shit’, and she was in it up to her neck. 
 
    She kept thinking about Sara.  Sara had done nothing to help her last night.  She had just stood there and watched as others abused and humiliated her.  Jess would have never let anyone do those kinds of things to Sara.  No, she might dominate Sara, but she would also protect her.  Sara took no action to protect Jess.  It was no wonder, Sara knew nothing about being in control.  She probably recognized that she had fucked things up and gotten her friend into this mess but was too weak to do anything.  That was frightening.  It was morning.  Jess had been in restraints for at least twelve or fourteen hours.  If Sara was too weak to fix things what would happen next.  FUCK! 
 
    Jess had wanted to talk to Nancy in the stall next to her, but she had been to upset and tired when she had been returned to the stall the night before.  Now, she could hear movement in the corridor, that is probably what woke her.  She did not want to get caught talking.  She could still feel each line of the cane.  That had been perhaps the worst moment of her life.  She had never thought anything could hurt so much nor be so humiliating.  No, she had to be very careful how she acted and what she did.  She would need all her wits and her best guile to figure out a way out of this problem.  Sara was still her best bet.  She needed to figure out how to give Sara the backbone she needed to become Jess’ rescuer.   
 
    Yes – that was it.  That was what she would have to do. 
 
    Her thoughts were interrupted by sound.  She could hear a rattling in the trough next to the door.  She could see slight movement as well.  Something had been poured down a tube into the trough.  Yes, trough.  She had a fucking trough in her fucking stall.  Well, as far as these fuckers were concerned, she was just a pony, she was an animal not a human, so a stall and a trough made sense – to them.  FUCK. 
 
    Given the ignominy of this she wanted to ignore what had just happened, but she was hungry.  She was really hungry.  She might as well explore what they had provided.  She had expected it to be pretty bad. But what they had given her the night before was not bad. She also knew if she were to escape, she needed to keep her strength up.  She remembered stories of prisoners of war eating insects to keep their bodies functioning.  She was a long way from that, but she could at least see what was on offer this morning.  And one of the reasons for her caning had been her failure to eat all the food she was given.  No, ignoring her food was not the means of rebellion that she wanted to undertake.  
 
    Struggling to her feet was no easy matter.  Without the use of her hands or arms and with her legs locked a foot apart it took her some time to accomplish.  When she finally got up, she shuffled over to the trough.  It was set high enough that she could easily get to it, even without the use of her arms.  It was shallow, clearly designed so that a ponygirl, without the long nose of a typical equine, could easily lean her face into it and reach all parts of the trough. 
 
    In the trough were about 15 – 20 roundish pieces of ‘food’ about half an inch in diameter.  They did not look offensive but were certainly a long way from fine dining.  They looked similar to her feeding the night before. Would there be a variation in her diet? She lowered her body and sniffed.  The aroma was not offensive.  It had a slightly sweet maple scent.  That was promising.  Jess had expected . . . well, she did not really know what she had expected. 
 
    She picked up a piece in her lips.  Raised her head and let it fall back into her mouth.  “Her goes nothing.”  She thought to herself, and bit down.   It was not horrible.  It was not even bad.  It was soft but not squishy.  It tasted of oats and maple syrup.  It did seem different from what she had been fed before.  Yes, this would not be bad as a breakfast cereal. This was actually pretty good. She was hungry and her mouth welcomed the taste.  Maybe it was not that great, it was just her hunger.  It didn’t matter.  She returned for more, and then more.  Before she realized it, she had eaten every bite they had provided.  She actually wanted more.  She searched the interior of the trough, but that was all there was.  She shifted to the next trough, dropped her head and sucked up water.  She was getting better at doing that. Was that a good thing? 
 
    Jess heard the sound of the bolt on her stall door being opened.  She turned and stared at the young woman who had come through the door.  She was a tiny little thing, not the scarry women who had abused her the night before.  The girl smiled at her. 
 
    Jess started to say “Hi . . .” but the girl held her finger to her lips. 
 
    “Ponies don’t talk.” 
 
    Jess nodded her head.  This girl did not want to hurt her, but she was clearly operating under certain requirements.  Fuck.  She needed to open a channel of communications.  She needed to get some people on her side.  How was she going to do that if she had to keep her mouth shut all the time?  Still, the pain from the cane was still fresh upon her bottom.  The use of corporal punishment was meant to deter future behavior.  The caning was working.  She was not going to talk. 
 
    The girl clipped a lead line to the ring in Jess’ nose, then unclipped the line to her clit ring.  The girl did not seem at all hesitant to reach her hand into the private area of Jess’ body.  It was also infuriating that it took her about a second to unclip the chain.  It underscored just how helpless Jess was. 
 
    Jess was led by the nose chain.  Jess felt herself blush as she left the privacy of her stall.  She did not know if it was more humiliating to be led by a girl so small and weak, or less because the girl was so friendly.  Either way, being led by a leash to your nose was humiliating.  She would remember this, and when payback time came, well, there would have to be nose rings and leashes.  How could anyone understand how incredibly demeaning this was until they were subjected to it?  The key focus of her revenge dream was Sara, but there would be others.  Would this girl be part of it?  Probably not.  It seemed that she was only doing what she was required to do, and she was so friendly toward Jess.  It was like she wanted to help her but just could not do anything.  Maybe Jess could get her to help.  Only time would tell.  
 
    Jess was led to a large, tiled room.   Shower heads overhead and drains in the floor made its purpose clear.  The leash line to Jess’ nose was loped over a ring and pulled until she was essentially up on her toes.  The girl kept talking in a gently soothing voice as she performed this demeaning act.   
 
    “Good girl.  We are going to get you nice and squeaky clean.” 
 
    Jess did not want to be squeaky clean.  She wanted out of this insane asylum, and if they needed her washed, she should be allowed to wash herself.  Of course, that would require hands, and she did not have hands. Therefore, she was going to be cleaned by the hands of another.  More humiliation.  The position of this girl on the scale of good versus bad was shifting in the wrong direction for this girl. 
 
    Jess felt the hands on her body.  The girl used a bucket and a sponge to soap Jess from her head to her toes.  It felt so strange to feel hands massaging the soap into all the crevices of her body.  The girl’s touch was very light and might have felt very nice if the process were not so demeaning.  The girl then washed down Jess’ body with a handheld hose.  She could activate the spray with her hand making it fine or intensified.   
 
    Jess’ head was held back by the pressure on her nose so she could not fully see what was going on below.  She felt the spray down her stomach.  She felt it on the insides of her legs.  Then she felt something at her pleasure pouch.  The girl had opened the clamps and was pushing the nosel up into her.  At first it felt good, then she turned on the spray.  Jess twisted her legs and jumped in the air.  It didn’t really hurt, but she had been so surprised by the action she didn’t know what to do. 
 
    The girl laughed.  “Easy, most ponies enjoy this part.” 
 
    Well, most ponies may enjoy this, but it was a complete unacceptable invasion of Jess’ private space.  It was not ok. 
 
    She looked at the girl.  “No, stop that.” 
 
    The girl looked up into Jess’ eyes.  The look was not so friendly.  “I can see that another six lines can be added to the stripes on that bottom if you like.”  To further demonstrate her control the girl grabbed one of nipple shackles and gave it a strong turn.  That hurt.   
 
    A painful reminder not being enough, the girl walked to the side of the area and returned with a strap that had a red rubber ball in the middle.  This girl had moved from the possible friend category to the complete evil grouping.  FUCK. 
 
    “Don’t ever say I don’t look after my charges.”  With that comment she lifted the ball in front of Jess’ mouth.  With her nose pulled up in the air it was hard to keep her mouth closed and the girl easily grabbed her chin and pulled her mouth open.  As soon as it happened, she pushed the ball inside until it was behind her teeth.  It had happened so quickly.  Jess could only assume this girl had done this many times before.  She didn’t like being gagged, but if it kept her from being caned instead – well, she would live with it. 
 
    Jess shook her body, but she did not try to speak.  It was clear that the ‘friendliness of this girl was dependent upon Jess being obedient.  Jess did not want to be obedient, but she did not want to be hurt, and she certainly did not want to be caned again.  She never wanted to be caned again. 
 
    As if Jess had not suffered enough degradation, the girl hung up the spray hose but came back with another smaller hose.  When she took it around behind Jess, she tried to twist around to see what was happening. 
 
    She felt the girl’s arm around her stomach holding her still.  Then she felt the plug, that had been placed in her anal cavity and locked into that infernal thing they had installed in her rectum, and which kept her sphincter open, click as it was unlocked and removed.  The girl threw it into a bin nearby.  The end of the new hose had something on it that looked like a small dildo.  The girl pressed this up into Jess behind and locked it in place in the anal collar. 
 
    Jess immediately hated this new invasion, even though it was no larger than the plug that had been removed.   Almost immediately the purpose became evident.  Jess felt a flow of liquid entering her body.  It was cool, but not too cold.  Still, she shrieked and twisted her body about.  There, of course, was nothing she could do to prevent it from happening.  
 
    She had only had an enema a couple of times, and both when she was much younger and assisted by her mother.  She did not remember liking it much then, and she did not like it now.  She did not like it at all.  
 
    Soon if felt like her belly was expanding.  She was sure she was going to explode.  She danced about within the limited circle allowed by her tether and the restraints on her legs.  She groaned and moaned into her gag.  She twisted and pulled at her arms.  She tried to bring her legs together. Nothing worked, nothing would stop the flow of the liquid into her.  She had no control over this procedure.  She was a passenger on this ride, and she would have no choice but to stay with it until it was done, and that would be when this girl decided it was done.  Jess may be substantially larger and stronger than this girl.  The girl was not even older than Jess.  There was no reason for this girl to have control over Jess, no reason other than the fact that Jess was fully restrained and under control at all times, and this girl had the authority, from those who had done this to her, to control Jess.  Therefore, Jess was and would be under the control of this girl. 
 
    Jess insides were bulging.  She could not look down because her nose ring was hooked to the chain from the ceiling, but she was certain that her stomach must look like she was pregnant.  And the liquid was still coming.  It was coming from a hose.  It was not even a bag that she could look at and determine how much was left.  It could just keep coming.  Stop!  She could not take any more.  She danced on her toes and twisted her body from side to side.  The hose line connected to her body swished back and forth like a very long tail, but it stayed firmly imbedded in her body.   
 
    This was too much.  She could not take any more.  She was going to explode.  There were going to be pieces of her spread all around this room.  She pulled at her arms.  She really needed to massage her stomach.  Then the flow stopped.  She was still full, and nothing was leaving, but at least no more was coming in.  Jess felt a hand on her stomach.  The girl was massaging Jess’ stomach, then her abdomen, she even reached down and slipped a few fingers up between the labium clips into Jess’ vaginal area.  She toyed with and flicked at her clit ring and tapped on the little hat covering her clit.  That part of her body had become so sensitive that she jumped when it was touched.  She felt herself clenching her gut with the touch.  It felt good, but the discomfort from the liquid that filled her innards made it hard to enjoy the touch. 
 
    She could feel the liquid sloshing around inside her as the girl manipulated her and her body.  Finally, there was a rushing sound.  The plug in her anal collar had two lines, one brought the liquid in, the other allowed it to flush.  And right now, it was being flushed.  That was a huge relief.  Jess was not sure how much longer she could have withstood that.  Well, the answer was, of course, as long as others decided. 
 
    But the relief was short lived.  As soon as she was empty it started filling her again.  NO!  Jess tried to scream though her gag.  It came out as OOOHHH.  The girl walked around in front of her and smiled.  She tweaked one of Jess’ nipples, then the other.  Jess gasped.  Why was her body so fucking sensitive? 
 
    There was nothing Jess could do to prevent or even influence what was happening.  She was filled and emptied.  Then she was filled and emptied again.  Each time the girl was checking something that Jess could not see.  Fortunately, the third cycle met approval and the plug was removed from her back side.  
 
    Jess was removed from the hook holding her up and led from the cleaning area.  Jess noticed that while she had been being worked on three more ponygirls, with handlers, had been brought into the cleaning room.  All three were in different stages of the same thing that Jess had just experienced.  As she was led out, she passed three more being led in.  So, this was morning.  This looked like part of the morning routine.  She was not sure she looked forward to this each day. 
 
    Because her back passage was held open by the anal collar there was nothing to prevent anything in her from just falling out.  As she shuffled along behind the girl, she could feel liquid dripping from her.  Instinctively she tried to close up and prevent it from leaving her body.  She could not.  Even though it was just fairly clean water, the involuntary leaking was humiliating, and she blushed. 
 
    She was taken to the tack room to be once again dressed in her pony tack. The embarrassing restraints on her legs were removed and her pony boots were back on.    As she was redressed in her tack she realized that at all times she had been carefully under control.  Her arms were always restrained, and her legs were never free.  And all of the other ponies she had seen being led into the cleaning area were similarly restrained.  Was this meant to prevent escape or was this a measure to keep a ponygirl from kicking.  Even in bare feet a strong ponygirl could do some damage with her feet.  Not so with her legs locked to this humiliating bar. 
 
    There was no point to struggle, so Jess stood, if not patiently, at least passively, while she was dressed in her tack.  The gag was removed from her mouth but quickly replaced by her bit and bridle.  The ball gag had not been comfortable, but there was something so controlling about the bit.  The gag communicated to the wearer not to attempt to speak.  The bit communicated to the wearer that it was not only not allowed to speak but she was totally under control of the person holding its reins. 
 
    Her back dripping passage was finally plugged.  Jess felt the shaft of the plug move up into her body.  She felt the slight weight on the end where the tail descended between her thighs.  She knew that as she moved the plug would be moved by her insides and cause the tail to swish.  She was glad she did not have to look at that.  It was embarrassing to be tailed.  It was completely humiliating to think of it swishing back and forth behind her. 
 
    Finally dressed – if you want to call it such – Jess and another ponygirl were led outside and hitched to a horizontal bar outside the stable.  It was nice to be outside.  Jess had not yet adjusted to the gymnasium like smell of the stable.  She was used to getting up and running every morning.  It was morning.  Early morning with the sun just barely over the horizon, but she was not running anywhere on her own.  She looked at the reins wrapped and tied around the shaft of the hitching post.  It was the simplest of friction knots, but it was more than enough to keep an animal without hands and fingers from escaping.  She was that animal.  She would do the only thing she could do.  She would wait.  What were they going to do with her?   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    Sara had risen early, eaten, and was now headed down toward the stable.  She had met Marilyn for breakfast.  Marilyn had been assigned to Sara to assist her as she started her duties as a trainer in training.  Sara was glad that it was Marilyn.  She knew her from the year before, and she respected her from the little time they had together then.  Marilyn was firm and self-confident, but not as scary as some of the other women.  Sara felt like Marilyn cared. 
 
    Sara was feeling very self-conscious about this.  She had convinced herself that she was up to this challenge, but now, here; this was the moment of truth. 
 
    In addition, her ponygirl was going to be a challenge, and Sara expected that this morning was going to be a huge challenge. 
 
    The relationship between Sara and Jess had been very much tipped in the direction of Jess as the dominant and Sara as the submissive.  Sara had allowed that to happen, she was not really sure why, but she had allowed it.  In fact, she had enjoyed it.  Certainly, the sex that they had enjoyed was pretty wonderful.  She was going to miss that.  Jess was now in no position to take command of Sara – or anyone else.  Jess was now the submissive, and she was not going to like that.  She was not going to like that at all.  Sara wondered if it had been a mistake to let Jess take the dominant role in their relationship.  However, the few times that Sara had tried to take control, Jess had reacted strongly.  Sara remembered one occasion when she had pushed back at Jess’ dominance.  Jess had slapped her.  Slapped her hard.  If Sara did not need Jess, in only two weeks at that point, that would have ended the relationship.  She was not going to put up with that shit.  And it did help her keep her resolve to go forward with her plan.  
 
    And now the hoof was on the other foot – so to speak.  Jess was helplessly restrained in pony tack.  She was going to have to respond to Sara as her mistress and trainer.  She was not going to like that.  She was about to learn that she had been tricked, that she was now trapped, and that she would have to answer to Sara or suffer – painfully.  Would she remember slapping Sara?  Sara did not know, but it did not matter.  This was just practical.  It was not about getting even.  There could be no component of revenge in the new relationship.  After all, Sara had proposed Jess as a pony before she had gotten to really know her.   
 
    But Sara still questioned Jess selection as a pony.  Jess did not have any submissive inclinations.  She was strong, she was independent, and even dominant.  She was not going to like taking direction from anyone else, and because her relationship with Sara for the last three months had been with Jess as the dominant, she was almost certainly going to really rebel at taking directions from Sara.  This was going to be challenging. 
 
    Sara was happy to have Marilyn to assist her through this ticklish time. 
 
    Sara’s stomach lurched and she had to swallow back its attempt to rebel.  There, just ahead of her, fully restrained in pony tack, and tied by her reins to a hitching post was Jess.  She was standing in the typical ponygirl stance, her legs slightly bent to accommodate the shift in balance required by her pony boots, her back arched from the tight pony corset, her head up from the high collar and check reins.  Her bottom was back, and her breasts were forward.  Jess had marvelous breasts under normal circumstances, but with them tightly strapped at the base and with the arch of her back pushing her chest forward, well – they were beyond magnificent, they were almost perfect. 
 
    Sara really wanted to touch and stroke these breasts, but she knew that was not what the ponygirl was there for.  There would be opportunities for pleasure at some point, but now it would be an impediment to training, no, destructive to training for Sara to allow a personal relationship to intrude on her role as trainer.  This pony needed to: 1) recognize its new status in life; 2) accept Sara as her superior; and 3) learn to obey her trainer – Sara – in all things large and small.  This was going to be a real challenge. 
 
    In conversations with Susan, Sara had admitted that her relationship with Jess had become intimate.  But she had not fully disclosed the scope of that relationship.  Right now, as she looked at her former sexual partner, now a ponygirl under her domination, she wished she had been more candid with Susan.  She did not want to undercut her new role as a trainer, and most of all she did not want that status to be taken from her.  If she admitted that she had been submissive to Jess in their sexual relationship would her appointment as a trainer be withdrawn?  Even worse, if Susan decided that Sara did not have what it took to be a dominant, what else might happen to her.  While Susan could be warm, Sara had no doubt that if she stepped wrong, she could find herself restrained and helpless. 
 
    Sara took a deep breath and moved forward.  Jess was standing still – well mostly still.  Not as still as the pony standing next to her.  that one was keeping perfect pony posture, looking straight ahead. 
 
    This pony looked familiar to Sara, and as Sara’s eyes dropped to the name tattooed on this creature, she could not help but smile.  Yes, she knew this animal.  It was Resistance.  It was the pony that she had worked with a year ago.  A pony that was then a yearling just like Jess was now.   
 
    Yes, Jess (now Northern Lights) was the yearling and Resistance, now the experienced pony would be the example for Jess.  That was wonderful.  She had not had sufficient exposure to Resistance last year to be able to see the difference in her body, but she could certainly see the difference between the two ponies standing at the hitching rail.  Resistance stood in perfect pony form.  Her hooves firmly planted about a foot apart.  Knees only slightly bent to allow her bottom to protrude back and her firm breasts to point forward.  She had a bit more arch to her back that Northern Lights, at least it looked like it.  Her chin was up facing straight away, even though there was nothing to see there.  She barely swayed.  If you did not know better, you might think her a statue. 
 
    The pony that was once Jessica, now Northern Lights – Sara decided she needed a nick name – was not openly struggling but did not have Resistance’s discipline.  She twitched and squirmed.  While her head was forward, she would occasionally try to snatch a look at what was going on around her. 
 
    Resistance knew better.  She knew that she was not to pay attention to things going on around her.  Her world was her trainer and her driver.  Anything else was to be ignored.  Lights, not the best nick name but it would do for now, on the other hand may have accepted her helpless state, at least for now, but she was constantly thinking and looking for any way to change her fate. 
 
    But Lights was a perfect looking pony.  Sara stopped and marveled at what she was seeing.  When she had put Jess in tack there had been only the briefest opportunity to enjoy the look.  She had had to get her handed off to the handlers for further processing.  And, last evening at the party there had been just too many people, and the new pony had been understandably a little spooked by all the commotion.  But now, Lights was standing reined to a hitching bar near the stable.  She had been caned.  She had been in pony tack for about 14 hours.  She did not look happy. 
 
    She had already learned some important lessons.  She had clearly learned that she could not defeat the restraints.  The pony tack, and the procedures for securely handling ponies, had been developed and refined over more than a century.   Once in pony tack, you stayed in pony tack until someone let you out.  And, who would want to do that, once a pony no one would help the captured creature change that status. 
 
    She had also learned that failure to follow the rules could be very painful.  It was unusual for a pony to be caned in its first day, but this pony had been caned.  The stripes of the caning which were still bright red last night, were now dark purple.  Clearly, they still hurt.  Sara was sure that Jess wanted to reach down and massage her tender bottom, and that the inability to do so was very frustrating.  It also clearly communicated to the new pony that she had no control.  No control over her body, no control over anything, and more than no control, she had no say or influence of any kind.  She could not try to talk her way out of this, she was not allowed to speak, even if she could make herself understood around her bit.   
 
    Sara wondered what was going on in her old friend’s mind.  Well, whatever it was it was about to get kicked up a notch.   
 
    Sara had not yet come into view of Jess, now Northern Lights (or maybe just Lights) but that was about to change.   
 
    “Look at that body.  It is perfect for a ponygirl.”  Sara spoke to Marilyn. 
 
    “I agree that there is great potential there, but a lot of work needs to be done.”  Marilyn and Sara were standing just behind and to the right of the new pony. 
 
    UUGGHHHH The pony made a sound that was not very ponylike, but at the same time could certainly not be considered human speech.  It was likely that she had recognized Sara’s voice. 
 
    Sara was not sure if that had been a punishable offense.  She glanced over at Marilyn who just smiled and gently shook her head.  She knew the unspoken question.  It would not be unreasonable to punish the pony, but for now that was not necessary, and this yearling was in for a lot of shock in the next little while. 
 
    Marilyn rubbed her hand over the bottom of the now very nervous pony.  “It does look like this one is having some adjustment issues.”  She patted Jess’ bottom.  Then she moved in close to the pony’s ear.  “I think it has learned that disobedience can be a very painful thing.”  The comment had been to Sara but had been delivered right into the ear of the pony.   
 
    “It doesn’t understand the scope of what has happened to it.  It thinks it is still a girl.”  Marilyn stopped and laughed.   “It is not.  It is a pony.”   
 
    Sara had moved up next to Jess and was also now speaking right into Jess’ ear.  “It probably thinks this is just a kinky game and that it will soon be released to go back to its prior life.  It does not know that its prior life is no more.  It is a pony, and it will be a pony from now on.”  As Sara spoke, she ran her hand down Jess’ side, then up to her breast.   
 
    The yearling tried to twist her head to look at Sara.  The reins did not allow her to get face to face, but she was able to turn enough to get some view of her.  The pony tack was designed to include blinders, but they were not presently in place. 
 
    SSWWOOSHHHHH - - - - - CCCRRAAACKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOAAA 
 
    “Eyes front, you stupid animal.”  Marilyn’s crop left a red mark on the pony’s bottom.   
 
    Lights turned her head forward.  It was not so much the pain the crop had and could deliver, it did hurt, but nothing like the cane, it was more that she was helpless to do anything about it, so she complied.  This was an example of the use of the crop and whip as training devices.  The pony would learn to respond to them and would learn.   
 
    Sara stood and watched her friend as the words sunk in.  Sara was pretty sure that no part of Jess’ analysis of what was happening to her included being turned permanently into a pony.  Even with the words, Sara expected that Jess would consider them just part of a kinky game.  Words designed to frighten her.  It would take some time for Jess to fully realize and accept what had happened to her.  She had been told that it needed to be a slow journey.  Too fast and the pony might have a breakdown leaving it useless.  Things needed to grow on the pony as the pony adjusted to her new regime.   
 
    And in this case the pony would have to deal not only with the fact that it had lost its freedom and was now a possession, but that its situation had been engineered, and executed, by a friend, and just as importantly, by a person she had dominated.  Over the course of the days, weeks, and even months to come, the yearling would lament that she had allowed this smaller weaker person, a person who had even been submissive to her, to restrain her in pony tack, to make her helpless, and then deliver her over.  She would game out other things she might have done – and said – to have prevented this from happening.  The reality was that once she had been selected, she was going to become a ponygirl.  But it was better for the new pony, to let it think that this was somehow its own fault.  That she had been stupid enough to get in this spot.  That process would actually help the pony to accept its new life.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Standing at the hitching post was boring.  At first, the sun was very low, and the air had a chill, but the ponies were in direct sun light, and they started to warm up.  Before being placed in her tack the girl had rubbed Jess’ body down with something oily.  It served two purposes.  It made her skin shine, but it also protected against the sun.  Even though Jess had a tan, it would not be sufficient to protect her skin from the hot sun at the ranch.  The ponies’ dress displayed a lot of skin, much of it not commonly exposed to the sun, and owners did not want the ponies burned.   
 
    After what seemed like forever Jess had heard voices behind her.  It was familiar but not at the same time.  It was Sara.  The voice was clear, but not the tone or inflection.  This was a commanding voice.  That was not the Sara she knew.  But it was Sara.   
 
    Jess had dismissed Sara’s failure to help her the night before to the timid Sara that she knew.  But this was not a timid Sara.  This was an assertive sounding Sara.  Jess had always been the one in control.  Jess thought about how, when Sara would stiffen her spine, Jess could bring her under control with just a look.  That was not going to work now.   Jess truly hoped that this was a kinky game, but she did not feel like that was so.  They would not have done all the body modification to her if this was just a game.  Some of it was a sexy, but most of it was so over the top.  Jess had always been the dominant.  But the markings and piercings she now sported identified her clearly as the submissive.  They even made her feel submissive.  When someone, even the small girl that saw to her daily needs, leashed her nose ring Jess felt compelled to obey every direction of the girl.  It was like there was a direct connection from the nose to the brain that told the brain to go where the nose was being led. 
 
    Jess felt Sara’s hand on her thigh.  Somehow, she needed to get control of this.  She tried to turn and look at Sara.  She needed to make eye contact.  That was her only hope.  But just as she caught sight of Sara . . . 
 
    SSWWOOSHHHHH - - - - - CCCRRAAACKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOAAA 
 
    “Eyes front, you stupid animal.”  The other woman had struck her and directed her in a voice that was to be obeyed.    
 
    Jess looked forward.  She felt tears well up in her eyes.  They were not from the pain of the crop, although it had hurt.   They were from the realization that she was not able to make connection with Sara, and that she had no real way to communicate with her friend.  Sara needed to know that this was wrong.  Sara needed to know that Jess did not enjoy this and did not want this to continue.  Sara needed to be made to rethink whatever her participation in this farce was.  Sara was Jess’ only hope but how was she going to be able to trigger this hope? 
 
    The other trainer untied the other pony’s reins and started to lead her away.  Sara untied Jess’ reins and guided her around to follow.  Being led by reins attached to a bit in your mouth is humiliating.  The bit is uncomfortable and even more so when someone puts pressure on the reins.  Far less painful than being led by either the ring in her nose or that in her more sensitive lower flesh.  But reins were for animals.  This was part of a message.  She was an animal, and she would be treated as such.  
 
    Jess tried to look at Sara, but Sara was not looking back at her, just leading her forward.  
 
    Jess thought about resisting.  She could plant her feet and refuse to go.  She could even fall to the ground.  Two things would happen.  Sara would pull on the reins, which would pull on the bit in her mouth.  That would hurt.  But more importantly, they would whip her.  Sara might do it, but certainly the other woman would.  That would hurt more.  Then what?  She would give up.  She would surrender and then she would get up and go where they wanted.  They would win and she would be humiliated.  It was less humiliating to just do what was expected in the first place.  And, if she pushed things Sara might be moved not to help her but toward not being tested.  Jess knew how she had responded when Sara had pushed back at her domination, she had then increased her control.  She did not need to motivate Sara in that direction.  
 
    Jess looked at the pony in front of her.  This was not a newly converted pony.  There was something in the way that she moved that clearly conveyed that she was comfortable in her pony boots.  Her movement was graceful and smooth.  Was this a volunteer?  Jess looked down at the pony’s haunches.  The name was Resistance.  That was a strange name for a ponygirl.  How did she get that?  Was it meant to me a joke?  Because Jess could not see even the slightest sign of any resistance in this ponygirl.  How long had this girl been a ponygirl?  The way she moved bespoke a long time.  That realization made Jess shiver. 
 
    The ponies were led to a corral that had a device in the center.  From a central pole four arms extended, each about fifteen feet in length.  The trainer led Resistance forward to the end of one of the arms.  When there, she wrapped the ponygirl’s reins through a loop in the end of the pole.  There was only about a foot of slack from the end of the pole to the pony’s face. 
 
    Sara brought Jess forward to the next pole behind Resistance.  Knowing that Sara was going to tie her reins to the pole, Jess took a step back.   
 
    SSWWIISSHHH - - - - - - TTTHHRRRAAACKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOOAAAA 
 
    Jess had decided it was time to resist, but Sara had been expecting something.  A quick strike with her crop and a jerk of the reins brought Jess forward.  Her reins were quickly looped through the ring in the bar and tied off.  FUCK!  She had shown resistance, but rather than respect it, Sara had taken control and gotten what she wanted.  This did not communicate the message that Jess wanted.  It was exactly what Jess was afraid of.  How could she expect to convince Sara to treat her differently if Sara was able and motivated to dominate her? 
 
    Jess knew how to be the dominate person in the relationship.  Her size and personality almost always gave her an advantage.  When the ‘staring contest’ started she had the advantage.  Not anymore.  Just the presence of her restraints communicated that she was under control.  The rings in her nose and clit allowed her to be easily controlled.  She had learned not to resist either of these – and she had only had them for less than a day.  She could feel the heavy shackles behind her nipples move up and down when she walked.  The effectiveness of these to restrain her had been well demonstrated when she was caned. She had been held in place for the caning and the use of her breast shackles for this purpose only increased the demeaning nature of the activity.   
 
    None of this worked in favor of her being able to take control of her surroundings. 
 
    But Sara was someone she had a relationship with, and in that relationship, she had been unquestionably the dominate person.  Why was she unable to assert any of that now?  It wasn’t just the restraints.  More factors were at play.  The fucking bit in her mouth, for one, took away her use of speech.  Add this to not being able to use her hands or arms and then being under instructions that did not even allow her to look into the eyes.  All of this created a submissive posture that was hard to escape. 
 
    Even now, Jess was attached with only about a foot of reins to a ring in the pole.  She could not easily look around to see what was happening.  She could tell she was in a corral.  It was only board planks up to about four feet in height.  They had entered through a gate that had been closed behind them and held with a simple latch.  A simple latch that could be opened by any person, but not by a pony – not even the human equine creature a ponygirl.   Even if she was not reined to this bar, she was still locked in the corral.  
 
    Sara had unfastened Jess’ hobble.  Jess noticed that she had carefully done it from the side, as if Jess might kick her.  Well – that was not that unreasonable a concern.  She was pretty angry at Sara right now.  A good kick might make her feel a lot better. 
 
    Even with her ankles free there was nothing Jess could do.  She was attached to this pole in front of her face.  She was locked in the corral.  And, even if free from the pole she would be unable to either open the gate or climb the fence, just a four foot fence, with her arms restrained behind her back.    
 
    There was a mechanical sound and the pole started to move.  Jess was caught by surprise as the pole pulled on her reins and pulled her forward.   
 
    Fuck!  That was painful.  She stumbled and almost fell, but she caught herself.  The horizontal poles turned on the pole in the middle.  She was being pulled around in a circle 30’ in diameter.  She had seen things like this before.  They were used to exercise horses.  Jess was having trouble getting use to the feel of the pony boots.  They were not uncomfortable except that they forced her up onto her toes in a way she had never walked before.  In addition, because they had no heels, she had to keep her weight forward.  That made her bend her knees a little just to keep balance.  But they did have good support for her foot and ankle.  
 
    This thing was now hauling her around in a circle.  It was making her walk in the pony boots.  Up until now she had been kept hobbled most of the time.  This kept her steps close together, and she had never been hurried.  While the pace was not fast, she had to take longer steps than she had been doing.  She wobbled but caught herself.  She did not like the idea of falling and being essentially dragged along by the reins.  The pole was reinforced with a cable from its end up to a vertical extension of the center pole.  She was not sure, but she thought that this thing was probably strong enough to hold her weight if she fell.  Hanging from her reins from a moving pole was not a pretty picture.  They did not hurt as much as other things, but that would still hurt. 
 
    She looked forward at Resistance to see how she was coping with the boots.  Jess was amazed.  Resistance was prancing – yes, that was the only word for it.  She was lifting her legs high with each step.  Not only that, but she was smooth and graceful.  Jess could not believe what she was seeing.  How could she do that? 
 
    It was all Jess could do to keep her feet under her.  She stumbled several times, but somehow, she managed to recover on each occasion.  Jess put her concentration back on what she was doing.  The boots were not heavy.  That was not the problem.  She was not used to walking on her toes.  When she stepped down, she wanted to lower the back of her foot, but the boot would not allow that.  The arches were reinforced with something hard and slightly springy.   
 
    She found that by slightly leaning into her step it became easier.  Like a newborn deer that stumbled in its first steps, Jess was getting the feel for her new limbs.  After only about fifteen minutes Jess was no longer stumbling.  She did not look anything like Resistance.  She was not event trying to raise her knees like that.  That was just silly.  It may look good, but there was no way she was going to do that.  It was just a waste of energy. 
 
    There was a tap under her right thigh as she stepped, then as she stepped with the left, under the left thigh.  Back to her right, it was a little harder.  Same with the next left. 
 
    FUCK!  The message was clear.  Sara, who Jess could sense next to her but could not see because of the pressure on the reins, wanted her to high step.  This is why the other pony was here.  They wanted her to see and emulate what she was seeing.  But she had barely gotten walking under control.  She was not ready for more.  Not now, and maybe not ever.   
 
    SSSSWWWWOOOOPPP - - - - - TTTHHRRRACKKK - - - - - EEEOOAAAA 
 
    That one had been hard.  The back of the thighs was sensitive and that hurt. 
 
    SSSSWWWITTTT - - - - CCRRAACCKK - - - - OOOAAAEEE 
 
    Back to the next thigh. 
 
    This time Jess raised her knee as she stepped.  It almost threw her off balance and she almost fell, but she recovered.  She pulled her knee up with the next step.  She could feel Sara right there beside her.  She could feel the switch in Sara’s hand as she tapped it now softly at Jess’ tender flesh.   
 
    The message was so very clear.  Jess was going to learn to high step, or she was going to be very sorry.  This was so wrong.  Sara had no right to put her in this position in the first place.  She certainly had no right now to punish her for not quickly learning this ponygirl shit.  She did not want to be a ponygirl.  She did not want to do any of this.   
 
    She tried to twist to look at Sara, but Sara was far enough behind her that she was unable to get around.  All it did was twist her movement to the side and cause her to lose her balance.  Her feet tangled and she pitched first to the side, until the reins caught her, then back under the bar.  It bounced up and down but easily took her weight. 
 
    The bit pulled at the inside of her mouth, pressing her tongue down and stabbing at the roof of her mouth.  The bit normally did not hurt.  That hurt.  That hurt a lot.  But the thing had not stopped.  It was still turning.  She pulled at her arms, but they were not to help her.  She stumbled and danced until she got her feet under her and managed to get back up.   
 
    In a step or two she was walking again.  She got her balance back when she felt the tap of the switch on her thigh.  Fuck!  Give her a chance to recover. 
 
    SWWWIITTTTT - - - - - CCRRACCKKK - - - - - EEOOIIAAA   
 
    OK!  Fuck, that hurt.  She raised her next step.  She did not want another stripe on the other thigh.  The step was not smooth, it was not graceful, but her step was high.  Her knee had come up so that her upper leg was parallel to the ground.   With the next step she did the same.  Thankfully, the pace of the bar was slow, and she was able to make mistakes and recover.  Right now, she wanted to kill Sara.  She would tear her apart with her own hands, if she could, but she was also grateful that Sara seemed to be cutting her some slack and allowing for some errors.  Jess could tell that Sara was looking for effort.  She wanted to see Jess working hard.  No, she was demanding that Jess work hard.  And more than that, she was showing that Jess would do it or suffer.  This was not going in the direction that Jess wanted. 
 
    Jess did not want to be a ponygirl.  She had made it clear to everyone that she could that she did not want to be a ponygirl.  Nobody cared. In fact, they were very careful to make sure that she could not escape and that she had to do whatever these people wanted.  That was not what she expected from a program of volunteer ponygirls.  Were there actually volunteer ponygirls?  She looked at Resistance.  How long has that girl been a ponygirl?  In spite of her name, she did not seem to show any signs of resisting her situation.  Was she a volunteer?  Where there any volunteers?  Was this ponygirl just obedient because she had to be, or did she actually enjoy this?  All of this was becoming too much for Jess.  At the end of the day only one thing mattered.  Jess did not want to be a ponygirl.  She did not intend to be a ponygirl.  She was going to figure out a way not to be a ponygirl.  But until she could do that, they had her, they had her good, and she was going to be trained as a ponygirl.  What she wanted made no difference. 
 
    Jess was getting more of the feel for the high stepping.  It, in many ways, was easier than just trying to walk in the pony boots.  There was even a slight spring in the boot that help you step up.  Not that she liked it.  She looked again at Resistance.  Jess did not look anything like that.  Jess knew that her steps were jerky.  She did not have a smooth movement from one step to the next.   
 
    She would actually like to have a smoother step.  If she did something she liked to do it right, and right now she felt bad about the fact that she was doing such a shitty job of this.  She may not want to be a ponygirl, but she did not like looking like an idiot either.  She had thought about the idea that if she was hopeless at learning this shit maybe they would let her go, but Sara knew her too well.  Sara would know if Jess was malingering.  And Jess knew what would happen then.  Disturbingly Sara had not only demonstrated no inclination to free Jess but had punished her.  Significantly, Jess had been punished not for open resistance but as a part of training.  She had been whipped because she had not stepped high enough.  She was being beaten to make her do a better job training.  This was a scary new side of Sara.   
 
    The other part of the problem was that Sara was not likely to retreat from this new attitude.  She had been shy and retiring and was more than willing to let Jess be the controlling one in the relationship.  Both Sara and Jess were now experiencing a new dynamic in the relationship.  It was not a change that Jess welcomed, but it was out of her hands.  More importantly, as Sara became more comfortable in her new role, and so long as the means to control and dominate her were in Sara’s hands, Jess knew that over time Sara would only become more dominant.  Worse, it is probable that subjected to careful and well controlled domination Jess would slowly become submissive.  She could not let that happen.  But what could she do? 
 
    For another ten or twenty minutes they continued to walk in the circle.  Jess was being conscious about lifting her legs and it was becoming more natural.  Sara had walked along just behind her for many turns of the circle. If her leg was too high, she would tap her on the top of the thigh.  If her leg was not high enough, there would be a tap on the back of the thigh.  If she was bending forward, something she was not even aware of, she got a firm tap on the bottom of her breasts.  She really hated that one. 
 
    Then Sara had left her to go stand next to the other trainer.  They stood by the side and watched the ponies go round and round.  Jess noticed that the other trainer did not have a quirk in her hands but a long fucking whip.  That thing would be able to reach the ponies on most of the track.  That was not encouraging. 
 
    When Sara walked over to the fence, put down her quirk, and came back with a similar whip Jess swallowed hard.  Fuck, was she going to whip her? 
 
    Then Sara came back next to Jess.  Using the whip in her right hand she pointed to Resistance.  Then she tapped the back of Jess right leg with the body of the whip.  She waited a couple of seconds, then tapped it again.  This went on three or four times.  Jess was trying to figure out what was going on.  In between she would point to the other pony. 
 
    Suddenly, the light came on.  When Sara had tapped Jess’ thigh it was just when Resistance was stepping with her right leg.  She wanted her in step with the other pony.   
 
    She nodded her head and whinnied.  Sara actually laughed at that.  Jess blushed, but then she skipped and stepped.  She was still just off the step of the other pony, so she did a small skip and adjustment.  Now she was in step.  
 
    “Good girl.”  Sara cooed from just behind her.  Jess first reaction was to puff at the ‘compliment’, but then the demeaning nature of it hit her.  She slumped feeling like she had been defeated.   
 
    SSSWWWOOOSSSHHH - - - - - - TTTHHRRRAACKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAA 
 
    Sara had seen her slump.  That was not allowed. This whip hurt a lot more than the damn quirk.  Her bottom must be a real sight.  It certainly hurt.  She could feel at least half a dozen separate marks from the training so far.  She really wanted to touch them and massage her poor flesh, but that was not allowed. 
 
    She did not need any more stripes.  Jess straightened up, at least as much as she could with her back bowed by the leather harness.  A firm tap on her right thigh caused her to look at Resistance.  Fuck! She had lost the step.  She knew she was about to get another cut.  She did not want that.  At least Sara had given her a warning.  She quickly took it and got in step.  She would have to pay attention.  If she got out of step again, she was certain it would be painful. 
 
    Around and around the ponies pranced.  Jess was getting the feel of the boots.  Because the ankle support was so good, it was easier than she thought to walk.  There was little chance of turning an ankle.  The springy support to the arch put her in a very unnatural posture, but she was adjusting to it.   
 
    Watching the other pony and staying with her was helpful.  She had to watch carefully at first as her steps were not quite the same and she kept losing the step.  She carefully examined the movement.  She found herself making changes to her step.  She tried her best to match both the pace and the height of her steps.  After several times around the circle, it was getting easier.  She was nowhere as smooth as Resistance.  She did not have the grace she was seeing, but she felt like her performance was much better.  It made it easier to move. 
 
    Wait a minute!  Why was she doing this?  She should not be feeling any satisfaction for being able to copy the fucking ponygirl.  They were teaching her to be a ponygirl.  She did not want that.  She wanted to be released.  But they were not going to release her.  She could just refuse.  But the whip hurt.  It really hurt.  And she still felt the pain in her bottom from being caned.  She could not take another round of that.  There was no real choice.  Resistance was not an option.  It would only bring pain followed by compliance.   
 
    After about an hour of prancing in a circle Jess’ legs were starting to feel very heavy.  She was in pretty good shape.  She walked and jogged a lot, but this prancing thing working a lot of muscles that did not get that exact use.  In addition, she could not close her mouth and her tongue was trapped under the flange of the bit.  She found herself panting.  She was thirsty.  She was really thirsty.  If she were out jogging now, she would just reach into her fanny pack – that she always wore – pull out her water bottle and give herself a squirt.  She did not have a fanny pack with a water bottle.  She did not have use of her hands.  She did not even have real clothing.  Instead, she was strapped into this fucking pony tack with her back arched.   
 
    If she were out jogging, she would decide when to stop and take a break.  Not now, not here.  Even though she was always very demanding on herself, she could never have imagined being whipped if she did not do exactly as she was commanded.  This was fucked up beyond imagination.  It was compounded by the fact that Sara, Sara the wimp, Sara the girl she had dominated, was no longer a wimp, no longer the submissive, and was fully and painfully in control. 
 
    “Whoa.”  Sara shouted and brought the machine to a halt.   
 
    Jess found herself panting.  Worse, she could feel saliva running down from her mouth.  A long string dripped onto the top of her naked breasts.  She tried to shift her head back and forth to throw it loose, but that did not work.  Instead, it just swung back and forth like the string on a fiddle.  She stopped moving.  
 
    The other trainer walked over to Resistance.  She had a bottle in her hand, a plastic bottle with a nipple on the end. Jess watched as Resistance took the nipple behind her bit and began to work it.   
 
    Sara was at her side with a similar bottle.  Jess was really thirsty.  Seeing Resistance watered only made her thirstier.  Sara held up a similar bottle to her face.  She looked at it.  Drinking this way was so demeaning.  But what if she refused.  They might beat her until she complied, but more frightening, Sara may just decide not to give her the water.  She really needed the water. 
 
    Jess turned her head toward the nipple and felt it pushed into her mouth.  Sara held it up on top of her tongue flange.  Gravity brought the water to the nipple.  All Jess had to do was work at it with her bit.  As she did water sprayed into the back of her mouth.  That felt and tasted soooo good.   
 
    Ok, this was worth it.  She really needed the water.  It did not matter how it was provided.  She was getting what she needed and that was it. 
 
    Before she was ready to say she had enough Sara was done.  The bottle was withdrawn.  Jess could see that there was still a lot of water in the bottle.  She wanted that water.  She shook her head back and forth.  She issued a sound that sounded more like a whine than anything else. 
 
    Sara smiled.  She patted Jess on the side of the head.  “That is enough for now.  You will get more later.”   
 
    Jess continued to whine.  But Sara had made up her mind. 
 
    The machine started up again, and they were once again walking – prancing.         
 
    The training continued.  Jess tried to not think about what was going on.  She tried to just be in the moment and do what had to be done to save her bottom.  Somehow, she was going to get to Sara and convince her to let her go.  It is very hard to be persuasive when you are so completely restrained, not able to talk, and subject to painful punishment for each and every failure.  Failing that, she would figure out a way to escape.  There had to be some way out of this.  She was not, she was just not, going to let them keep her and make her into a ponygirl.  That was not going to happen. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
     It was Jess’ second morning as a ponygirl.  That was two mornings too many as far as she was concerned.  She was standing again, as the twilight of dawn grew in the east, tied by her reins – her fucking reins – to the hitching post at the front of the stable.   
 
    Resistance was right there next to her.  Resistance.  She certainly did not match her name.  Jess had spent the entire previous day with her.  She had followed her around matching her actions and step.  She knew how she moved, she knew how the muscles on her thighs moved, how her breasts bobbed, how her head moved when she stepped, and how her tail – yes, her tail – swished between her thighs when she stepped.  Jess knew all those things about her.  But she did not know anything else.  She did not know who Resistance was before she was a pony.  She did not know how she had become a pony.  She did not know how long she had been this way.  Most important to Jess, she did not know if Resistance had been named as a misnomer because she was always so compliant or if what Jess saw now was the result of training and conditioning.  She could only hope and pray that this girl had always been submissive and compliant.  Otherwise, she might be looking at herself at some point in the future.  That thought was not acceptable. 
 
    Yesterday had been a hard day of training.  No individual portion had been overly demanding, but she had had to keep her head in the game all the time.  Most of the day was spent walking, no, prancing.  She was required to follow Resistance and to keep in perfect step with her.  Then there were periods of nothing.  Standing tied to a rail or something.  During those periods she was required to face nothing, or even worse, a blank wall.  She was required to stand still.  If she looked around or moved around, she received a stinging reminder of what was required.  When had Sara learned to use that whip?  It seemed that she could reach Jess with almost perfect aim from as far away as 15 feet.  This led to the dilemma of not knowing if she was being watched, and being afraid to do anything for fear she was.  If you don’t think that just standing is tasking, try standing looking at the wall without moving for an hour or so.  That is NOT relaxing time. And time moves very slowly under such circumstances.  
 
    They spent a lot of time on the hot walker (Jess learned that is what the thing with the arms was called.)  On that first day they never went faster than a walk.  Then they worked on a 12” wide white line.  It was about a hundred feet long and had grid marks its entire length.  She was required to walk up the line following Resistance in perfect step, never stepping outside the boundary of the line with her feet landing on the cross gride with each step.  There were a number of different lines, Jess thought that each one had a different distance between the cross grids.  This was a real challenge because Jess’ pony tack, with the high collar, did not let her look down at her feet.  She had to judge where to step from watching Resistance, and from the reminders delivered to her bottom by her ‘friend’ Sara.  Resistance set the pace and the step.    Jess was required to follow exactly.  Her step had to be perfect distance and her feet had to stay within the line. The only positive is that Sara had gone back to the quirk for this.  It hurt, but not near as much as the whip.   
 
    Jess had concentrated on what she was doing and worked hard.  For the moment she forgot how much she resented what they were doing to her.  It was easier to focus on the job at hand.  It also occupied her mind and stopped her from feeling sorry for herself. 
 
    On the third time up the line, Sara smiled into Jess’ face.  Stroked the side of her head and told her: “Good girl.  You are such a good pony.” 
 
    At first Jess started to feel anger welling up inside of her, but then she felt something pushed into her mouth.   
 
    What the fuck?  It was a candy.  Sara had just put a candy in her mouth.  She had pushed it into Jess’ cheek behind the front of her bit.  A sudden sensation of sweetness invaded her mouth.  That really tasted good. 
 
    She had only been fed pony pellets on the evening of her conversion, twice yesterday (morning and evening), and again this morning.  It was not terrible, but it was bland, and this sweet tasted really good.  She hated that it was an acknowledgment of her acquiescence, she should show her distain by spitting it out, but in only two days she had already come to want this.  She worried it against her cheek and let the sweet flavor permeate her mouth. She was even allowed to just stand for a few minutes and enjoy her treasure.   
 
    The results of the day were that she was exhausted when she was returned to her stall at the end of the day.  Stripped of her tack and boots, but with her arms restrained, her legs restricted in the braces, and a chain fasted to her clit ring; she was not going anywhere.  She wanted to try to talk to the girl in the stall next to her, but there were noises and movement in the stable, and more than wanting to talk to the other girl, she did not want another caning.  She ate her dinner from her trough, every pellet, and then lay down to rest.  She figured when things quieted down, she would try to talk.  That did not happen.  She was ‘out like a light’ within moments of relaxing in the straw. 
 
    The morning routine of eating, being cleansed inside and out, tacked up, tailed, and returned to wait on her trainer, all before the sun came up was an almost perfect copy of the day before.  This was her future so long as she was a ponygirl.  Not encouraging from Jess’ perspective. 
 
    She needed a plan.  Yes, a plan.  But what would it be?  Her first plan had not really been a plan.  It had been Sara.  Her friend, her friend who brought her to this place would save her. Certainly, her friend would not let this happen to her.  That plan was trashed.  It turned out that not only would her ‘friend’ NOT save her; it was her friend who had undertaken to enslave her in the first place.   And what a job she had done. Jess pulled at her arms in anger with herself for being so naive.   
 
    “Let me practice on you.”  Sara had asked.   
 
    “Sure, what are friends for?”  Jess had gone along.  She had no idea how effective this pony tack was.  Sara was so much smaller than her, and she was so much more dominant in their relationship.  She had no expectation that when Sara had her in the pony tack that Jess would lose all control.  She should have never let Sara put that tack on her.  How could she be so fucking stupid.  She shook her upper body in frustration.  That was not something she was allowed to do when in a waiting position, so she immediately stopped and tensed.  If there was a trainer watching she was going to get a stripe on her bottom.  She took a deep breath.  Then she took another.  Nothing, still nothing.  She had gotten away with it.  At least she hoped she had.  If Sara had been watching the punishment may not be instantaneous.  It was terrible knowing that Sara, or the other trainer could be standing behind her.  Almost always the ponies were positioned so they were facing away from where the trainers were, or where things were happening.  This meant that the pony could be observed without knowing if it was being watched.  Just the act of trying to see what was going on was enough to earn the pony a painful correction.  Jess had already learned this lesson several times the day before.  She was learning to be very careful. 
 
    Her breathing became easier as more time went on and there was no sign of Sara or the other trainer.  She was beginning to understand how Resistance had been conditioned to just stand there.  A pony needed to control its curiosity, even though their status, as converted from young women, tended to make them very curious indeed.  Sara now understood that Resistance had learned to control it.  That did not mean it had gone away, just that she could now suppress the urges.  She wanted to see everything she could.  She needed as much information as she could get, because Plan A, Sara’s help, had been a complete bust.  Plan B needed to rely upon something, or someone else.  Jess was not sure what Plan B was yet.  That is why she needed as much information as possible, but she had to be very surreptitious about how she gathered it. She also had to appear to be acting as a proper ponygirl is expected to act.  Knowing when the trainers were behind her was something she wanted to know for personnel reference, but it had no bearing on Plan B.  For Plan B she would just gather general information and then work from there. 
 
    She needed to know where the fences were.  She needed to know where the guards were.  She needed to know how her captors controlled the ponygirls.  Were there times and conditions when a ponygirl was not under direct control?  Most importantly, were there times when the arms would be released from this restraint?  So far, she had not experienced that, but it had only been a few days.  FUCK! A few days.  She had had her arms restrained behind her back now for a few days.  The throbbing in her shoulders had even subsided.  Her body was adjusting.  The restraint was carefully designed to not restrict her circulation.  She was afraid that if left like this she could develop a blood clot, but she was pretty sure they also knew that.  They would have to do something about that risk.  Would that provide an opportunity?  She would have to see.  Plan B meant quietly gather information.  She could do this. 
 
    Jess’ reverie was interrupted by the approach of Sara and the other trainer.  Jess met the arrival with mixed emotions.  She did not like being under the control of her former friend.  She did not like the training.  She did not like the degrading aspects of this but standing restrained to the fucking rail was sooooo boring.  Training might be painful, no, would be painful, but at least it made time go by.   
 
    The two ponygirls were led over to the hot walker.  Jess looked up her reins to Sara’s hand holding them as she walked.  She wanted to show her distain for this but did not.  She would have liked to give her a kick, but she was hobbled.  It was clear that anything she did to resist would only end in her humiliation.   
 
    At the edge of the corral with the hot walker Sara turned back to Jess.  She smiled as she lifted up a metal pole.  It was very small in diameter, but about six feet long.  She held one end in front of Jess and clipped a small ring in the end of the bar to the shackle in Jess left breast.  Lifting the bar parallel to the ground she fastened Jess right breast shackle to the bar.   
 
    The other trainer had led Resistance over to Jess’ right.  The bar was lifted in front of the other pony and her breasts were clipped to the right side of the bar.  The effect was that the ponies stood side by side separated by about a foot.  Because there was no slack in the connections of their breasts to the bar they could not turn from side to side.  And, with the stiff collars of the tack Jess found she could not even look over and see her ‘partner’.  
 
    Once both ponies were connected to the bar they were led forward, and the bar was fastened to one arm of the device by a ring at the center of the bar.  When the device was turned on, they would be pulled forward side by side. 
 
    Only then were the hobbles removed.   
 
    Jess waited in anticipation.  She would now be walking next to Resistance.  She was used to looking at her walking in front and taking the step from her.  What was going to happen now? 
 
    The mechanical sound of the device signaled its start, and a jerk at Jess nipples forced her to step forward.  Just one more means of controlling her.  They pulled her around by her nose, by her clit, by reins to a bit in her mouth, and now even by the shackles just behind her nipples.  All of these were effective.  Each worked, and each was demeaning.  She was not even sure which was the worse.  Being led by the ring in her clit was a serious candidate, but there was something about having a ring in your nose and being led by that that was hard to top.  No, this was not a real contest.  Each of these means of control had its own level of humiliation.  She was helpless to resist the use of each and every one of these things and each one commanded her as something less than human. 
 
    Jess did not like not being able to see her partner.  She had only trained with her for a single day, but she had become very accustomed to measuring what she did on what she saw.  Now she could see nothing of her.  
 
    Jess did not like the way the bar tugged and pulled at her breasts.  It was not heavy, and it did not hurt, although she got a good sense of just how deep the shackles in her breast flesh were imbedded.  She was sure that if they pulled the bar up into the air she could be suspended by her breasts.  That would hurt.  Hopefully they would not do something like that to her. 
 
    Then there was a tap on her right butt cheek.  Then on her left.  It was not hard.  But it got her attention.  What was that about?  Then again on the right, then the left.  Each tap was getting just a little harder.  Ok, she was supposed to figure something out, and if she failed the taps were pretty soon going to hurt. So, what was . . . duh, she adjusted her step so that her right foot stepped with the tap on her right cheek, followed by the left with the tap.   
 
    The taps stopped.  Jess could feel the bar move smoothly with her steps.  She realized that before it had been pushing and pulling at her.  She and Resistance were now in step.  That is what was to be achieved.  She concentrated on trying to feel the movement, not just of the bar that joined them, but the sound of their hooves hitting the ground and the feel of the body moving a few inches from hers. 
 
    She was now feeling what she had been watching the day before.  She coordinated her movement to match.  There was a rhythm there that she could feel.  They were moving counterclockwise, and her partner was on the right, so her partner was making a just slightly larger circle than Jess was.  Still, she found it easy to adjust her step so that they were right together.  Only a few times would the bar shift forward or back, and then only slightly.  For four or five turns around the corral there was no punishing strike to either pony.  That, in and of itself, was a marvel.  
 
    Jess raised her knees with each step.  She did not want to be whipped and it was necessary to keep the correct rhythm.  She wondered what they must look like.  She would much rather by standing on the side watching this exercise as opposed to being required to perform it. She wondered if she would be as upset and offended if she were just a witness to the degradation of others who were doing this.  Certainly, there were enough masochists around to do this.  They did not need to humiliate someone like Jess who did not want this.  That, it seemed, would be a better game plan than this.  But the level of restraint, and the layers of control, made it clear that they did not need, maybe even did not want, voluntary compliance.   
 
    Jess wished she could look down at the bar holding her by her breasts, but the tight collar on her tack prevented that.  As she pranced her body moved slightly from one side to the other.  The bar, however, was also connected to her partner to her right.  It did not move with her.  Instead, as she stepped her breasts were pulled and pushed by the rings holding them, just behind each nipple, to the bar.  It was not painful, certainly not erotic.  It was more annoying.   
 
    When they were advanced to a trot Jess again struggled to find the step.  She had to judge by the sound and slight shifts in the bar to get her partner’s step.  When her partner stepped with her right foot (hoof) the bar shifted inward toward Jess.  When she stepped with the left foot it pulled slightly away from Jess.  Because it was connected to the breasts of Resistance, who was the pace pony, Jess learned that she should use this to help her keep in step.   
 
    Her ‘friend’ Sara helped.  If Jess step was behind Resistance Sara gave her a good swipe with the crop on the back of her thigh. If she was ahead of the step, it was to the front of the thigh.  Sara, jogged along next to Jess for several turns of the corral, correcting her steps until she was comfortable that Jess had found the pace.  Then Sara stepped aside and watched from there.  As Jess came around, she could see that Sara had transferred her crop for a whip.  Failure to keep in step was going to be a lot more painful now.   
 
    Jess did not know who this Sara was.  It was certainly not the girl she had lived with for the last months.  It was not the tentative weak Sara who deferred to Jess on almost everything.  That Sara would not be letting this happen.  That Sara would not be controlling Jess in this way. 
 
    Jess did not want to do this.  It was not fun; it was humiliating and painful.  She wanted out of these restraints.  She wanted to leave this place and go home.  She did not want to submit to any more of this.  But she did not know how to make that happen. She was so much bigger and stronger than Sara.  Sara had never before questioned Jess’ dominance in their relationship.  But that had all changed.   This was a new Sara.  This was a commanding Sara.  She may be much smaller and certainly not as strong as Jess, but Jess was not in a position to use either her strength or size.  She was completely under Sara’s control.  As much as Jess would have found the concept unimaginable only a few days ago.  Here she was.  She was restrained in such a way to make her unable to use her strength.  Sara had whips and crops and other things she could use to punish Jess herself, and Jess had learned during her conversion that she could be sent to be caned.  That had been terrible.  She would never have believed that it could be so painful.  She did not want to ever be caned again.  Yet, she knew that Sara could cause it to happen with only a wave of her hand and that Jess would have no way to prevent or mitigate the punishment.  That fact hurt. 
 
    Jess had believed that if she could talk to Sara, just talk to her, person to person, she could get her to understand that this was wrong.  She could convince her to let Jess go.  But even that was not allowed her.  The awful bit in her mouth kept her mouth partially open all the time, trapped her tongue, and made any kind of articulate speech impossible.  And, even trying was enough to get her caned.  But even if she was not afraid of the cane the limitations on her speech from the bit would have made anything she said sound like baby talk.  How could she be convincing if she sounded like that?  She needed to figure out a way to get Sara to remove the bit and to let her talk.  But how could she do that?  Sara seemed to have no interest in doing that.  Sara seemed to have no interest in treating her as a person.  Sara wanted her as a ponygirl.  How could Jess ever hope to overcome that? 
 
    A ponygirl was an animal.  She was no longer a person.  She needed to understand that she was owned and controlled by others.  She had to learn to be completely dependent upon those who owned and controlled her.  No meaningful resistance would be brooked, and any such attempt quickly squelched.  Jess was in trouble.  She was in a great deal of trouble.

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    Sara had ended the day before feeling almost giddy.  She had been so nervous going into the day.  She was sure that she would fail, but Marilyn had been there with her and had helped guide her. 
 
    She had known that she needed to be strong and assertive.  That had never been her role in her relationship with Jess.  How was she going to be able to do it now?  Fortunately, Jess was not only completely controlled through her restraints; she was off balance and confused by her rapid descent into her situation.  Sara had been able to capitalize on this.  And assert control.   
 
    The very first time that she wielded a punishing blow to the pony that had once been her closest friend she had not put anything behind it.  It was more a symbolic strike.  Sara had expected Jess to turn and stare her down.  But Jess could not turn, Jess could not stare her down because Jess had only limited movement of her head.  Marilyn, however, had looked at her and shook her head.  She didn’t say anything, but Sara knew.  She needed to do better. 
 
    The next correction of the pony came soon, and Sara made sure to put her arm into the strike.  She was not sure if Jess even knew at that point that it was Sara who had hit her, but the squeal that emanated from her was pure music.  And Jess had instantly corrected her behavior.   
 
    Sara had done it.  She had taken control of the pony and was making it follow her direction.  She could not believe how easy it was to control such a large animal when it was properly restrained and adorned.  Leading her by the ring in her nose was so easy.  She never pulled back.  Sara wondered at how much it hurt. At least enough to keep her from testing it.  But how humiliating it must be.  She could see the leash attached to the ring in her nose as she was led.  She could not even pretend that it was not there.  She was just like some common animal.  Jess was a proud girl she must be having a terrible time with that.  Sara quickly put that thought out of her mind.  She could not think of the old Jess.  This was not Jess; this was Northern Lights.  This was a ponygirl.  Of course, it was a large powerful creature.  The difference in size and weight between humans and equines had never prevented humans from dominating and controlling the other.  Jess was now just a pony.  She needed to be controlled.  And it was Sara’s job to do that. 
 
    Right now, this creature was not Northern Lights.  It was still Jess.  Marylin had talked Sara through the process.  It was necessary for Jess to disappear in order for Northern Lights to come forward.  But she did not want a broken useless creature.  Jess was a prime candidate for being a ponygirl, not just because of her size and athleticism but because of her strong spirit.  A good ponygirl needed to have strong spirit to be a good competitor.  The trick was that her strength also made it hard to convert her.   
 
    Jess was being compliant, at least right now.  But Sara knew that not only had Jess not accepted what had been done to her, she was pretty sure it would not last.  She was so used to being the one in control of the relationship that she had not accepted that Sara had no intention of letting her go.  Sara knew that Jess was still figuring out how she was going to make that happen. 
 
    Jess exerted control in her relationship with Sara in a number of ways.  One, she used her size.  She would stand and expand her body.  It was not done in a threatening manner, but it was still intimidating.  It was a manifestation of control.  Jess was still much larger and stronger than Sara, but her pony tack restricted the use of her arms and legs.  With the addition of the control features now embedded in her flesh, Sara did not feel at all intimidated by her, and combined with the use of a crop or whip Sara had been able to cause the pony version of Jess to follow her directions. 
 
    Jess’ second means of showing control was her voice.  She had a commanding tone and was always able to say just the right thing.  Sara never seemed to be able to win an argument with Jess.  No more.  Ponies don’t speak.  Jess had been bitted.  The bit covered her tongue and attached to a piercing placed through it.  Intelligible speech was a thing of the past for her.  In addition, any attempt to try to speak was instantly punished.  Jess had already been caned for trying.  Sara could see that the stripes from the caning still hurt.  It was not going to be Jess’ last caning.  After all, she was high spirited.  She would have a sore bottom many times before she became Northern Lights.  And even thereafter Sara did not expect the pony’s bottom to be free from discipline. 
 
    So that removed two major ways that Jess would use to regain control.  The next was more difficult.  She had a stare that was, well, in her own way she was Medusa.  One look and she could turn you to stone.  Sara felt strong and in control, but she knew that if Jess was able to look her in the eyes, she would lose her composure.  Jess would know that too. Sara needed to prevent that from happening.  
 
    As helpless as Jess was in her tack, she would still be trying to make communication with Sara.  She would be trying to establish a link between them in their old relationship.  Fortunately, Jess’ tack also kept her head straight and her chin up.  Sara had even had the grooms add blinders, i.e., flaps of leather at the sides of her face to remove her peripheral vision. It was a little early in her training, but Sara thought it would help. She was sure that Jess hated those.  Fortunately, the helpless pony could do nothing to prevent it.  She would learn that what she wore, what she did, and when she did it were all to be decided by others.  Her role was to obey and learn.  Marylin had taught Sara that from this point forward her relationship to the pony was its God.  This also meant that she would love, even praise, the pony, but she would be uncompromising in her control.  There was to be no quarter granted.  The relationship from this point forward was one way.  Sara would direct and the pony would obey.  Anything less than full unequivocal obedience would be punished.  She could give some room for learning, but never for lack of effort.  And resistance would be immediately crushed. 
 
    The big challenge had not yet arrived, but it would come any time, and could come without warning.  The pony was in denial at this point.  She was sure that somehow, she would figure out a way to get Sara to release her.  That, of course, was not going to happen.  Once Jess fully realized that Sara was not going to let her go, and that Sara was going to be her trainer, and that Sara was going to punish her until she obeyed, there was going to be an explosion. 
 
    Jess did not have a hair trigger.  She was one who was in control and would build slowly, but when she did go off, she could really explode.   Sara remembered once occasion when they had a run in with some stupid loud-mouthed girls at a bar.  Sara was sure they were going to all be arrested.  She was shocked when out of nowhere Jess ended the discussion with two well placed punches.  One to the lead antagonists stomach followed by a blow to the jaw.  The opponent crumbled like a bag of potatoes.  The contest was over before it had started.   
 
    Sara did not have to worry about Jess’ fists.  They were locked up behind her back.  Sara did not even see Jess’ arms, they were restrained in the metal brace and then laced up in the leather armbinder.  The grooms would see them when they cared for her, but Sara could not even see them.  Jess would not be swinging her arms and fists.  She had very strong legs, but Sara had learned to stay away from her feet.  Jess would be tightly hobbled except when she was walking, trotting, cantering, or galloping.  And whenever that happened, she would be connected to either a cart/sulky or some training device.  It would be very difficult for her to aim a well-placed kick.  And she could not bite.  The bit kept her mouth open.  Sara could even reach inside her mouth if she wanted with no fear.  None of this, however, would prevent Jess from exploding.  In fact, the extent of her helplessness was only going to make it all the worse.  It would come.  Sara needed to keep her eyes open and be prepared.  The anger and rage would manifest themselves in some very disruptive behaviors.  That would be a test moment for Sara, but it was not here yet.  Before that happened Jess had to be convinced that Sara was not her ticket to freedom.   
 
    When the training bar was fastened to Jess breast shackles and then to the other pony’s Sara felt a twinge between her legs.  This was so sexy.  When the ponies were fastened by the bar to the hot walker and made to come into step without being able to see each other, Sara was quite proud of Lights.  Sara had walked behind her and used her crop to get her old friend into step.  It had not taken long for Lights to figure it out.  Soon the ponies were prancing in step.    
 
    Sara had given her pony a few reminders to fix her posture and step, but all in all, for the first time they had done this it was remarkable.  Sara could not complain, and Marilyn seemed very pleased. 
 
    Even when the ponies were made to trot while connected, they did a great job.  Sara had stood back with her whip waiting for the need – or maybe just a chance – to use it, but the ponies were surprisingly together.  
 
    Sara had been practicing with the whip.  It was not as easy as one might think.  It was not just a matter of getting it where you wanted.  It was important to get the right amount of force and the pop at the right point.  Leaving a good straight line was very important, but it was also important not to break the skin.  The pony would heal from the stripes in a few days.  Broken skin created the risk of infection and could put a pony out of training during recovery.  Sara had practiced on pieces of fruit and vegetables propped on sticks.  She started with thick skinned fruit, i.e., melons, and worked down to thin skinned produce like peaches and eggplant.  These were easy to make, and even easier to mare.  A good even hit with the broad tip of the whip could bruise the vegetable without breaking through its skin.  This was the objective.  She had worked hard.  But Jess was not an eggplant.  Her bottom was not a fruit or a vegetable.  It was not exactly a clean canvas, she had been caned, and those marks were there to be seen, but Sara needed to add hers.  She had used her crop the day before and for part of this day, but she needed to use her whip.  She needed Jess to realize that she was being whipped by Sara.  She needed to leave her whip marks on her friend.  That would help communicate the new nature of the relationship.  That would help Jess understand that Sara was not her means of escape, and that Sara was going to be dominant and controlling, and that Jess was going to have to do whatever Sara wanted.  That was an important crossroads in the transfer from Jess to Northern Lights. 
 
    When the ponies were stopped to be watered Sara approached Jess from her left side, keeping to the side and behind her.  She did not want to give the pony a chance to lash out with her feet. She did not think it would happen right now, but there would be a time and it was a good idea to practice proper and safe procedures. 
 
    Sara held up the bottle for Jess to drink.  She pushed the long nipple back over her bit so that she could take in the much-wanted water.  Sara smiled, in only the second day of training her pony had already learned how to work the nipple and get the water. 
 
    With her other hand she caressed the flank of her new possession.  The ponies had not yet worked hard enough to break a sweat, but her skin was warm.  It felt so good. 
 
    “Good girl.”  She continued to stroke.  “I knew you had this in you.”  Sara felt Jess’ muscles tighten, just a little, but noticeable.  Clearly, she did not like that.  Jess was breathing deeply but was still able to get mouthfuls of water.   
 
    When Sara felt she had given her enough she removed the bottle.  Jess did not seem to want to give it up, but she had no choice.  She shook her head back and forth. 
 
    “There, there.  Don’t want to give you a cramp.”  She paused and stroked the side of her old friend’s head.  It was not a romantic touch.  It was the way one petted a loved animal.  “Such a good girl.”  Again, Jess tightened and flinched.  Sara smiled (something the pony could not see) and then slipped a hard candy into the pony’s mouth pushing it past her bit and into her cheek.   
 
    Jess gave her head a slight shake with the surprise of the hand coming into her mouth, but then stopped when the sweetness of candy began to melt into her mouth.  She stopped moving her head. 
 
    Sara knew that with her tongue trapped below the brank she could not use it to worry the candy.  There was so much metal in the pony’s mouth that if she wasn’t careful, she could pop the candy right out. Sara did not want that, and clearly with just the first taste of sugar, Jess did not want that either.  Sara had been a little worried that Jess might spit out the candy in protest.  Especially when giving it was combined with the verbal actions of reducing Jess from a person to an animal.  But, even after only two days, Jess wanted the reward.  She had not yet identified it as a reward.  That would come later, right now it was just something sweet to take her mind off of her plight. 
 
    The treat would help establish the nature of the relationship between the trainer and the pony.  It was subtle, but just accepting the candy helped make Jess more subservient to Sara and another step down the road to becoming Northern Lights. 
 
    After a short rest the ponies were worked again in tandem stepping at a walk and then a trot on the hot walker.  Jess as the subservient pony, i.e., the pony on the left was getting very good at picking up the pace and step from the pace pony.  Sara had used her whip a couple of times.  She felt she had done it accurately and effectively.  There were now four or five (had she hit her that many times?) red patches on Light’s bottom and thighs.  But it was time to move on to new things.   
 
    Jess was hobbled and then disconnected from the training bar that had connected her to her ‘partner’ pony.  Using her nose ring as a leash point Sara led her back to the stable area.  She had picked the nose ring for two reasons.  She wanted to be able to control Jess’ head, and she wanted the stronger message of control that it sent. 
 
    As she expected when she looked at Jess, Jess would try to make eye contact with her.  She kept her eyes away from Jess’ eyes.  Once she even used the nose leash to push Jess’ face to the side so she could touch her with her other hand.  With her left hand holding Jess’ head away her right hand patted the side, then the breast, then carefully caressed the pony’s nipple.  Jess gasped, then shivered, but she did not try to pull away.  Sara was holding tight to the leash only a few inches from Jess’ nose.  Sara marveled at how well it worked.  That thing must really hurt a lot, either that, or Jess was enjoying the attention to her breasts. 
 
    After working one nipple, Sara moved her attention to the other one.  Both nipples now peaked in hard little nubs.  Sara wanted to take the nipples in her mouth.  Given the difference in height between her and Jess, especially with Jess standing in the pony boots, the nipples were just below her mouth level.  But she decided to refrain from that for now.  It was enough just to manually manipulate them.  She could hear Jess’ breathing become more rapid.  Ha, Sara thought.  She likes this.   
 
    Sara kept working the now sensitive breasts for over a minute before she finally stopped.  It was time for her to meet Marilyn for lunch.  The pony would have to wait for now.   
 
    Sara wrapped the leash line from Jess’ nose to a ring in the wall of the stable.  She left only about six inches of line from the nose to the wall.  Jess would stand with her face to the wall until Sara was ready to continue her training. 
 
    As soon as Sara let go, Jess started to try to turn to look at her.  The line was too short.  She was shuffling her feet back and forth. 
 
    SSWWIIISSSHHH - - - - - - CCCRRRAAACCKKK - - - - - - -EEEOOAAAAA 
 
    Jess howled with the strike of the crop across her bottom.   
 
    “Stand straight.  Eyes front.”  Sara gave the command in as authoritative a voice as she could.  
 
    Jess wasn’t buying it.  She shuffled some more, still trying to look back behind her.  Not possible in her current situation. 
 
    SSSWWOOOSHHHHH - - - - - - TTHHRRACKKKK - - - - - OOOEEEAAAAEEE 
 
    That one was delivered with even more gusto than the last.  It got Jess’ attention.  She stopped wiggling around.  Whether it was the fear of more pain, or just the realization that she had no way to do anything other than stand there, her resistance seemed to fade, and she stood facing the wall.  It was far from the posture that Sara wanted from her, but for right now she would take it.  
 
    Then Sara left.  She had lunch with Marilyn.  The pony would wait.  It needed to learn to wait.  Patience is something that a pony had to learn.  After all, where else would a pony want to be?   
 
    Sara was very pleased with the progress of Northern Lights so far.  Marilyn agreed.  The new pony had good overall posture.  Had learned to step very well for only the second day of training, but most important she walked in her pony boots as if she had been wearing them for months.  Marilyn said that she did not remember a new pony adapting so quickly to the unique footwear that the ponies had to deal with.   
 
    It was time to up the game.  Sara had directed the stable staff to have Northern Lights attached to a training sulky/cart for afternoon training.  She could hardly wait to finish her lunch and get back to her pony.  It would be one on one this afternoon Marilyn and Resistance would not be there with her.  This was her first real solo training.  So, she needed to make sure she was as ready as she could be.   
 
    Sara faced the afternoon with mixed emotion. How was Jess going to react to being hitched to the sulky?  She may find this to be a further degradation.  She may accept it as just part of the whole experience.  But Sara was pretty sure Jess was a long way from acceptance.  There were still bridges to cross many bridges.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Jess was not happy.  Not that any part of what they had done to her over the last few days made her happy in any way, but now they had her fastened to some kind of small cart.  She had got a glimpse of it when they led her past it and then fastened the traces to her hips.  There were clips in the harness obviously designed to accept the bars that led back to the cart.  That was not a good sign. 
 
    Now that she was fastened, facing forward, she could not see the thing connected to her.  Her harness did not have enough slack to let her turn, the poles fastened to each side of her harness kept her body facing away.  The collar and check reins made sure she could not turn her head, so she could not turn to see it – or anyone who might get in.  And the addition of blinders, flat pieces extending from her bridle on the sides of her face, even removed her peripheral vision.  This was completely fucked up.  
 
    She had seen when she was led past that this was a single seat device with two large wheels, one on each side, separated by a single axle.  Those were her first impressions.  She would have loved to study the damn thing, but that was not happening.  Instead, she just stood waiting, now staring off into the landscape ahead of her.  These assholes loved to keep her waiting.  She could see a road moving straight and then splitting in two directions.  The land she could see was pretty flat.  In the distance there were undulating hills, but nothing notable.  She did not see any buildings ahead.  There were no real signs of life.  She did not see any fences.  This fucking place must be big. 
 
    She wasn’t leashed to anything else, but her ankles were hobbled, and there must have been a brake, or something set on the cart because when she did try to move it, she could tell the wheels were not turning.  She could probably still drag it around without much effort, but to what end?  She would not be able to go far at all, and she would just look stupid.  It would be even more humiliating than standing here in pony tack attached to this fucking thing. 
 
    She pulled at her arms.  Would she be surprised some time to find out her arms would come loose?  Not likely, so why did she keep doing that?  It only frustrated her. 
 
    They were going to make her pull this thing.  That made some sense.  They had talked about making her a racing pony.  She had envisioned a group of girls dressed as she was grouped together on a track like track stars.  She had not expected to be pulling someone in a cart – or for racing. What was it?  A sulky.  Yes, it looked like what she had seen in that form of racing.  She had not paid attention because it was not her favorite.  She liked horse races with the jockey on the back of the horse, not in some cart stringing along behind.  But with human ponies it did make sense.  Even with larger girls like her, putting someone right on her back would probably injure her, and she certainly would not be very fast.  But pulling a cart.  That could be an entirely different thing.  It looked light it could probably be pulled without extreme effort.  Although that would certainly have an impact on her stamina.  You could not run as fast and as far pulling a cart as you could just running free.  What the fuck!  Was she actually thinking about running for these freaks?  That was just sick.  She was not going to do what they wanted.  She did not know exactly how, but she was not going to do this.  Somehow, she was going to get out of this.  Then there was going to be blood.  People were going to pay, and it was going to start with her so called friend Sara. 
 
    If Sara did not show up right now and let her out of this stuff, If she did not immediately let her go, then she was going to . . . well she would have to get loose first, but she was going to do that, and then.  Then it was going to be very painful for her old friend. 
 
    Jess jumped when she felt a hand on her thigh.  She had been so lost in herself that she had not heard anyone approach. 
 
    “Such a good girl.  I can tell you are going to be great.” 
 
    It was Sara.  She was talking to her like she was a small child, or worse, an animal.  She was fucking tired of being treated as an animal.  She could not see Sara because she was behind her, and this tack did not allow her to look back.  She could only hear her and feel her touch and presence. 
 
    She heard a clicking sound and felt something between her ankles.  Sara had removed her hobble.  She would have liked to give her a good kick just to try to establish some level to their relationship, but Sara had wisely stayed to her side.  If she tried to kick out in that direction, she would have virtually no force and would in all likelihood lose her balance and fall.  It would only be a humiliating exercise.   
 
    Jess tried to move her tongue around.  She wanted to yell at Sara, but she was not able to form any words.  She could feel the brank sitting on top of her tongue and fastened to it by means of the ball on top of the piercing through her tongue.  She could make no sounds that were understandable words.  She had stopped even trying when this awful bit was in her mouth.  Not only did trying to talk get her punished; it was dehumanizing.   
 
    Jess twisted in her tack.  She tried to get her body turned enough so she could at least look at Sara.  If she could just make eye contact with her that would let her open communications.  She needed Sara to know that she needed to be released.  She needed to be released NOW! 
 
    SSWWOOOSHHHH - - - - - - - CCCRRAAACKKKK - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAA 
 
    FUCK! That hurt.  She was not allowed to squirm around in her tack.  Not that it helped at all.  She had not been able to get anywhere near where she could look back.  She had only gotten a sore bottom. 
 
    “Silly pony.  You know better than that.” 
 
    The fuck she did.  All she was trying to do was make eye contact with her old friend, not the fucking pony trainer she was pretending to be.  Sara had no right to treat her like this.  There must be others standing by.  The other trainer that had been with Sara earlier and had hovered over everything that was being done.  If she had Sara alone, away from those influences, then she could get her to be Sara the friend again.  But she could not see what was happening back there, and just the attempt to look had gotten her whipped.  She hated being whipped.  It hurt, it hurt a lot, but it was also degrading.  Certainly, Sara could see that.  She must know how wrong this all was. 
 
    There was movement behind her.  She could feel the traces moving at her sides.  She had never done this before, but it was clear that someone was climbing into the cart.  They moved around a little and then seemed to settle in.  There was a clicking sound and slight movement back and forth communicated that the break was off.  They were about to get going.  What was Jess going to do? 
 
    The reins slapped at her shoulders. 
 
    “Gee up.”  The reins slapped again.   
 
    Jess did not even think about it, she had stepped forward with her right foot.  She had learned which foot to use on the hot walker.  Why had she started?  It just felt like what to do.  She had considered resisting and just standing in place, but when the signal to move came she did not.  She was not sure why other than the fact that it would just draw more punishment. They had practiced starting and stopping on the hot walker.  Was she already becoming conditioned?  No, she just did not want more pain. If Sara would whip her for just moving around, god only knows what she would do about open disobedience.  And that would not help her connect with Sara.  Maybe if she responded and they got away from the stable, maybe she could be alone with Sara and have a chance.  Yes, that was it – or was she just rationalizing? 
 
    There was resistance from the weight of the cart and passenger, but it was quickly overcome and with the inertia of movement Jess hardly felt the additional weight.  Jess stepped, pranced, as she had during training.  It had begun to feel natural even though she had only done it for two days.  But she had never been dressed this way and worn these boots before this and it all seemed to come together. 
 
    Jess could feel a little pressure on her reins.  Sara was holding them.  They were on a wide hard packed area.  Ahead there were a number of paths leading off in different directions.  Jess looked at the paths ahead and wondered which way to go.  Then there was pressure on the right side of her bit.  Sara was using the reins to guide her to the right.  Gently to the right.  There was a path over there, and as Jess followed the guidance from the reins she lined up with the path.  Fuck!  She was being steered just like she was a horse.  The bit in her mouth clearly identified where Sara wanted her to go – she assumed it was Sara behind her.  She hadn’t seen who got it, so it could be anyone.  The “Gee up” had sounded like Sara, but right now Jess wasn’t so sure.  What if it was someone else back there?  She would have no chance with anyone but Sara.  It had to be Sara, and when they got away from this area and were alone . . .  That is when Sara would stop them and the two of them could communicate as friends.  That was Jess’ best chance of getting free of these restraints and being able to get her old life back.  That had to be it. 
 
     There was a slight left pressure on the reins.  Jess responded moving only a little to the left because the pressure had been slight.  Then there was a correction to the right.  Jess followed and found herself perfectly aligned with a path leading out from the stable area.  She was more than happy to get out of that area.  It was surprising how easily Sara was able to communicate directional commands to Jess with the reins.  The direction of the pull communicated which way to go, the strength and length of the pull how far in that direction. 
 
    There was a double slap of the reins against Jess’ back.  That was the signal to jump to another gait, i.e., go to a trot.  The had practiced changing gaits on the hot walker, but this was different.  Now she was not attached to anything that limited her direction or speed.  She stretched out her leg and leaned forward slightly as she felt the weight of the cart resist the increase in speed.  Again, that was quickly overcome as she picked up inertia.  The trot was like an easy jog.  Jess jogged all the time.  This was easy.  The weight of the cart she was pulling was more noticeable at this gait, but she still had no trouble maintaining the gait.   
 
    The path they were on proceeded straight for a distance then curved slightly to the left.  The path was hard packed dirt.  Her hooves kicked up a little dust, but that was behind her.  In front the air was clear.  There was almost no wind.  It must have been about 2 p.m. and the air was still crisp.  It was perfect jogging weather.  Jess often ran/jogged a couple of miles.  This was not a challenge – at least not yet.   
 
    After about 40 minutes she was starting to feel it.  She remembered running with weights a couple of times.  She had always felt almost no difference at first but found that it snuck up on her.  The effect of pulling the cart was just like that.  At first, she had not noticed any difference.  Now, she was feeling it.  It may have been subtle, but she was stiffening.  Would Sara realize that she was getting tired?  Probably not.  Sara would think that she could easily handle this given how much she used to run, but these were different conditions.   
 
    It was much harder to run without the use of the arms.  Jess did not think she would ever really adjust to that.  The stiff arch in her back from the pony tack, which also limit any real upper body movement, also had an impact.  The bit in her mouth that held her mouth open all of the time made her mouth dry out faster.  She hated that.  She had tried to close her lips over the outside of her bit.  They could almost touch, but she could not keep them in that position.  Her mouth stayed open.   
 
    The pony boots had positive and negative.  Being forced up onto her toes made things more difficult, but there was a spring in the metal arch support portion of the boot that help each step, and she found that at a trot it really helped.  She wondered what it would be like when she was running faster.  She knew that she was going to be running a lot faster than a trot. 
 
    And, of course, the cart that was attached to her waist.  It was well designed to be as neutral as possible, but it still had weight, and that weight translated to the effort that she was expending.  It was having an impact on her; she was feeling it and she was getting tired.  She was close to needing a rest.  How could she pass this message back to Sara?  She kept going for now because she did not want to look like she was wimping out.  She wanted Sara to decide to stop them on her own.  They were away from everyone out here.  She had not seen anyone else for at least 15 minutes.  This would be a great place for Sara to stop.  Then they could communicate.  Sara would not have to be afraid of who was listening.  As she trotted along, she pictured them stopping, Sara removing the bit from her mouth and the two of them talking as the old friends they were.  Sara would wrap her arms around Jess, she would tell her that everything was going to be ok, and then she would let her go, or at least the two of them would come up with a plan to ger Jess out of this mess. 
 
    Yes, that was what was in her mind.  But in the real world she was still trotting along, and Sara was still sitting behind her in the cart.  Her arms were trapped behind her back, her mouth was bitted so she could not speak, and she was tightly fastened to the traces of the cart.  And she was getting tired.  She was getting very tired.   She wanted, no needed, that talk with Sara, but as much as anything she needed a rest.  She needed Sara to slow things down.  Well, if Sara wouldn’t do it, she would do it herself. 
 
    SSSWWIIIISSSHHHH - - - - - - - - TTTHRRRACKKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAEEE 
 
    How in the fuck?  She had not yet broken her gait.  She had been only a step or two from doing so, but she had not even broken the pace.  She was still trotting.  How had Sara seen that she was about to break step.  And why had she not let her do it.  If she could see that Jess was going to break step, then she would clearly see that Jess was tired and needed a break.  The answer was to slow her down and let her walk.  The answer was not to whip her.  And that wasn’t a gentle attention getter. That had hurt.  It had fucking hurt. 
 
    Jess’ stomach clenched.  Sara had whipped her before.  She had whipped her many times before, but always it had been when others were around, particularly that older stern trainer that seemed to be teaching Sara.  But out here there was nobody else.  There was nobody who would know that Sara whipped her except Sara and her.  Jess did not like the message that sent.  Was it possible that Sara was exerting control because Sara had decided that she was going to?  If so, there would be no conversation of old friends.  There would be no old friend Sara coming to her aid.  There would be no help from that quarter.  Instead, there would only be control, pain, and oppression.  The ramifications were too much to think about.   
 
    They had her.  They had her good, and if Sara was not a source of help, well, she didn’t see how she was going to get out of this situation.  That was not acceptable.  She did not want to be a pony.  She did not like this, and she did not want to do it anymore.  But what was she going to be able to do about it? She had to show Sara that she was just not going to do this.   She had always been able to get her own way with Sara.  She was at a physical disadvantage now, but that should not matter.  All she had to do was clearly establish her position.  Sara would then cave in.   
 
    Jess took a step and then came to a stop.  Actually, it took several steps to overcome the inertia of the cart, but with several steps they had stopped.  She tensed waiting for the painful stripe of the whip across her bottom.  She would have to take that.  She needed to show Sara that she was not having this. 
 
    Nothing happened.  Jess wanted to relax, but she could not.  She just held her position.  Fuck she hated how tightly she was restrained and how it limited what she could do. 
 
    She felt movement.  Sara was dismounting the cart.  Was this working? 
 
    Then she heard a laugh.  It was Sara’s laugh.  She knew it well.  Was this a good thing?  Was it a bad thing?  She could not tell.  She tried her best to turn her body and head to see what was happening behind her.  It was just not possible.  She could not turn; she could not see what was happening.  FUCK! 
 
    The laughing continued.  Then it stopped.  “Looks like we have a little show of attitude.”  Then more laughing. 
 
    This was no fucking laughing matter.  Of course, she had an ‘attitude’.  What the fuck did Sara expect?  Come around.  Take out this bit.  Let us talk like friends.  That was all she wanted right now.  That would lead to a positive outcome.  She knew it would, but how could she get Sara to do it? 
 
    “Or maybe you’re just finally getting it.” 
 
    What did that mean?  Getting what?  She was getting that she was being subjected to horrible treatment and she wanted – no she needed – it to stop.  She needed to be let go.  
 
    “I chose you to be my ponygirl.  Not anyone else.  You are not here by some strange chance.  You were picked out for this a long time ago.  You have been hoping and praying that I would let you go.  That is just not going to happen.  Remember, I was the one who put you in the pony tack.  Nobody is going to let you go.  You are going to be a pony from now on.  But don’t worry.  Ponies are well taken care of.  It may not be the life you wanted, but you will have a good life – so long as you are properly obedient.”   
 
    Jess felt a hand stroking her thigh as Sara spoke. 
 
    “For a good pony there are rewards.”   
 
    Jess jumped.  Suddenly the thing that had been shoved up into her love nest began to vibrate.  She could feel it throughout her body.  Not only was it vibrating the insides of her vagina, but the covering over her clitoris also started to vibrate. It went on.  Sara was just standing there out of sight watching and occasionally petting her. Jess was embarrassed, but she could feel that she was starting to lubricate.  She was also starting to moan.  She tried to control it, but it felt good.  It really felt good.  This was reward.  There was something to that, but it was not enough to trade her freedom for.  And worse, she had no control over it. 
 
    That was evidenced when it stopped.  The buzzing just stopped.  She had been close, to orgasm, but she was not there.  She was still a ways away.  She squirmed as best she could.  She moved her legs back and forth trying to get some friction on the thing that was embedded in her.  She got a little, but it was not enough.  Sara had just demonstrated another level of control over her.  She could get rewarded, and that reward would possibly be sexual in nature, but there was nothing Jess could do about when, and how long it happened.  And most important, whether she was going to be allowed to climax was in the hands of others. 
 
    ZZZYYTTTT  - - - - EEEOOAAAA 
 
    Fuck! Her insides had all but exploded with an electric shock to her back side.  It radiated from her anal canal through the nerves throughout her body.  She almost collapsed.   
 
    “And there are many forms of persuasion and even punishment.” 
 
    Jess wanted to kill her.  Not only had she denied her satisfaction; she had intentionally used the thing in her ass to shock her.  And that thing hurt.  It hurt a lot.  And there was no way she could get it out of her.  It was mostly the base for her tail, but she carried it with her wherever she went.  How many times could it do that to her?  She suspected a lot.   
 
    Sara was laughing again.  Yes, she wanted to kill her.  It was clear that her ‘friend’ was not, and that she was not going to help Jess out of this mess.  She would have to find another way. 
 
    “Now, you have had a nice rest, but I am going to climb back in the cart, and we are going to go back to a trot, and maybe even a canter, and you are not going to break stride again until I signal you to.  Or, if you have a heart attack and die.  I will excuse you if you run until exhaustion kills you – unlikely – but I will accept that.  Anything short will just mean pain for you.  Pain now followed by pain later when I have that fat ass of yours caned.  I know you have already felt the cane.  I doubt you want to be caned again, but I can arrange that.  How does a dozen of the best sound?” 
 
    No part of any of that sounded good to Jess. 
 
    Jess felt the cart shifting as Sara climbed back in. 
 
    “I am glad we had this little chat, but don’t expect any more of it.  You are a pony now.  Ponies don’t talk, and do not necessarily understand language.  We know what ponies understand, and you will get plenty of that.” 
 
    With that the reins were shaken against Jess back and she moved to a walk.  She needed to work out a plan, but while she was doing that, she would need to do what she was bid. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
    Sara was pleased with herself.  She thought that had gone very well. Jess was a long way from being Northern Lights, but she was on her way.  At least she hoped she was.  It appeared that she had moved out of denial, but Sara reminded herself that it was a long way from acceptance. Jess was angry now and that would be expressed in different manifestations of rebellion and defiance, each of which would need to be slapped down.  Sara would need to a very firm hand.  Was she up to this?  She needed to be.  It would not happen at once, but if handled correctly Jess would learn the futility of resistance.  That was at least the theory of it.  Marilyn had explained it all to Sara, she had talked about the expected stages, but now Sara was doing it for real.  Suddenly she was not so sure of herself. 
 
    She needed to get control.  She could do this.  Jess would become obedient.  Yes, if Sara did it right, Jess would become obedient, but it would not hold.  They were at the anger stage and Jess would become angry again.  Sara had no person experience with this, but Marilyn had told her that this stage in pony conversion could be short or long depending on the strength of the pony.  Jess was a particularly strong individual.  Sara was in for a long ride.  Ha, she laughed at her joke.  But her stomach hurt.  If she fucked this up it would be a disaster.   
 
    Jess was walking smoothly.  There was no real sign of resistance at this time.  But it was there.  It was just below the surface. She could almost see the wheels turning in Jess’ head.  Sara needed to watch closely.  Jess was just looking for an opportunity.  Sara needed to make sure there were none. 
 
    Sara slapped the reins twice on the pony’s back.  She tried to be authoritative with the signal. This was the signal to move up to a trot.  “Trot Pony.”  She stated to reinforce the command.  It didn’t sound as authoritative as she wanted, but at least her voice did not crack.   She sighed in relief when Jess obeyed the signal and changed gaits. 
 
    Even though Jess had trotted for a good period earlier, Sara was sure that there was plenty left in the tank.  And she wanted, no she needed, to push the pony. Jess had stopped on her own before.  That was an unacceptable behavior, and Sara needed to get that under control.  Sara needed Jess to know that Sara was in control.  Her stomach lurched again at the thought.  What if Jess did not obey?  What if she stopped on her own again?  That would be a disaster. Sara needed to keep her from stopping, then work her until the pony thought she could not go on, and then, she needed to push her through the wall to find the reserves Sara knew were there.   
 
    Sara knew that Jess knew how to do this.  She had run some long races as a human.  She and Sara had even talked about ‘the wall’ and how on a long race you needed to push through it.  Sara could just talk to Jess about this and remind her, but that was not how it worked with a pony. Marilyn had described all of this to Sara. You did not have the pony bring things from her former human life into her pony life.  You used the inherent knowledge and training, but you drew it out as a part of her new role as a pony.  Sometimes there were differences, for example when it came to getting a pony through ‘the wall’ the pony did not just reach in and draw upon her inner strength and reserves like a human did.  Instead, it was the role of the driver to know when the critical point was approaching and to ‘encourage’ the pony to get through.  The adrenalin from a few well-placed stripes on the rear of the pony could be magical. At least that was the theory.  Could Sara spot it?  Could she do this? Importantly, this was supposed to help establish the role and relationship between the driver/trainer and the pony and help the pony understand its dependence upon the drivers, trainers and grooms.  This was going to be a big test.  Sara’s stomach was really hurting now. 
 
    The pony was moving smoothly, but Sara needed to express her control.  Sara decided to slightly increase the pace.  She needed to send commands to the pony and get her used to obeying them.  She knew that Jess was not yet ready to give in, only playing along for time, but that was enough for now.  As long as she was responding that was all Sara could ask for at this point.  
 
    Sara flicked the reins once on the pony’s back.  “Good Pony.”  She added.  “Just a little faster.”  She had the reins in her left hand and held the whip in her right hand ready to accentuate her command if necessary.  She Flicked it out and gave it a pop in the air.  The pony could hear it, but it had not connected with her flesh.   
 
    Sara wondered what was going on in Jess’ mind at this point.  Evidently Jess decided that she would continue to play along.  She picked up the pace.  Sara breathed a sigh of relief.  She thought about taking Jess to a canter, but then thought better of it.  The trot would work.  At least for now.  She thought that the pony was tired enough to soon reach a point where she would need encouragement. If she took her to a canter too soon, she might not be able to push her through as easily.  No, a trot was perfect for now.   There would be a time in the future when Northern Lights would be able to trot for very long periods of time, but that was not yet.  Even though Jess was in very good shape, she was still not conditioned the way a good ponygirl is conditioned. And the challenges of her new status were great. Jess needed to learn and overcome those. A ponygirl was like a top athlete.  She had nothing else to clutter her mind than being a proper ponygirl.  But unlike a professional athlete, she did not have to think about things. Her ‘sponsors’ were all in place. She only had to perform and obey.  She learned to put her trust in others.  Not that she had a choice. They would know what she could do, and she would just do it. 
 
    Moving at the faster pace would tire the pony quicker.  Sara wanted that.  She would spend time on endurance later.  Right now, she wanted to see where the limits were.  It was important that Sara exert control and that the pony accept it.  Sara needed to watch everything.  Hearing about what to do and what to look for was one thing.  This was the real thing.  Sara was so tense, but she also felt focused.  She could do this.  She knew she could do this. 
 
    The pony was not as smooth at this faster pace.  Sara sensed that Jess was trying to slow the pace.  Ok, this was a test. 
 
    SWWOOOOSSHHH - - - - - - - CCCRRAAACKKK - - - - - - - EEOOAAAAAA 
 
    Jess picked up the pace.  She actually started to go a little faster than the pace she had been at.  No, that would not work.  Sara needed to exert control.  The pony was to hold the pace set by her trainer.  Sara pulled gently on the reins.  Jess got the message and slowed just a little without breaking the gait.  She was back to the pace that Sara had established.  
 
    Sara couldn’t be happier.  She knew Jess was a smart girl.  And now it appeared that she was going to be an excellent pony.  She may not like it.  In fact, Sara knew that Jess was furious.  If Jess were not fully restrained it would be ugly, very ugly.  But Jess was fully restrained and under control.  She was a ponygirl and she had no option other than to do as she was directed.  Sara had exerted control and the ponygirl had accepted it. Sara watched the binder stretch.  Sara smiled.  Jess was fighting against her restraints.  She could pull all she wanted.  She was not getting out of that.  No pony had ever escaped the arm restraints and binder.   There were no physical abilities that would allow any person so confined to escape this restraint.  But the attempt was a signal of the rage that was burning in this pony.   
 
    The twisting stopped.  The pony knew she could not get away.  She also knew that her trainer was in control. She may be thinking about the things she would like to do to her trainer, but she knew she was helpless to do them. Sara looked at the fresh red stripe across the buttocks of her new pony.  She knew it hurt, she knew that part of the twisting she had seen was the natural urge to want to reach down and comfort her freshly abused flesh.  She also knew that the inability to do that further communicated the helplessness of the pony.   
 
    If only she could get into Jess mind and see what was happening in there.  Marilyn had spent time with her talking to her about the mental process the pony would go through.  She was trying to assess what she was seeing to match up to that.   
 
    Yes, the pony was still in the anger stage.  It could be rebellious during this phase, but it was also a very smart animal, and this one was making plans.  A big part of those plans included figuring out a way to escape, and then there was killing Sara.  Up until just a little while ago Sara had been the pony’s hope for salvation.  When Sara had dashed those hopes today, Jess clearly turned her rage toward Sara.  She had probably been forming dreams of doing violence to her abusers.  Those targets had been somewhat amorphous, but now she had a clear target.  It was Sara.  She could direct all her hate toward Sara.  Sara was in control, and she needed to stay in control, she could not be timid, but she did need to be careful.  A ponygirl, even a fully restrained ponygirl could do a lot of damage.  The greatest danger was a well delivered kick.  A headbutt or body slam could also hurt.  Sara would have to be very careful with her pony.  In time the pony would learn to trust in Sara, but that was a long way off.   Sara would draw on the hate Jess now felt for her.  It was a strong emotional connection, and it could be used.   It was a major change in the dynamics between the two friends.  
 
    What Jess did not know was that this new emotional connection would now be used against her.  This was a new connection between Sara and Jess, it changed the prior relationship fundamentally.  It was one under which Sara had become the dominant, and under which Jess would become reluctantly obedient; then fully compliant; finally dependent.  
 
     Sara watched her pony very carefully.  This was going to be very important.  She had to watch for and catch exactly the right moment.  Could she do it?  Her stomach was hurting.   
 
    The pony was holding a good trot at the pace that Sara had set.  That was good.  Sara could see that Jess was starting to tire, but so far it was not affecting her.  Sara occasionally guided the pony to the left or right, just a little, by means of her reins.  It was not that she really wanted to go in those directions, she just wanted to make sure she kept a good connection between herself and the pony.  She needed that connection firmly in place when the time came to act. 
 
    Sara noticed a change in the breathing of the pony.  It was a little labored.  She was not really gasping, but she was breathing more shallowly.  That was not good.  A pony needed to keep even deep breaths.  But it was not yet time to correct.  Sara could sense that. 
 
    The pony posture was changing a little.  She was slumping a little.  And her steps were not so smooth.  She was becoming a little ragged.  It was getting close.  Sara’s stomach was really hurting now.  If she moved too soon then nothing would happen.  If she moved to late the pony would have already broken stride, either with or before the correction.  This timing was really, really, important. 
 
    Ok, the breathing was a little more ragged.  She was beginning to gasp.  That had to be it. 
 
    SSWWIIISSSHHH - - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKK  - - - - - - - EEEOOAAA 
 
    SSWWOOSSHHH - - - - - - - CCRAACKKKK - - - - - - - - OOAAEEEEE 
 
    Two bright lines appeared across the buttocks of the pony.  But nothing else happened.  The pony was still gasping for air.  It had not picked up speed.  Fortunately, it had not broken gait.  The pace had gone to hell, but the gait was still there.  The pony was still at a trot – although not a very good one. 
 
    Sara felt herself panicking.  She was going to throw up.  She had blown it.  She had completely messed things up.  Could she ever recover?  Her vision blurred as tears welled up.  But she was also angry.  She had been on time with the encouragement.  Why hadn’t it worked? 
 
    FUCK!! 
 
    SSSWWIIISHHHHH - - - - - - - - TTTHRRACCKKKK - - - - - - - EEEOOOAAAAAAOOOOOO 
 
    She had put some real mustard on that one.  The pony gulped a huge lungful of air and bellowed.  That must have really hurt.  Well, she was pissed.  What did the pony expect? 
 
    But then something strange happened.  After filling her lungs with air and blowing it out in pain, Jess had picked up the pace.  That was natural.  But then her breathing began to normalize.  As she started breathing again, after the expression of her pain, her breathing had normalized.  She was breathing deeply, but with a smooth rhythm. After only a breath or two she started to firm up her posture. 
 
    That had worked.  Had she been too soon with the first encouragement?  Or was it the need for additional strength that saved the day?  Sara was not sure which.  She was sure that Jess, if able to interact, would take issue with how hard she had whipped her on that last cut.  But it had really worked.  She had gotten the pony’s attention.  Jess may have been wallowing in her own exhaustion, but the last strike had clearly communicated that she was a ponygirl and she was responsive to others.  And, most importantly, that among those to whom she was responsive was Sara as her new trainer.   
 
    The new pace was good, and the pony looked good.  Sara needed to keep her going for a while at this pace to demonstrate that her judgment worked, but she had to be careful.  She did not want to have to push the pony again today.  And, once through the wall, there was a limited amount of time during which the added adrenalin would work.   
 
    If she kept Jess going for too long, she endangered what she had achieved.  But, on the other hand, if she did not keep her going long enough, then she risked not properly communicating the message. 
 
    Sara decided that about five or ten minutes would work.  She didn’t use a watch she just kept a good hold on the reins while the pony kept going. 
 
    When she judged it had been over five but under ten minutes, and when she saw signs that fatigue was once again breaking through on the pony, she decided it was time to stop.   
 
    Sara used a double pull on the reins to signal a reduction to a walk.  To her delight, the pony responded perfectly.  She was now at a walk.  This was to let the pony catch her breath, but it was not to be sloppy.  Sara snapped her whip at the back of the thighs of the pony when her legs did not come up as high as Sara deemed proper.  Jess corrected her step.  Sara saw her stiffen a little as she did.  She saw her arms wiggle in the armbinder.  Sara smiled to herself.  Jess was furious.  She could read it from her body language.  But she had taken correction from Sara.  That was such an important thing.  Not only had Sara been able to push her through ‘the wall’ while she was at the trot; she had caused her to respond to correction in her step at a walk, after being brought back to this gait. 
 
    The fact that Jess hated responding.  The fact that Jess was not only resentful of having to do so, but that she was angry about having to surrender, made the response all the better.  Not only had Sara demonstrated dominance over Jess; Jess had accepted Sara’s dominance.  She had accepted it knowingly.  That she was angry made it all the more significant.  She was burning, but it was burning into her. 
 
    Second nature responses would come in time, but for right now the pony needed to respond to her trainer knowingly.  And that is exactly what had happened.  Sara felt better than she had felt all day.  She actually felt like she might be able to make this work.  It was a good thing that Jess could not look back and see her.  If Jess had seen the ‘shit eating’ grin on Sara’s face right now she would have exploded.  No, Sara did not need that.  She would let Jess rationalize her actions.  Jess would tell herself that this was not a permanent thing.  Jess would pretend that she was doing this of her own will to gain trust and keep her options open.   
 
    That was how this worked.  The pony would give in, pretend that it was not really giving in, and over time become completely submissive and compliant. 
 
    There was still a great deal of work to do, but today had been an important step in that journey.  And most importantly, Sara had proved that she could do it.  Sara was satisfied with the day. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
    Jess was happy to be done with the day’s training.  It had been humiliating and thoroughly depressing.  She had never thought that her so-called best friend Sara could have ever treated her like this.  If anything, Jess had been the dominate one in the relationship, and even then, Jess would never have treated Sara like this.   She had spoken and treated her like an animal.  She had even told her that now she was an animal.  
 
    Jess had hoped that her ‘friend’ would save her.  Not only had her friend not saved her; her ‘friend’ had whipped her.  It had hurt.  It had hurt a lot, enough to make her do the things that were being demanded.  It was so humiliating.  She had tried to resist.  But it hurt, and she knew that they would keep whipping her until she performed.  It made sense to perform.  She could refuse, but she would eventually give in.  Then it was both painful and humiliating.  If she just did what was asked, then she could at least pretend she was maintaining her dignity, although there was no dignity in this.  And she would still be whipped to correct her mistakes.  What a fucked-up system this was.  
 
    She had to escape.  She didn’t know how, but she needed to get out of here.  Her friend was not going to help her, so she was going to have to do it alone.  She had to; she could not go on doing this.  It had only been a couple of days, but she was through.  She needed out.  She found herself swinging between uncontrollable rage and mind crushing depression.   
 
    At one point she just sat in the stall, leaned against the wall and cried.  Her eyes blurred with her tears, and she could not even wipe away the tears.  That made her cry more.  Then she thought about Sara whipping her to make her go faster.  Her bottom was already sensitive from the caning they had administered her very first day.   That had hurt like nothing she had ever experienced.  And Sara knew she had been caned.  She could clearly see the stripes on her bottom.  Yet, in order to get Jess to do things that Sara wanted she had whipped her on top of her already badly punished bottom.  What kind of friend would do that?   
 
    Her reflection turned to rage.  She wanted to get her hands on Sara.  She would tear her apart.  This was so wrong.  Actually, she would like to be able to get her hands on any of her tormentors.  Her arms were bound behind her back.  Her ankles were hobbled.  And when she was put back in the stall (she did not want to think of it as her stall) she was fastened to the wall by a chain connected to the ring in her clit.  That, in and of itself, was degrading.  Even an animal was not treated like that. 
 
    But she was securely held.  Clearly, they knew that if she had the chance she would run.  And she would. She would run like hell.  Anything to get away from this place.  But that was not happening.   
 
    Before she could leave the stall, she would need to get rid of the clit chain.  It was possible that she could pull the ring from her flesh.  That would be very painful, and not something she would think about doing unless there was a strong positive reward. Right now, there was not. 
 
    Even if she could get rid of the clit chain she would need to get out of the stall.  The stall had two doors.  The bottom door was always closed and latched.  She could see the latch on the outside of the door.  If she had arms, she could have pushed it back and opened the door.  Without hands that was not possible.  And, when the door was open on the top there was usually a lot of traffic in the hallway.  Even if she could get over the door (assuming she could slip her chain) she would almost certainly be caught.  With her ankles hobbled, her arms restrained, and rings decorating her sensitive body parts, a child could control her. 
 
    At night the top door on the stall was closed and latched.  It was not solid, but the open portions were barred making the stall a cage.  Even if she was free of the chain, even if she could crawl over the lower door, she could not fit through the bars on the upper door.  She was held helplessly in the stall.  It was also a cage that confined her very effectively. 
 
    All of that would be before she even got out of the stable.  She had seen that there were large doors on the building itself.  Doors that she assumed were at least closed, if not locked, at night.  Then there were the high fences and walls that surrounded the ranch.  Even when outside there was little chance of escape.  Maybe if she could find a way outside the building at night so she had time she could find a way through the fences, but how could she ever hope to do that?  And the ranch was miles from anywhere.  Even if she could get past the fences, what then?  They would quickly track her down and punish her.  No, in order to escape she needed the use of her arms and access to a motor vehicle. 
 
    Why had Sara done this to her?  Throughout the day she had wanted to talk to Sara.  But with that awful bit in her mouth, she was really not capable of speech.  That, and she was actually afraid to try.   That effort had gotten her caned on her first night.  That had been horrible.  She did not want to be caned again.  She did not think Sara would have her caned, but then she did not think Sara would do this to her.  So, she kept her mouth shut and just fumed. 
 
    That fucking Sara.  She was responsible for this.  Jess twisted and pulled at her arms.  She even jerked at her chain, but that just hurt.  It hurt so much more than she expected.  That was enough to bring her under control.  She could not get away, at least not right now.  For now, she had no choice but to play their fucking game.  She needed to play the game.  She had to watch and wait.  There would be a moment.  She knew there would, and she needed to be ready.  And, in order to be ready, she needed them to believe that she had succumbed to their control.  Let that fucking little twit Sara think that Jess was submitting to her.  Then she would make a mistake.  And when she made a mistake, the tiger would strike.  She would be sorry then.  Oh, how sorry she would be then. 
 
    Jess was hungry and she was tired.  When the food was poured into her feeding bin she did not hesitate to reach in and start to eat.  It had only been a couple of days and already they had her eating like an animal.  But what choice did she have?  She was completely denied the use of her arms.  If she wanted to eat, and she did want to eat, then her only choice was to use her mouth.   
 
    She had been told that she was to eat everything that was delivered to her trough – even that name made her angry – or she would be punished.  She did not want to be punished, but it was not a problem.  If anything, there was not enough.  She had burned a lot of calories that day.  She needed food.  She needed more than they gave her. 
 
    In her former life she would have gone to her frig or cabinets and had a snack.  She always kept snacks around.  She loved pistachios.  Well, she really liked chocolate.  And she always had some around, but she had been trying to eat healthier.  Still, she needed snacks.  Not now.  Not in this infernal place.  She had nothing other than what they gave her.  Someone else was deciding what she ate.  She did not even know what it was.  It did not taste horrible, but this place was not going to get a Michelin Stars any time soon.  She was sure that whatever these little food pellets were, they were designed for ponygirls.  The only thing these people were serious about was ponygirls.  It made sense that their regime of training would also include strict control of her diet.  She would not be surprised (and she would be correct) if what she was fed was specifically mixed for her.  That is also why she was instructed to eat everything they gave her.  But, as said, no rebellion there.  It did not taste horrible, and she was famished.  She ate everything. 
 
    She knew it was not late.  It was early evening.  If she were home, she would just be getting ready to go clubbing.  Or, if a quiet day, that did happen, she might be in her relaxed cloths sitting on the couch watching movies and eating nice healthy food – like a pizza. No movie here.  No food delivery here.  Certainly, no pizza.  It may be early, but she was still very tired.   She was always fairly active, but not like she had been worked today.  And her bottom and thighs hurt from all the ‘encouragement’ cuts she had suffered. Even though none of it had been punishment, only training, her bottom was well marked from the days training. It hurt.  She really needed to get out of here. She almost just laid down, but she needed to learn what she could first.  
 
    She shuffled around her stall.  Her chain allowed her to get close to the stall door but not actually touch it.  She guessed that some of the former ‘guests’ had kicked at the door.  The solid pony boots with steel horseshoes could do a pretty good trick on the wood.  But although she could get close, she was still hobbled, especially with her boots off, she would not really be able to hurt the door.  She would only do serious damage to her foot.  She was pretty sure that would be a punishable offense.  
 
    By leaning forward, she was able to see into the corridor.  She could not see completely down each side, but she could see at least six to eight stalls on the opposite side.  She looked for life.  She could see that there was movement inside several of them.  The stall directly across from her was empty, but the one just to the right had a blonde haired ponygirl.  The girl had her back to Jess.  She was locked into the arm restraint just like Jess.  
 
    Out in the training areas the ponies all had leather armbinders over their arm restraints.  Jess could feel the inner workings on her arms but had not had a chance to see it.  She had hoped that with the leather covering off the security would be reduced, and escape would be a possibility. 
 
    The girl was at least 15 feet away from Jess, but she could see the structure pretty well.  She could see the cuffs that encircled both upper arms, just above the elbows.  She could see that those were joined by something.  She could not see any manner in which the cuffs could be removed.  She could not see how they were attached.  The cuffs each appeared to be completely smooth.  Jess assumed that some type of tool was required to open that portion of the cuff.  She remembered Sara using a tool like an allen wrench when she was putting this abomination on her.  
 
    She could see the pony’s arms folded up against the bar that linked the upper arm cuffs.  She had been able to feel her bar herself.  A belt or strap, at least two inches wide, banded the girl’s wrists.  It looked like it then passed through a slot in the bar and buckled with a friction buckle on top of the bar.  It could be easily opened by a third person to allow the lower arms freedom, but there was really no way that the wearer could accomplish this.   
 
    As Jess examined the structure of the restraint, she tried to feel around for the buckle that held her hands in place.  She could feel the belt after it had passed through the buckle, but she could not touch the friction buckle itself.  She was also not sure how it opened.  She could see it on the other girl, but it was not clear how to manipulate it. It appeared to hold the belt as it was pulled through and could only be released by activating or pushing something. She could only graze the buckle with her own fingers.  There was no way to decern how it functioned, and less chance to open it. As she looked more carefully at the girl across the corridor it looked like there were buttons on either end of the friction buckle.  Depressing the buttons would seemingly release the hold and let the belt slip free.   She tried to feel around for the buttons on her own restraint.  She could not find them. 
 
    Her arms had not been released from the bar for the time she had been held so far, but the fact that at least this part of the restraint seemed to allow for it was encouraging.  She had hoped that there were freedoms to be won.  She needed more freedom than she had.  Actually, she needed a lot more freedom if she was going to be able to get out of this hell. 
 
    Right now, there was nothing more she could do.  She had seen what she could see from the confines of her stall.  She had eaten what she was given.  She wanted to talk to Nancy, or any of the other occupants of the stable, but there was still too much activity in the corridor for her to risk it.  Not only would being caned again be something she desperately wanted to avoid; it would be inconsistent with her new image that she wanted to present.  She needed them to think she was accepting this – cold day in hell that would be – she needed them to lower their guard.  Only then could she hope to find a way to escape. 
 
    She lay down and leaned against the back wall of the stall.  When things got quiet, she would try to talk to Nancy.  But for now, she would rest.  
 
    There was bright light coming into the stall.  She could hear movement in the corridor.  What the fuck?  She must have fallen asleep.  It was morning.  Another day of being a fucking ponygirl.  She had missed her opportunity to talk to anyone last night.  Well, she had been really tired.  And she did not feel fully rested this morning.  Her arms hurt.  She had not been able to stretch them out for now for over three days.  Her legs hurt.  She was very stiff.  Her bottom and thighs felt tender.  When she moved, she could feel the results of being whipped.   
 
    As she twisted her body trying to get on her feet, she thought about how much she hated these people – and Sara too.  Her fucking Benedict Arnold of a friend.   More than anything she wanted to get out of this place, but she might just settle for a few minutes alone and unrestrained with Sara.  That would be worth a lot.  But clearly that was not going to happen. 
 
    It was almost frightening that she was getting used to maneuvering without the use of her arms.  When she stood up, she shook her body, not unlike what a dog might do.  There were pieces of straw stuck to her in many places.  Since she had no use of her hands to get them off, shaking just seemed to be the best thing to do.  She had not even thought about it until after she had done it.   
 
    The stable became a hive of activity as grooms collected ponygirls from the stalls, groomed them, dressed them in their tack and otherwise prepared them for the day ahead.  As Jess looked around, she realized that there were a lot of ponygirls here.  That fact in and of itself was intimidating.  And this place had clearly been here a long time.  How could they have done this to so many girls over a long period of time and not been caught?  That was frightening.  Still, Jess would find a way.  
 
    Jess did not like being handled by another person, but the grooms were generally kind in their manner and spoke in hushed soothing tones.  Jess did not hate the grooms like she did the trainers.  Even when they ventured into touching of very personal parts of Jess’ body.  After all, with her arms restrained behind her she could not wash herself and certainly could not take care of her intimate needs.   
 
    The groom’s touch was gentle.  When she cleaned Jess ‘private’ areas she was gentle.  And she would gently stroke Jess nipples and vaginal areas. The grooms would remove the clamps that had been placed on her labium in the morning during cleaning. They would be left off until the end of evening cleaning and then reinstalled when she was sent back to her stall.  
 
    The touch of the groom was sensual, but not offensive for some reason.  When the trainers touched her there it always had an authoritative quality that made it demeaning.  This was different. Jess was not supposed to have other people with whom she did not have a very close relationship touch her in those areas, but somehow this seemed to be ok. 
 
    Jess expected it to be over quickly, but the groom continued.  The groom stroked her nipples and touched her between her legs; she felt her stomach clench.  She felt surges of electricity flow through her body.  She felt her breathing increase.  The groom worked her fingers up and down Jess’ labia. Having them clamped shut through the night only seemed to make them more sensitive. Her fingers just barely intruded between them, but it was enough.  Then a finger found her clitoris.  It turned out that the little cover on her clitoris could be screwed off.  It was also removed in the day.  Now exposed, the groom was working it, flicking it up and down, right and left, circling around it.  Now Jess’ breathing was really increasing.  It was becoming very labored.  If she had not been bitted, she would have asked, no screamed, for more, but with the restrictions on her speech, all she could do was moan.  And moan she did.   Now she was getting very excited.  If only her arms were free.  She wiggled her hips back and forth, she tried to thrust at the hand that was working between her legs.  She was really feeling excited now.  This was something she really wanted – no needed. 
 
    The groom did not take Jess to where she wanted to go.  She stopped short, well short.  When Jess snorted, shivered, and pushed forward, the groom gently stroked Jess’ flank and head.  “Easy girl, later.  Work hard and be patient.”  It took a while for Jess’ breathing to return to normal.  The touching had been invasive, but she wanted more of it.  What was wrong with her. And was that a promise for later?   
 
    Jess returned her attention to the efficiency of the preparations going on around her.  She realized that the intimate attention she had just received was in the room with many other grooms and ponygirls.  Jess blushed with the realization that she had been on display for any and all to see.  But nobody had seemed to pay any attention.  Each groom was busy with her own ponygirl, and the ponygirls, like Jess were too wrapped up in their own activities to really pay attention to what was happening to their sisters. 
 
    For the first real time, Jess started to look at the other ponygirls in the room.  There seemed to be about a dozen.  They had different colored hair, different skin tones, but also similarities.  All of them were tall, at least 5’ 10” most 6’ or more.  All of them had good musculature.  In fact, most of them looked to be more athletic than Jess, and she had considered herself to be in very good shape.  These girls – to Jess they were not animals but girls – were in very good shape.  But then, they were kept under complete control of others.  Their training regime was fully defined for them.  Their diet was controlled and enforced.  As good a shape as Jess was in, she expected that if she remained a ponygirl for long – a prospect she hated but had no way to prevent – she would soon be in even better shape than she was already. 
 
    The grooms handled the ponygirls with ease.  Jess saw no example of a ponygirl resisting a groom or fighting back in any way.  Of course, with arms locked behind the back, and leashed by either the nose or the clit ring, resistance was futile.  And the grooms seemed to care for the girls and were trying to make things better for them.  Everyone wanted to be cleaned.  Jess did not like the enema. In fact, she hated it, but she also did not want to be packed up inside while she was training, and when the plug with her tail was inserted into her anal cavity, she would have no opportunity to deposit her waste until it was removed.  She understood the logic of this.   And the groom was about as gentle as she could be, and she talked Jess through the process with kind gentle words.  She gently rubbed and massaged Jess stomach and lower intestine area after she was pumped full of fluid and before she was drained. 
 
    “Ok, that is good.  Let’s get all that nasty stuff out of you.  You will feel so much better.  That’s such a good girl.”  Also, the grooms called them “good girl” not “good pony” like the trainers often did.  It was a small difference, and although it was still a bit condescending, it was better somehow.  
 
    And it felt so good when she was drained.  It felt really good.  And she could tell that the groom was correct.  This would make her day much better. 
 
    When the morning rituals were finished Jess found herself standing outside the stable.  She was in full tack, she was connected to a sulky, and she was standing with her reins tied off to a hitching rail.  There were two other ponygirls next to her at the rail.  She hated the reins.  The damn bit in her mouth insured that she would pay attention to the reins and follow them.  She had already learned that.  And she already knew that the bit was well set in the head harness that she wore.  It was not coming loose, and the reins were not going to be release from it.  Without arms she could not release the reins, and even the simple knot used to tie them to the rail was sufficient to ensure that she could not pull them free.  She could only stand and await the pleasure of others.   
 
    Jess wished that the groom had given her more slack in the reins.  She knew it was not the call of the groom but of the evil trainers.  She only had about a foot of slack.  That kept her face pretty much forward.  And with her head further restricted by check reins and the collar of her tack, she could not effectively look around.  Even if she wanted to look at the other two ponygirls that were held by her, she would have to twist her entire body.  And, without knowing who was behind her or otherwise watching, that was not a good, and certainly could be, a very painful idea.  She stood staring at the fucking rail and the wall of the stable beyond it.   
 
    As time went on, she tried to judge the age of the paint on the wall.  She looked at the grain and any imperfections.  This was so fucked up.  They had the ponies all prepared and tacked and then they just made them stand here.  She shifted her weight from one leg to the other.  Even this small movement jiggled the hobble line that connected her feet.  Another reminder of the degree of control that was exhibited over her.  She felt a tear in her eye.  She tried to get control of herself.  If that bitch Sara showed up now, Jess did not want to let her see Jess cry.  Fuck her! 
 
    As time passed Jess felt more and more uncomfortable.  Someone came and took one of the ponies away.  Then someone came and took the other one.  Jess was left standing all alone.  The ponyboots were not especially uncomfortable, but they made her lean forward.  Her tack held her with her back arched.  She fucking hated the way she was restricted.  It was just too fucked up.  But here she stood.  She could go nowhere; she had no idea what was going on.   
 
    Why did Sara leave her like this?  Why had all the others been taken, and she was still here.  Ok, she hated the training.  She hated being a ponygirl.  But this was just so boring.  She did not know how long she had been standing here.  It seemed like hours.  Ok the training sucked, but maybe it was better than just fucking standing here like this.  It did make time go faster.   
 
    She kicked at the dirt, but the hobble line pulled tight, and she almost fell over.   
 
    Then she felt a hand on her bottom.   
 
    “Is my good little pony ready for a good day of training?” 
 
    Jess knew the question was rhetorical.  She did not try to say anything.  She was just happy she had not been whipped for her antics.    Ok, she would try.  Maybe there could be a compromise.  Maybe if she tried to do a good job Sara would give her a little more freedom.  That was all she really needed, just a little more freedom.  Top on her list would be to be able to speak.  If she could just talk to Sara.  They could work something out.  They could come to an agreement.  Maybe Jess would agree to be a ponygirl some of the time – but not all of the time.  Maybe they could agree that Jess could get out of this pony gear some of the time.  Maybe they could agree that there would be an end date when this would all stop, and she would be released.  She didn’t want to be kept like this any longer, but she would compromise.  She would agree to something like that.  After all it would be only fair.  Then Jess would work her best, her very best to be the best ponygirl in the world for the time she agreed to.  Yes, that was what she needed.  She just needed to figure out how they were going to get there. 
 
    For now, she was going to work without resistance.  Even show some enthusiasm.  That should bring some sort of reward.  Hopefully get her out of some of this restrictive gear.  Yes, that was the answer. 
 
    “Is my good little pony ready for a good day of training?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
    Sara moved up quietly.  Her pony was standing alone facing the stable wall.  She looked a little antsy.  She was shuffling from one foot to another.  Her reins were tied with only a little slack to the hitching rail, so she kept her head forward.  The check reins of her gear made turning her head independently of her body very difficult.  Turning her entire body to see what was happening was limited by the short length of her reins, and by the clear knowledge that such an act would be very visible and could very likely get her whipped.   
 
    Sara looked at the bottom and thighs of the pony.  The lines from her caning a few days earlier were still there, but they had spread out into wide orangish yellow stains with purple splotches.  The full effect of that punishment was going to take at least several more days to clear from the bottom of the pony, hopefully a lot longer from its mind.   
 
    Sara stepped up close behind.  She could not help reaching out and running her hand up the bottom of her pony – yes, “HER PONY”.   
 
    The pony’s bottom was warm to her touch.  But the skin, even if mottled with markings, was soft, so very soft.   
 
    “Is my good little pony ready for a good day of training?” 
 
    The pony did not say anything – well, there was a very effective bit to prevent that – but she shifted her body a little and bobbed her head.   
 
    Was that an acknowledgement?  If it was, was that allowed.  Sara did not think so.  Ponies had a way to respond. “That’s a good girl.  Now you can answer as a pony does.  Tap your right hoof once for yes, twice for no, and three times for I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you have that?” 
 
    There was a single tap of the right hoof.  Sara could not be happier.   
 
    Sara removed the hobble, released the reins and climbed into the sulky.  With a backward to the side pressure on the reins the pony moved away from the rail and aligned with the path.  Then with a quick slap of the reins they were off at a walk.   
 
    Norther Lights looked wonderful.  The pony’s bottom cheeks bobbed as she stepped high.  This was what Sara wanted.  She could not take her eyes off the rippling of the thigh muscles and movement of the body in front of her. 
 
    She snapped herself back.  She needed to focus.  There was training to do.  With another snap of the reins, they were at a trot.  For only a couple of days of training she marveled at the form already shown by the pony.   
 
    Sara used the trot to warm up her pony.  She had not yet taken her to a canter and that was to be initiated today.  Then she intended to work on transitions.  Smooth movement between gaits was important.  It was also important to find good paces that a pony could maintain at each gait.  The pace they were now at for the trot was not fast.  It was equivalent to an easy jog for a human being.  The canter was going to be much faster.  A good ponygirl should be able to keep the trot for a very long time.  They liked to say a ponygirl could trot forever.  That worked so long as forever was an hour or two.  Sara had heard of ponygirls who could keep the trot for three or four hours or even longer, but she had also heard that these ponies usually were not able to obtain fast sprint speeds and were even limited in their canter.  Everything had a tradeoff.  If she was going to have a racing pony – which is what she wanted – then Norther Lights needed to be able to maintain a trot for an hour or two but be able to canter for several miles and sprint when needed. 
 
    It is important to remember that a ponygirl is not just running, she is pulling a cart with a rider behind her and, she is doing this without the use of her arms.  It is surprising the role that the arms play in running.  Experienced runners like Jess had to adjust to not being able to use their arms.  That applied at each gait and pace but became even more noticeable as the gaits increased in speed.  Arms are used for balance.  Without them the body had to adjust.  This is even more so when the arms are still present but are locked behind the back.  Part of the reason that they would be kept that way was security, but just as important was to force the animal into learning to move without arms.  So much of what we do is based upon muscle memory.  A person does not think about the use of their arms when they stand, turn, or move.  A ponygirl needed to learn how this is done as a pony.  It took time, but they adjusted, and they learned.  Northern Lights cum Jess was already adjusting to the change in her reality. 
 
    The sulky fastened to her waist added both an assist and a challenge.  It added weight that needed to be pulled, mostly in the establishing and overcoming of inertia.  It was very well balanced and tuned so that it took the least resistance possible to pull, but it was there, and it added resistance.  Most of the courses were very level, but some of them had hills, and the pony needed to learn how to pull her load not just on the level surfaces but up – and down – hills.  Both added challenges. 
 
    There was much to be learned for this pony.  Sara was not going to spell it out, it was more important to have the pony learn from experience.  Sara would reward it when it performed well, and she would encourage it when it did not.  She had her whip, and she was planning on using it.  She needed the pony motivated, but not disheartened.   
 
    From what she could see, she had the pony in a cooperative phase.  She knew this was still a long way from acceptance.  This pony was still trying to figure out how to get out of its current situation, but it had come to the conclusion that it could not escape easily; that Sara was not going to let it go; that there was no one else here to rescue it; and that it would be punished for not obeying.  It was also beginning to figure out that it would be rewarded for good behavior.  Marilyn had told her that it was likely at this stage that the pony would believe that if it obeyed and showed that it was cooperating that its level of restraint and control might be reduced, and it might receive a relaxation in the strict regime under which it was kept.  The pony thought it was going to trade its compliance for things it wanted.  That is one of the reasons that it quickly bought into the communications this morning.  It had been happy to learn that it had a way to communicate with its trainer.  Although its communication was only yes or no, and it would only be in response to direct questions.  It would try to use it for more, but while this was happening it would be trying to obey.  And, as it obeyed its obedience would become a part of its existence.  Soon it would obey without thinking about it.  It would become second nature.   
 
    Sara kept the pony at a trot for about 10 minutes.  She wanted the pony to fall into the feeling of the gait and be focused on what they were doing.  The path was straight and level and there was nothing during this period that would present any challenge to the pony.   
 
    When they were comfortable, and she felt like the pony had relaxed into the gait she slapped the reins twice on its back. This was the signal to move up a gait.   The pony had never been to a canter.  There was no real question that the pony knew the gait even though it had not been there.  And, to Sara’s relief there was barely a hesitation before the pony moved to the desired gait.  The pace was not that fast, Sara would want to develop a faster pace, but for now she was content to just have the pony recognizing this new gait.   
 
    Each gait had its own characteristics.  In the walk the knees came up high and the gait was more a prance.  In the trot this was not really a required, although the legs were lifted higher than might be necessary.  A trot was like a slow jog for a human.  The canter, on the other hand, was a strong combination of speed and endurance.  This gait was more comparable to the pace utilized by an experienced marathon runner.  Steady and powerful, but clearly more than a jog.  The interesting addition for a ponygirl is that the pony boots really came into play in this gait.  The long, curved arches of the boots forced the pony to stay on her toes.  In the canter, the length of the stride was increased as the pony reached forward with each step. The springy nature of the support in the boot gave the pony a lift with each step which further increased the length of the stride. 
 
    As a new pony first tried to capture this feature it found it a bit of a struggle.  They would start – Northern Lights was no exception – with what they would have done as a human.  Sara watched as her pony found that with the faster action she was springing into the air.  This was slow.  A pony who ran this way in a race would come in well behind the others, but it was also normal for the first time at a canter.   
 
    Sara gave her her head.  It was necessary for Northern Lights to get the feel of her boots in this new gait and work out the mechanics.  If she was eventually not able to do it, or if she started to pick up bad habits, then Sara would correct her, but right now she wanted the pony to devote her full attention to figuring out how best to do this. 
 
    Most importantly, the pony did seem focused on trying to do a good job.  That was what Sara wanted.  Doing anything to take control right now would interfere with what was happening. 
 
    Jess was a runner.  She was used to training.  She was used to running.  This was a very different kind of running and Jess, now Northern Lights, needed to find a new way of doing things.  So, as long as it was clear to Sara that Jess was trying to figure it out, then she was going to give her all the room she needed.  This was her first day at a canter.  It would become a very important part of her life.  She would learn to spend a very long time at this gait.  She would learn to cover extensive amounts of land at this gait.  And she would learn how to extend the pace to something that was competitive.  She would also learn how to do all this and still keep enough energy to sprint at the end.  But that was a long way off.  Right now, all that was required was for her to find the feel of the gait and the use of her boots. 
 
    Jess worked at it.  Sara watched as Jess extended the step.  This was a challenge.  A ponygirl in tight restraints was always afraid of falling.  This made stepping a tentative activity.  It had to be overcome in each gait.  Only when the pony became comfortable with the walk (prance) would it start to properly lift its knees.  Likewise at the trot, the step was not long, although after learning the proper canter most ponies would increase the stride in the trot, but until there was confidence in the pony’s balance, she would be hesitant. 
 
    They were only in the early days of training and already Northern Lights was exhibiting confidence in her gaits and pace.  Sara had no question that she would quickly adopt to the canter and learn the step. 
 
    The pony had not increased its pace, but it started to sense that stretching its step helped it.  It made the step smoother, and it covered more ground faster.  The pony knew she was to be a racing pony, so she knew that speed was important.  But the pony also found that the longer smoother steps felt easier.  It felt in balance.  It would be a long time before the pony would forget that she was running with her arms restrained behind her back and that she had no way to protect herself if she fell.  She was, and would be, afraid to fall, for some time to come.  Eventually she would have full confidence in her ability to move at any gait without compromising her balance.  But that was down the road. 
 
    Most encouraging was that Sara did not see the kind of hesitancy that indicated that the pony was afraid it was going to fall.  
 
    For about ten minutes they worked at the canter.  The pony continued to experiment with its step.  Sara watched closely.   
 
    “Good pony.”  She encouraged.   
 
    When she found the pony starting to limit her step and lose some of what she had gained she used her whip to tap the back of the pony’s thighs.  She did not lay on a stripe, but the hint was there.  And, to her credit, the pony immediately responded by lengthening the stride.   
 
    After about ten minutes the pony seemed to have found a stride she liked.  She held to that and worked on smoothing out her delivery and follow through.  Sara let that continue for about another ten minutes. 
 
    Sara did not want the pony to get tired and sloppy.  Twenty minutes at a canter was not a long time, but it was fairly long for the first time by a pony.   
 
    Sara pulled back lightly two time on the reins.  That was the signal to drop back to the trot.  The pony obeyed.  The transition was not wonderful, but there would be plenty of time for that later.   
 
    Interestingly, Sara noted that the length of the stride in the trot was a little longer than it had been before the canter.  The pony had learned that there was a gain to be had from the spring of the boots, even in a trot. 
 
    The pony was not tired and did not have any trouble with the trot.  Still, Sara wanted to water her.  She drew her back to a walk, and then to a stop.  Sara thought that the steps in the walk were crisper.  The pony was showing the signs of pride in her performance. 
 
    Sara approached on the side of the pony.  She did not fix the hobble because this was to be a very brief stop.  She stroked the flank of the pony.  Sweat was already beading up.  Then she reached around with the water bottle and inserted the nipple into the mouth of her pony. 
 
    “Good girl.  That was so good”.   
 
    She stroked the shoulder and head.  Her hand moved around and caressed the pony’s breast.  The nipples were hard and extended.  Was this turning her on?  Maybe.  Sara lightly flicked the nipple.  There was a slight gasp from the pony, but she continued to drink.  She was clearly thirsty.  This was a very important part of the interaction between trainer/driver and pony.  The pony needed to rely upon her, the pony needed to learn to trust her.  That would all take time.   
 
    After she had watered the pony, she slipped a candy into her mouth.  The pony took it into the side of her mouth where she could work at it with the side of her tongue.  Sara patted her on the shoulder.  “Good girl.”  She repeated. 
 
    Right now, she knew that her old friend Jess hated her.  If she were released from her restraints, she would certainly attack Sara.  That was not going to happen, and she was not going to be given that chance.  Sara would not interact with her as her old friend.  Sara was only going to interact with her as her trainer, driver, and owner.  Jess would not be allowed to be Jess.  She would only be Northern Lights.  She was now a pony and would only be allowed to interact as a pony.   Anything she did that was not in keeping with being a pony would be ignored or punished.  The part of her that was a human would be rewritten.  Only when it was gone and fully replaced with Northern Lights, the pony, would she be able to fully accept and excel in her new life.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
    The taste of the candy in her mouth was wonderful.  It should not be that big a thing.  Granted, the food they were giving her was pretty bland, but she had only been a pony for a few days.  It was not like she had been deprived of sweets for a long time, although it was now clear that her dependence on such simple things was tied to the good will of others. 
 
    Also, comparing getting whipped with receiving candy – well, that was an easy choice.  Especially since getting whipped never seemed to gain her anything.  If she was whipped because she had defied them, and if she had otherwise gotten away with it, then putting up with the punishment might even be worth it.  But it never seemed to work that way.  In the end she had done pretty much what they wanted. 
 
    The other basis for getting whipped had been when she performed on a substandard basis.  Almost everything she did, she knew she could do better.  A part of her had been motivated to do better not just to avoid the punishment, but because she hated not being seen as able to perform. 
 
    Today she had decided she would at least put in the effort and see what happened.  She had told herself it was not that hard to do.  After all, she was used to running.  She had even run some marathons, although she was never a competitor of any note.  But this was so different. She was so used to using her arms when she ran.  That was the first thing she could no longer do.  But she had been without the use of her arms now for over three days.  She was surprised at how quickly she had adapted to that.  She didn’t even try to reach out when she shifted to stand.   
 
    The gaits she used as a ponygirl were sufficiently different from the things that she did as a human that she adapted quickly.  The walk – prance – exaggerated her new extreme posture with her back arched and her breasts pushed forward.  Because of the pony boots she pranced on her toes, that was different than anything she had ever done.  When she watched other ponygirls prancing she had to admit that it was pretty captivating.  Were she not on this side of the whip she would have enjoyed watching this. 
 
    The trot was like an easy jog, but again, she was on her toes, and she was fastened to the shafts of the sulky so there was extra weight pulling at her hips.  At first, she had wanted to reach down and grab onto the bars that fastened her to the cart, but of course, that was not possible.  She soon adapted to using her body.  And there was not a lot of choice there.  The pony tack kept her from being able to twist her body.  It also held her with her back arched.  The collar part of the harness also immobilized her head.  What movement she had left was reduced and/or eliminated by check reins that connected key parts of her bridle to the body harness.  Attached to the cart she could really only look forward.  She could not really twist at the waist and could not turn her head.  That meant that when she moved it was straight forward. 
 
    This impacted her trot because she would not move her hips back and forth.  They were kept straight.  She thought that this would inhibit her trot, but it did not seem to do so.  As she learned that she could not twist her hips she adjusted to just using her legs.   
 
    Today she had cantered for the first time.  She had known that was coming.  She had expected it to be a complete disaster.  Without the use of her arms for counterbalance and forced onto her toes by the boots.  Well, she expected to end up on her face. 
 
    What had surprised her was the spring in the boots.  The steel arch that kept her in the strict position had play to it.  She had noticed the play when she pranced and trotted, but not like she did when she cantered for the first time.   
 
    At first, she had taken measured steps.  For some reason her driver – fucking Sara, she needed to put that out of her mind – seemed to just give her her head.  She expected that her tentative steps would be rewarded with the whip, but they were not.  But the faster pace of this gait put more weight on the step, and she found herself launching up into the air.  This was both disconcerting, and very non-productive.  She figured out that if she extended her stride the spring would push her forward rather than just up.   
 
    It was not easy, at first her efforts to reach out were too far and she lost almost all the spring in the step, in fact, it was fighting back at her.  She shortened the step and was going, again, too high in the air.  She found a spot in between that was perfect.  Sara seemed to realize that she was trying to work out the dynamics and had just let her do that.  She was thankful that she had done that. 
 
    Once she found the sweet spot, she found the canter fun.  She was moving at a pretty fast pace.  Much faster than she thought would be possible wearing this restrictive outfit and pulling the cart with her once friend, now tormentor, behind her.  She tried not to think of who was behind her.  She was still angry at Sara.  She was not doing this for Sara.  If it was just for Sara she would just sit down and refuse.  But she had seen enough to know that this was a large organization, that they were devoted to what they were doing, that many, if not all of the ponies were not willing volunteers.  At least no longer willing, if they ever had been.  She had also learned – her bottom still hurt – that open defiance was not tolerated and was painfully controlled.  Her current strategy was necessary to try to find a way out of this mess. 
 
    And she was hopeful that maybe she could get them to compromise on something.  What if she agreed to be a pony for a set period of time?  she would put everything she had into it and at the end of the time they would let her go.  What was wrong with that idea?  They would get the benefit of her full and undivided cooperation and enthusiasm.  Certainly, that would be better than they would expect to get by just beating her.  But how was she supposed to even bargain when she could not even talk? 
 
    Right now, she would settle for them just easing up her restraints.  That would be a beginning.  Maybe they could release her arms at night.  She was locked in her stall so what risk was there?  But from what she had seen the ponies never had their arms released.  Although she could not see inside the other stalls at night.  She could only see a couple of them near hers.  And those ponies never had their arms released.  Did others that she could not see?  Maybe.  It did not seem practical, let alone humane to keep them restrained like this all of the time.   What was going to happen to her arms if they kept her like this?  A surge of panic rolled through her body.  Could she completely lose the use of her arms?  What if through no use they just withered away?  Or even worse, what if gangrene set in because of the way they were restrained and they had to be removed.  She felt her breathing increase. 
 
    But if that were in play, wouldn’t she have seen some ponies without arms?  Every pony she had seen had no use of its arms, but every one of them had arms.  None showed any sign of having the arms removed.  At least she thought that was the case. 
 
    Somehow that gave her a bit of comfort, but instantly it had the opposite effect.  If her arms were not at risk, then what was to prevent them from just keeping her arms restrained forever?  Nothing.  But maybe there was a tradeoff.  Would they give her a chance to express her feelings?  That would make sense.  She was early in this process, but wouldn’t it make sense to ask her what things she would want as rewards?  Negotiations were a normal part of human interaction.  She would negotiate.  She didn’t have much to bargain with, but she could still negotiate.  If they let her. 
 
    The only problem with that was that these people – including her friend Sara – now saw her as an animal and not as a human.  Certainly at least Sara could not be completely into that mode.  Sara had known her too long.  Sara had known her as a human.  Sara could not possibly think of her as just a pony.  Ok, she was furious with Sara.  She really wanted to do something horrible to her, and someday that would happen, but right now Sara was still her best bet.  She had to figure out how to make contact with Sara.  She needed to figure out how to get Sara to allow her to talk to her.  All she needed was the ability to talk to her.  She knew if she could just talk to Sara she could get through to the old Sara.  She would lay aside her anger and work on trying to reach Sara.  That was the plan. 
 
    In the afternoon they returned to working on the three gaits Jess had learned, the walk, trot and canter.  They practiced moving from one to the other.  She had to pay close attention when they were at the trot and walk.  From a walk she might be stopped or moved to a trot.  That was not that hard because they were not going that fast.  At the trot they might go to a walk or canter.  Sara did a good job of keeping Jess off balance as to what was going to happen.  She might go to a canter 3 times, then go to a walk, or she might go to a walk multiple times and then go to a canter.  Jess learned that she was not to anticipate.  Her job was to keep the gait and pace she was at and be ready to react when given a command.  It may seem simple, but it is a lot harder than you might think. 
 
    Jess felt pretty good about her performance.  It was also nice that she did not have time to dwell on her situation.  She learned to focus only on the moment and what was required then.  The few times she let her mind wander she either missed, or was late, for a signal.  One time she moved to a walk when the signal was to go to a canter.  
 
    As expected, that got her a good couple of stripes before she was back to her trot and then on to the canter.  Normally she really resented Sara when she whipped her, but she felt so stupid about how she missed those signals and what she had done that she almost welcomed the punishment.   
 
    By the end of the day Jess felt good about her performance, and she could tell that Sara was happy.  She could hear her humming a tune when she came up and stroked Jess’ flank.  As Sara ran her hand over Jess body, Jess realized that she was dripping with sweat.  She had worked even harder than she thought.  As she now stood outside the stable, she could feel her legs starting to ache.  She was suddenly afraid she would cramp.  What would she do if she got a cramp?  She could not rub it out, and she was hobbled again.  It would be hard to even walk it out, not to mention that walking about when she was supposed to be standing was a good way to get your bottom beaten.   
 
    She wanted to say something to Sara, but she could not even look at her and the fucking bit made talking impossible.  She tapped her hoof.  Then she tapped it again.  Then a third time.  Then Jess lifted her left leg, the one that was starting to cramp. 
 
    It worked.  Sara stopped what she was doing.  “Easy girl.  We will get that fixed.”   
 
    Sara was calling to someone.  Then a groom appeared, and Sara handed Jess’ reins to the groom. 
 
    “She was very good.  I want a full deep massage and reward package.” 
 
    The groom took the reins and started to lead Jess toward the stable.  Jess’ leg was now starting to really cramp.  She limped as she was led.  She tried to put some weight on it, but it really hurt.  She needed to reach down and work the muscle, but she could not. The groom did not yank on her reins, but the steady pressure compelled Jess to follow. 
 
    Sara did not just walk away.  She walked next to Jess for a few steps. 
 
    “I am so proud of you.  You were a perfect pony today.  We are going to do great things.”  She patted Jess on her bottom and then she walked away. 
 
    Jess had communicated, sort of, but she had not been able to do much with it.  Was this a beginning?  She was not sure.  But it was a better start than being whipped. She expected she would get some benefit, she was sure of that, but she did not know what.  If only she could talk.  If only she could negotiate.  She could ask for what she wanted.  What she really wanted was to have her arms released.  That should not be a problem for them.  They had her so under control that the return of her arms, at least at night in the stall, would not provide them with any real risk, would it? 
 
    Right now, though, the increasing pain in her leg drove out those thoughts.  Was the groom going to walk it out?  It did not seem like it.  She was led into the stable.  As she stepped and limped forward a twinge of pain surged through her body with each step.  She wanted to rotate her ankle to work the muscle, but the pony boots did not allow that.  Her attempts only increased the pain. 
 
    The groom stopped Jess at a strange looking table.  It was padded with a leather top.  Jess was pushed forward onto the table.  That at least allowed her to take the weight off her leg.  Although even moving it hurt.  When Jess’ upper body was down on the table straps were fed across her back and waist.   
 
    Jess’ legs were lifted onto two extended supports from the bottom of the table.  The groom removed the pony boots.  Jess immediately tried to rotate her ankle to try to relieve the pain in her leg.  To her surprise the groom took hold of first her right leg and then her left.  She pushed them to the side onto the support and strapped each in place at the ankle. That did not help relieve the pain she was feeling.  The cramp was still there and very painful.  This really sucked.  She did not know how long it would take to abate, but with her held down like this, it could be a long time.  That was not fair.  
 
    But then there were hands on her leg.  The groom’s hands were right on the cramp.  They were kneading the muscles.  At first this hurt like hell. Jess snorted and cried out, but the groom paid no attention.  She instead kept working the leg muscles.   
 
    Slowly the cramp began to subside.  The groom did not stop.  She continued to work the injured leg.  The pain had left and now the attention felt wonderful.  Jess had never been a big fan of massages, she really was uncomfortable with others touching her body, but that prescript for life was now well gone.  She was dependent on others in almost everything, which meant others touching her body all of the time, including touching parts of her that she had considered very private and that she had never imagined being touched by others.  At least other that were not intimate partners. 
 
    She was now beginning to wonder what she had been missing, at least with respect to massages.  The groom had moved on to the other leg, then the shoulders, then back to the thighs.  She continued to work every muscle in Jess’ body.  Jess felt the tension draining from them.  She knew that this would help her from becoming too stiff.  The lactic acid could be worked out of the muscles.  They would be relaxed.  Relaxed, of course, so that they could be worked again tomorrow.  There was no question that they would be worked. 
 
    Was this the reward she was getting for being good or was this just good grooming? It seems like this should be the latter.  After all, this would impact and improve her ability to perform.  She thought about that as she felt herself drifting off.  This was so comfortable.  Even after the groom had loosened all her muscles, she was still working her body.  It felt so good.    
 
    But then something else was happening.  The hands had left her, and something was touching her between her legs.  What was that? She felt pressure against her vaginal opening.   
 
    What the fuck?  Something was being pushed up into her love canal.  She wasn’t a prude, and certainly not a virgin, but she did not like the idea of others just playing with her sexual organs.  She had not agreed to this.  She had not even been told it was coming. 
 
    The thing kept pushing up inside of her.  Strapped down on the table as she was there was not a thing, she could do about it.  It was big.   She thought huge.  In fact, it was about 8 inches.  But to Jess that was very large.  It finally came to a stop because either a part of it, or something attached to it came to rest against the top of her love pouch.  It pushed against her clitoris.  It was a Hitachi fastened to the dildo at 8” below the tip.   
 
    Jess tried to move her hips to expel this invader, but that was not happening.  With her legs spread and strapped down at the ankles and her waist fastened down to the table she had very little movement.  She could move her hips a little, but that did nothing to dislodge the giant invader in her.  She had used a dildo a couple of times and was able to identify the likely invader as such an appliance.  But she had never, ever, had another person do this to her. The same with the vibrator.  And, she had never used both a vibrator and a separate dildo in tandem. She felt herself blush with shame.  What was the groom going to do?  Jess was embarrassed thinking of being fucked with this thing by the groom.  
 
    There was a click, and the thing was locked in place.  Jess could move her hips around – a little, in fact a very little – but could do nothing to dislodge this thing.  Why was the groom doing . . . 
 
    YYEEEPPPP 
 
    Jess squealed as the part of the thing against her clitoris suddenly came to life.  She tried to shift her body away from it.  Not because it didn’t feel good, but because she had been surprised.  She had so little movement.  All she could do was move about a quarter of an inch away.  That was not enough to avoid the vibration. 
 
    In addition, the vibration was working through the dildo that was buried in her. She let her body relax which brought her most sensitive area into firmer contact with the Hitachi.  
 
    Jess was also not a stranger to vibrators.  But once again her experience was only her and the vibrator, there was never anyone else involved, and whenever it did happen the vibrator was fully under her control.  She was not sure how to react when she had no control over it.   
 
    It did feel good.  It felt very good.  But it was not operating at as high a speed as Jess was sure it could.  It was certainly enough to get her attention, but was it enough to get her to conclusion?  Probably.  That seemed a better option than getting there too quickly.  Ok, she liked the idea of being satisfied, even if it was by a vibrator.  She was not sure she liked the idea of being brought to orgasm by someone else and in a process where she had no meaningful participation.   
 
    But there was something to being restrained and then subjected to this.  She knew she could not turn the vibrator off, or on, or up or down.  Those functions were totally under the control of her groom.  There was something about that fact that added to what was happening.  Her helpless state should not be a turn on.  It just should not, but it was.  Why was that adding to the sensation?   
 
    It did not matter.  She was really feeling it now.  She tried to squirm around and use the little freedom she had to push against the vibrator and/or work the dildo in her body.  She realized that she was groaning and moaning as she writhed.   
 
    So little control.  She had so little control over what was happening.  But she needed this.  She really needed this.  There was so much pent-up energy from being restrained all the time and being turned into a ponygirl.  She needed to cum.  She really needed an orgasm. 
 
    She had so little movement available.  She tried to move her hips back and forth.  That gave her a little, but very little help.  She tried to close her legs.  Not happening.  She went back to using her hips.  She could roll her body forward and back – only a little – a very little.  But that helped.  It made her feel a part of the process.  As Jess pushed and twisted against the invader in her body and the external vibrator, she did not think about what was next.  She could feel her excitement raising.  She felt her need increasing.  Her nipples turned into small firm bullets.  Her toes were clenched. She needed this. She did not think about the fact that the groom, and others, controlled whether she would be allowed to get there.  Those times would come later.  Right now, she was a “good pony”, and she was going to reach the desired conclusion.  
 
    She felt herself getting closer and closer, and then like the roller coaster going over the top of the hill the full rush of the orgasm erupted through her system.  She had needed that; oh, she had needed that.   
 
    Her breathing was rapid, and she kept forcing herself against the dildo and vibrator – at least as best she could.  Her body went stiff.  Her breathing went from rapid to holding her breath.  She screamed into her bit.  Her head was back, her nostrils flared. Current streaked through every fiber of her body.  It was an orgasm on a level she did not remember experiencing before.   
 
    After a time – seconds? Minutes? Hours? – her body relaxed and fell forward.  Her breathing started to come under control.  If she had been doing this to herself, she would have pulled her hand (and the vibrator) away at this point and collapsed.  But she was not controlling it, and the dildo was still deep in her body and the vibrator was still humming along.  So effective but lacking the understanding of a human partner that it was time to ease off, instead it kept going. 
 
    That was wonderful, but . . .   She pulled at her arms.  Nothing – no big surprise there. 
 
    Jess wiggled her hips as best she could – again less than an inch – she could do nothing to prevent what was happening. Where was the groom?  Why was this still going?  She had never persisted in stimulation after she had reached climax.  That had been a full-blown orgasm.  She did not need it to keep going.  But she could do nothing to stop it.  She groaned and moaned and flipped her head back and forth. Her check reins had been removed so she had a little movement, but it did nothing to help. She tried to kick with her legs, but the straps at her ankles kept them down on the struts, and they had been stretched just far enough to remove any movement at the knee. 
 
    Despite every effort by her, the vibrator kept buzzing.  It transferred the buzz also to the thing that was filling her.  It had seemed large when it was first inserted.  Now it seemed even more massive.  Was that possible?  Had it somehow grown?  She did not think so.  If anything, it should not feel so large.  She was soaked with her juices.  That lubrication should have made it feel smaller.  But the force of her orgasm had left her so sensitive.  She could feel every ripple and bump on the dildo.  It was clearly not completely smooth.  And it vibrated.  Not a lot, it only took its vibration from the vibrator, but the vibrator was firmly attached to it and that was enough to transfer the sensation. 
 
    What was happening?  She was starting to feel a tingle in her body.  She was starting to feel the electricity building – again.   She had heard of multiple orgasms.  She supposed it was possible for some people.  But not her.  She had never had multiple orgasms.  She liked to orgasm – no, she loved to orgasm.  But when she was done, she was done.  She did not mind snuggling with a partner, but that was all.  She really never wanted to try again.  But nobody was asking her what she wanted.  She was being taken back up the hill, and she was just along for the ride.  There was not a thing she could do about it. 
 
    She thought for a moment that it just wouldn’t work.  Or she could just ignore it.  That was funny.  This thing could not be ignored.  When it got going it became the center of your universe.  And the first orgasm had not made her resistant to further stimulation.  On the contrary, her tender parts were sensitive.  They had been made more sensitive.   How was that fair?  It didn’t matter.  What was happening was happening. 
 
    Soon she was holding her body stiff, trying to force her body against the vibrator, as if she had any control over anything.  Her hands clenched.   Her nipples hardened.  She twisted her head to try to look at her tormentor (or pleasure source, it was both) then stretch her body and push her head back.  Meanwhile the surges coursed through her body.   
 
    She needed this.  All the satisfaction from the first orgasm was gone and the only thing in the world that mattered was the right here and now.  She needed this.  And she was going to get it.   
 
    It was not long.  She felt it build, then she felt as if she were exploding.  She was sure there were now parts of her spread all over the room.  Her breathing was not normal.  It was heavy and deep.  She needed oxygen.  She needed it more than when she had run for miles.  This had taken a lot out of her, but it had been so very wonderful.  It was worth it.   
 
    Fortunately, the vibrating stopped.  She felt her body go limp.  It was not the reward she had been angling for.  What she wanted was some additional freedom.  This was not that.  At least not in the way she had wanted.  But it was a new and different kind of freedom.  And she savored. It.  She took a deep breath and felt herself drifting.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 23 
 
    Training for the rest of the week had gone very well – at least in Sara’s view.  Jess had been obedient. Even more important, she seemed to be actually trying.  They had worked on the canter and trot and transferring between gaits.  Sara had managed to work up the pace of the canter.  She was looking for the sweet spot where she could achieve a fast pace but still keep the pony going for a long time with something left in the tank. 
 
    It appeared that Jess was gaining in endurance, although Sara knew it was too early for the work they had been doing, to be having much impact.  Still, Jess seemed to be able to trot for a very long time and then still canter for 20 minutes or more without getting too tired.   
 
    Sara gave herself a pat on the back for managing the levels of work and being careful to keep her pony challenged but not pushed too far.   
 
    Sara had seen that her pony was rewarded each night for the good effort.  At least up until last night.  Sara had decided that the ‘reward’ might lose its value if it became an assumed result.  The pony needed to understand that the reward was something owned by her owner.  Sara would be the one who dispensed punishment and pleasure.   
 
    There had been nothing wrong with Northern Light’s performance, she had put effort into the days training, but Sara needed to make sure her role and the relationship between her and the pony were clear in the mind of the pony. 
 
    She had directed the groom to clean her and put her away for the evening.  That meant that nothing special had happened.  Jess’ muscles had still been massaged.  She had still been carefully cleaned.  But when it came time for the extra things, the things that Jess had started to look forward to, the things that made her almost accept what was happening to her, there had been nothing. 
 
    The next morning the pony was sullen and had no enthusiasm in her step.  When Sara looked into the face, the pony glared at her.  The pony understood what had happened.  The pony had done everything it had been asked to do and Sara had arbitrarily decided to communicate her level of control by removing the pleasure that the pony wanted.  The pleasure that the pony felt it had earned.   
 
    The pony was not disobedient.  It did exactly what it was bid to do, but there was no joy, there was no enthusiasm in anything that the pony did that morning.  Sara had fucked up.  She had exerted control, but she had done it in a way that had injured rather than strengthened her relationship to the pony.  Right now, this pony – Jess, her old friend – and Northern Lights, the pony she wanted to create – both had lost trust in her.   
 
    The worst part was that she needed to figure out a way around this without giving in. This was a huge cock-up.  What could she do?  She wanted to have the day end in a reward for the pony, but she needed to make sure that the pony earned the reward.  It was a Catch-22, because the present sullen mood of the pony was more likely to end with a punishment.  That was another course that could be taken.  Sara thought about that.  Did she want to go that way?  It might bring the pony back in line, or it just might push the pony further away.  Either approach was very risky.  
 
    She had taken a moment to look into the pony’s eyes.  She saw her old friend Jess.  She knew the sullen mood that went with that look.  This was not good.  Jess, although pretty upbeat for the most part, was subject to fits of depression.  And this is exactly what that looked like.   
 
    Over the last week Jess had gone from looks of fear and expectation to confusion and then anger.  The anger was not there.  The fear was not even there.  There was only an emptiness.  This was the Jess that would go to her room and sit on her bed with her face in her hands.  This is the Jess who would not answer when you knocked on the door.  This was the Jess that would only glance up when you came into her room before turning away. If you reached out to her, she would pull away further.  Sara had seen her stay in that funk for days.  Sara knew it would not be easy to get her out of it. 
 
    Well, ponygirls did not get to do funk.  Ponygirls did not get to sulk and avoid contact. Ponygirls could not run to their stall and curl up in a fetal position.  The pony would not be putting her head into her hands. Ponygirls did what they were commanded to do; they did it immediately; and they had to have their head in the game all the time.  Jess had not been very good at the later for the last week.  Well, today was going to be a challenge. 
 
    Sara climbed into the sulky.  She pulled the reins to the side to turn the ponygirl.  She waited for her steed to refuse to react.  That did not happen.  Jess obeyed the command.  Not with enthusiasm, but this was a simple command.  Some of what she was doing may have been only rote.  She had been doing this all week.  She should be able to do most of the moves without thinking about them. There was a disconnect between the acting part of the ponygirl brain and the thinking part.  That would work for a while.   
 
    Sara slapped the reins and signaled for a walk.  The pony began to prance.  Nothing wrong with that. Ok, maybe it would work out.  Could the pony perform as required and still be in her mood?  Sara doubted it.  At some point the depression of the pony would show, but not for anything as simple as this.  For right now her training would be enough to keep her in the game. 
 
    Sara could see how important a proper attitude was for a pony.  While what the pony was doing was technically correct it was missing that extra crisp addition that made for champions.  Prior to this Sara had not really realized this fine point.  She felt disappointment because the performance of this task had been better the day before and the day before that.  It was hard to identify the precise reason why.  What was being delivered was technically correct, but there was something missing.  Had Sara fucked this up irrevocably?  She felt like she wanted to cry.  She needed to get her pony back to where she had been, she was just not sure how to do it.  Maybe a different gait. 
 
    She slapped the reins and brought the pony up to a trot.  Again, the technical performance was there.  She could not fault the step.  The posture seemed right.  But it was not right.  It was still lacking.  Sara could just not put her finger on what exactly the pony needed to do.  And, more importantly, what she could do to get her pony to that spot. 
 
    Maybe if she just worked her hard, she would work through her funk.  It was not a good solution, but it was all Sara could come up with.  She wished she had Marilyn here right now.  She needed help, but she had training to do.  That would have to wait until later. 
 
    She kept the pony at a trot for about an hour.  That was not a challenge for the pony at her current state of training.  Then she brought her up to a canter.  This would increase the challenge for the animal.  Sara had decided that she needed to get the pony tired enough that Sara was going to have to intercede to keep her going.  As the pony got tired it would stop operating just by rote.  Either it would get its head back in the game, or the behavior would become worse.   The first would be good, the later would provide a window to provide correction.  Sara really wanted to put her whip to this animal.  She wanted to let her know that this mood was not acceptable, but she did not want to make things worse.  She did not want open rebellion at this stage.  Neither did she want her pony to give up.  What she was seeing had all the earmarks of giving up.  It was, ok, I can’t stop you, so I am going to do the very minimal I have to do.   
 
    It was not what she needed, but if she punished her, then she might have a complete collapse.  She was just not sure enough to make a move.  Sara was frozen. 
 
    The pony kept the canter for about twenty minutes.  That was good.  Sara could see that her breathing was getting heavier. She watched carefully.  She had to be ready if the pony broke stride.  She had to be ready if the pony even began to slow the pace.  Either of these were possibilities if it was feeling tired – and it was clearly feeling tired. 
 
    When the time came, she could reconnect with the pony.  That was what was missing right now.  The pony was not connected to her.  At least that is what she was telling herself.  This pony had great potential; she was sure of it.  But she needed the pony to understand that.  She needed to be one with the pony.  Right now, there was a huge wall between them.  Her whip was a good way to break through that wall.  
 
    Sara watched carefully.  Then she saw it.  The pony stiffened and straightened up, just a little, but it was there.  This was the first signal she had been trained to watch for.  It would be a precursor to slowing. 
 
    WWWOOOSSHHH - - - - - TTTHHRRRACCKKKK - - - - - EEOOAAAAEEE 
 
    SSSOOIISSSSSHHHH - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKK - - - - - - - AAAEEOOOOOOAA 
 
    Right on the mark.  Her timing had been perfect, and she had delivered two clean swipes, one to each buttock.   
 
    For half a second the pony had reared, but then she had lowered her head and pushed forward.  Her pace improved, and she looked better.   
 
    Sara had been able to use her whip on the pony.  But she had been able to do it in a way that the pony knew was not disciplinary.  It was part of how it was used in normal interactions between the pony and the driver/trainer.  She was sure it hurt.  She could see the bright red lines where her whip had landed, but the pony should not see it as being punished.  Sara knew that was an important distinction.  And especially important right now when the pony was feeling disconnected.  This was not the trainer punishing the pony, but the trainer bonding with the pony.  She had felt like they were there yesterday, she needed to get that back.  Would Jess feel it? 
 
    Now she had to gauge how long to hold the canter.  She needed the pony to feel the accomplishment, but not push it too far.  What she really wanted to do was just stop, then go up and hold and cuddle her.  She wanted to tell Lights that she was a good pony.  She wanted, no she needed, this pony that once was her good friend to understand that she really loved her.  She needed her to know that she would watch out for her.  She needed her to know that she would take care of her.  It was a matter of trust.  The pony needed to trust in her. 
 
    The pony was dependent upon her.  That was a huge step in this process.  The pony knew that she was unable to resist.  The pony knew that she could not do things for herself.  The pony understood that there was no escape.  It was a pony, and it would remain a pony.  Its life then was controlled by others, and it was dependent for everything, even washing, cleaning; even passing waste, on others.  And all of those others where under the supervision and control of her trainer.  That trainer was Sara.  So, Sara was her God.  Sara made every decision.  Sara directed the good and the bad. 
 
    Sara had let her filly have pleasure for three days in a row.  The pony had been a good pony and had earned the pleasure.  But then Sara had decided that the pony needed to know that it did not control the pleasure.  So last night there had not been any.  It was not the pony’s decision and certainly not within its control.   
 
    Jess, the person inside this new pony had been pissed.  She had started to accept her new status in life clearly feeling that she had some measure of control of her new existence.  This, only to learn that she did not have any control.  Her old friend, and now her tormentor, Sara had control.  Sara would decide when she got pleasure, when she did not, and even when she would be punished.  This was an important lesson and Sara needed to get Jess, now the ponygirl Northern Lights, through this process.  They were not there yet, but they were now making progress. 
 
    The day was going to end in one of two ways.  Either the pony would receive a good pleasurable night, or it would be a miserable night probably with punishment.  Sara was hoping for the former but had to be ready for the later.  She could not help but feel a good part of it depended on how well she did her job. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Jess had been confused and disoriented.  Then when she realized what these people were up to, she became furious.  But she was helpless to do anything about it.  She had hoped that her old friend Sara would rescue her from this nightmare, but then it turned out that Sara was in on it all along, and even worse, Sara may well be the principle behind what was happening to Jess.   
 
    The feeling of betrayal had been overwhelming.  Again, she had railed at the injustice of this situation.  Nothing had helped her.  Sara and the others held all the cards.  Jess had nothing.  She was completely at their mercy – and they did not show much of that. 
 
    Jess had learned that Sara intended to keep her as a ponygirl and to train her.  Train her to do something, exactly what was not clear, but that did not matter.  For a week she had been treated as an animal and it seemed that the plan was to keep her in this state forever.  The thought of that was frightening.  It was clear that they could get Jess to do what they wanted.  Sara, the once meek even submissive roommate, was now demanding.  She commanded Jess to do things Sara directed.  It was so strange, because now her style and approach were self-assured and commanding.  It felt natural to obey her commands even though Jess did not want to do so.  And Sara had a whip.  Not only did she have a whip; she knew how to use the damn thing.  And she was not the least bit shy about doing so.  And it hurt.  It was demeaning because it, by its very use, demoted Jess to an animal, or at least subservient.  But there was nothing she could do about that.  She was helplessly restrained and completely under control all of the time.   
 
    The whip was not even punishment.  The whip was just a training implement.  And a damn good one.  Jess had already learned about punishment.  On her very first day she had been caned.  The marks on her body were gone now, but the marks in her mind were still there and very real. She did not want to be caned again.  The very thought that Sara could have her caned was numbing.  A week ago, if someone suggested that Sara might do that – to anyone – Jess would have laughed.  Sara did not have that in her.  Now she felt differently.  Sara had shown herself to be assertive and controlling – who was this Sara?  She did not even know this person.  But she now had not the slightest question that Sara would send Jess to be caned without a second thought.   
 
    Jess had gone through a phase of anger, even rage, but that phase had pretty much abated.  It had not gotten her anywhere.  In the end Sara and her friends, had won.  Jess had always surrendered.  She was helpless to carry out any affirmative action.  She could not escape.  She could not fight back.  She could only obey or not obey.  And not obeying was painful and was always followed by obeying.  That alone was humiliating.   Refusal to obey did not even come with signs of anger from those controlling her.  It was at most disappointment.  It made her feel even more like an animal subject to training.  They just accepted that the stupid animal would be resistant.  But they also knew that the animal would eventually do as they commanded.  And Jess had – every time.  Again, frustrating and humiliating.   
 
    It was actually better when she decided that the correct approach was to at least act like she was going to do what they wanted.  She had hoped that there would be a change in her condition.  She had hoped that maybe there would be a chance for her to talk to Sara.  She was ready to negotiate.  She didn’t have much to bargain with, but she wanted to try.  Maybe if she just asked for some little things that would open the door for better things down the road.  Not freedom.  She knew they would not give her that, but maybe a reduction in her restraints.  Something. 
 
    She had not been able to use her arms in a week.  She was worried about them. She had tried to use her muscles isometrically to make sure they didn’t atrophy.  But would that work?  How long did it take for the muscles to start to lose their ability?  Her captors didn’t seem to care.  They seemed to consider her arms as unnecessary appendages.  Since a pony did not have arms, she did not need arms.  She guessed she was lucky they did not cut them off.  That thought and image made her legs shake.  But was this better?  How long would it take before any real use of her arms was gone?  Would she be able to get them back?  She had looked about as best she could.  She had not seen any other ponies – not a single one – that had the use of its arms.  The binder made it very difficult to look at the arms of the others, so she was unable to fully gage the impact of having the arms out of use.  But she knew that eventually this would be a bad thing for her.  She needed to get the use of her arms back.  She did not know how to do that, but she needed to do it.  And, as she usually did when she thought about her arms she gave them an involuntary twist, as if to confirm they were still restrained – they were.  But it also confirmed that they were still there and working. 
 
    But she had not gotten the use of her arms back.  She had hoped that by cooperating she would be able to get some balance back in her relationship.  That had not happened.  Sara had been sure to keep control and to communicate at all times that Jess had no control, and more importantly no opportunity to even ask for anything.  She could obey or not obey. 
 
    She had decided to obey – at least for now.  Strangely, she did not know if it was a good or bad thing, she enjoyed it when she ran.  Being taken to a trot and kept there for a lengthy period of time actually felt invigorating.  And the canter was very enjoyable.  Jess had always enjoyed running.  She had always felt free when she was running.  It had something of the same effect now, even though she was far from free, she was restrained, she was fastened to a cart, someone in the cart was dictating every aspect of what she was to do; when she would run; how long she would run; the pace; when to turn, slow, speed up, or stop, every aspect of her performance was controlled and dictated to her, but it was still a freeing feeling.  The wind in her face, her hair, now in a ponytail sticking straight up from the middle of her head, blowing back.   
 
    Then she would feel the reins pull at her bit.  She would be brought back to her situation, and she would respond.  If she did not perform as directed, she might even feel the whip.  That did not happen often, and usually when it did it was when she needed it.  Needed it?  No, that was crazy.  She did NOT need it.  It was when her driver/trainer, her so-called friend, decided that she needed it.   
 
    But then there had been the rewards.  Sara made sure to communicate to Jess that the reward was being granted by her.  Jess had felt unsure about it at first.  She was not used to having someone else manipulate her sexually.  She certainly had masturbated herself.   But she had never been masturbated by someone else.   And she had never been masturbated while she was restrained and had no control over it.  She had used a vibrator before, but this thing that the groom used was so intense. She had been taken to multiple orgasms.  That was new for her.  When she serviced herself, she would reach orgasm and then collapse.  But here she could not do that. Even though it must have been clear to the groom that she had reached climax, the groom never stopped at one.  Reward meant multiple orgasms.  Jess had not realized that she could do that, and she never thought that the next orgasm in line, and even the one after that could be more intense than the first.  But it was. 
 
    It has been something like she had never known.  And she really liked it.  So, when it happened the next day, she really wanted it.  And she was not disappointed.  It had been every bit as great as the day before.  By the third day she was really looking forward to the end of the day.  She enjoyed being able to run, but this new way of ending the day, well, it did not fully compensate for losing her freedom, but it did offer the major potential benefit to this new reality. 
 
    That was why last night was such a shock. She had performed well that day.  She had done everything she was asked to do.  There was nothing different in her performance than the days before.  She had been rewarded on those days.  But not last night.  She had not been punished as such, but she had not been pleasured.  She was groomed, massaged, cleaned, fed, and returned to her stall.   
 
    At first, she was just confused.  But the groom had patted her on the head and told her “Sorry about tonight.  Maybe tomorrow.”  It was clear then.  It was fucking Sara.  She was just exerting her power and control.  She was making it clear to Jess that Sara controlled her life.  Only if Sara said so would she be granted what she had come to think of as what she was entitled to.  She was a ponygirl and she was entitled to nothing. 
 
    Her first reaction was anger.  But she had been angry with Sara – and the others – and she already knew they did not care and that there was not a thing she could do. 
 
    The full nature of her helpless state come home to roost.  She could not see because her eyes were filled with tears.  This was too much.  She could not take this.  It was so unfair.  Her world just seemed to collapse around her.  If she had not been locked up, she would have run away.  She could not do this anymore.  She had tried.  And, it had not worked.  She wanted to do herself in.  She looked around her stall, but there was not even the means to do that.   
 
    She curled up and cried.   
 
    The next morning, she could not shake herself out of her funk.  She had tried to resist.  That had failed.  She had tried cooperation, that really had not worked either.  She could really do nothing.  She would do what was required of her.  But that was all. She was just going to mentally check out of the net. 
 
    
  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24 
 
    Jess had been directed to walk and then trot.  She had done what was required.  She knew the steps and she could do it without thinking.  And that is what she did.  She was done thinking.  
 
    After a time, she was brought to a canter.  She had trotted for a long time, but she was able to do that, and she really had not felt tired. It felt good to be at the faster gait.  Maybe she could run off some of her frustration.  Her entire world was such a mess right now.  How could this even be.  She had had a good life.  Things had been going well for her.  That was the life of a person.  Now she was not a person.  FUCK!! 
 
    She twisted in her restraints.  But she was so firmly held that it must have been almost unnoticeable to her tormentor.  It did cause her to faulter in her step. 
 
    SSWWOOOSHHHHH - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKK - - - - - EEEOOAAAAGG 
 
    It had not been unnoticeable.  That fucking hurt.  How had that fucking twit become so good at this?  How had she developed the eye to see every fucking thing?  And how had she gotten so good with that damn whip?  Ok, she had screwed up the step.  She hadn’t done it on purpose, but she had screwed it up all the same.  But you should not be whipped for something like that.  But that was in a different world.  In this world you were whipped for that.  Not excessively, but at least enough to let you know that you screwed up and to get you to fix it.  She had fixed it.  She was back in the proper gait and pace.  She didn’t want to be.  She didn’t want any more of this.  But she had no choice.  Nobody cared what she thought.  She could perform or be in pain.  And it hurt. That fucking whip hurt. It did not hurt as much as the cane, but it hurt enough to keep her focused.   
 
    After she had been at a canter for about ten minutes, she was actually beginning to feel better.  She looked straight ahead, she kept to the pace, she regulated her breathing.  All of that helped.  It was funny.  She had always run to take away stress.  She had always felt free when she was running.  Now she was running, but she was far from free.  Not only was she restrained; she was actually pulling a cart with a rider behind her.  And the rider was deciding where they would go, what pace they would take.  Every aspect of this endeavor was in the hands of someone else.  That was about as far from being free as you could get, but just the act of running.  Just the act of putting one foot in front of the other.  Just the act of controlling your breathing.  Those acts generated a feeling of freedom.  She wasn’t even thinking of the servile nature of her acts.  She was just running. 
 
    How long had it been?  She was starting to feel the pace.  Part of her wanted to stop and walk for a while.  Another part of her wanted to push through and keep going. This was common for her when she exercised.  Normally she would just look up ahead and pick a target.  She would tell herself she would run until she got there.  It did not mean she would stop when she got to the target.  It meant she would not stop before.  Normally, she could repeat the process picking several targets one after another to keep herself going. 
 
    She looked up ahead and picked out a tree.  It was about 200 meters away.  She did not even think about the fact that she was not in control of stopping.  Well, that was not strictly true. She was the one providing the power. She could stop.  Well, she could physically execute the action of stopping.  But what would happen then?  She did not want to think about the consequences for stopping. And, if her driver decided to go in a different direction, or turn away, she may never get to the tree. 
 
    This brought the reality of her situation crashing back to her.  She felt the sense of freedom she was enjoying just melt away.  She looked ahead at the target she had selected.  She had picked a target, but it was meaningless.  It was meaningless because her picking a target implied that she had some control over thing.  She had NONE.  She had no control over anything.  Fuck Sara!  Fuck all these bastards.   
 
    Jess looked down at the ground in front of her.  But she kept running.  She ran because she needed to run.  She was not running because she enjoyed it.  She was running because she was now a ponygirl, and that is what ponygirls did.  She could do it, but somehow all the pleasure was gone from the act.  Fucking Sara had found out how to take all the pleasure out of it.   
 
    Jess wished they were up on a cliff.  She wished she could just turn and run off the edge.  She wished she could just crash to her death.  It would be painful, but not the kind of painful that was used to control her.  It would just be release.  It would be even better if she could take her tormentor with her.  But she was not on a cliff, she was on level ground and had no place to go for escape.  
 
    There was no release.  The way they controlled her she could not even end her misery.  She just kept going.  One foot in front of the other.  She wasn’t even looking at her target.  She did not even know if she had reached it.  Another problem was that she had almost no peripheral vision.  The check reins and high collar kept her from turning her head, and the blinders at the sides of hear head blocked her from seeing what was not just ahead of her.  
 
    Jess’ vision blurred.  Her eyes filled with tears.  But she kept running.  Nobody cared if she cried.  Nobody cared how she felt.  They only cared that she obeyed and performed.   
 
    Jess could feel the tears running down her cheeks.  As a person she would reach up and wipe them away.  But as a ponygirl she had no arms to do this with.  Ponygirls could not even touch themselves.  Others did that.  Whether good or bad, others did it all.  If she was just standing now someone else might wipe the tears away.  But she was not standing, she was running.  That is what she was supposed to be doing.  Nobody could even see that she was crying.   
 
    The tears made it hard to see, but she did not really need to see much.  All she needed to see was the ground in front of her, so she did not step on anything.  Not that there was anything to step on.  She was on level ground designed for use by ponygirls.   
 
    Her cheeks tickled where the tears had run down, but there was nothing she could do about that.  She continued to look straight ahead – the only direction she could look, and she continued to put one foot in front of the other at the dictated pace – the only thing she could really do. 
 
    She could feel her body beginning to complain about the strain.  She had been running for a long time – how long? – she did not know.  She could feel her breathing starting to become labored.  This was not a new feeling.  She was used to this when she ran.  She was used to approaching the wall.  That is what runners called it.  She was used to having to get up to the wall and to pushing through it.  There would be a huge rush of endorphins when that happened.  It was one of the more wonderful aspects of running.  But that was always something she controlled. 
 
    Today, now, here, she did not feel the motivation.  She did not want to push through the wall.  She did not want to even keep running.  She really wanted to just drop and die.  But she could not do that.  She would settle for dropping to the ground and curling up in a ball.  That was not really available to her either.  So, what was going to happen when she could not go anymore?  She was not able to get through the wall.  Not in her present mind set.  That meant she was going to fail.  And it was going to happen very . . . . 
 
    SSWWOOOSSSHHHH - - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKKK - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAA 
 
    SSSWIIISSSHHHH - - - - - - - - CCCRRACCKKKKKK - - - - - - - - AAAOOEEEEAAA 
 
    FUCK! That hurt.  She could feel the stripe burning across each buttock.  Fuck!  This was so unfair.  She could not even reach down and massage them, although she desperately wanted – no needed – to do just that. 
 
    Had she faltered?  Had she missed a step?  No, not yet.  She was close, but it had not happened.  She was about to be there but wasn’t. 
 
    Then she realized that her breathing had now normalized.  She was still at the canter at the pace that Sara had dictated.  She had been about to fail.  She had been at the wall, but she had not been able to push herself through.  Somehow Sara had seen it and pushed her through.  It was at the expense of her bottom.  That really hurt.  But she was through.  She was ok – at least for now. 
 
    Jess was not sure how she felt about this.  She did not so much mind that Sara had been able to see where she was.  It was not so much that Sara had understood that Jess was at the wall.  It was not even that Jess had been unable to push through the wall herself (or was she just unwilling.)  But it was that Sara had been able to take command of the situation and force Jess through.  It was just one more indicator of the fact that Jess had lost her self-control.  It was one more sign of the degree to which Sara now controlled her life, every aspect of her life.   
 
    They ran on.  Well to be correct, Jess ran and Sara rode in the cart behind her, whip ever ready to correct any defect and to keep her on the straight and narrow.   
 
    And Sara was keen to every aspect of her ponygirl.  She did not keep Jess running for too long before bringing her to a trot and then a walk, and then a stop.  Only when she was rested and watered, together with praise and strokes of her body that they were ready to start out again.   
 
    As Jess stood gulping in the water provided to her from the nipple of the water dispenser, she wanted to just turn away.  But she was very thirsty and needed the water.  Besides why deprive herself of what she needed and get whipped for the pleasure.  Not that was not going to work. 
 
    “Good girl. You are such a good pony.”  Sara cooed as if talking to her favorite pet. 
 
    “Fuck you.” Jess wanted to respond. But she was in no position to do anything.  Instead, she just continued to take the water.   And when the sweet was slipped into her mouth – well – she was not about to turn that away.  She had not really been that big a consumer of candy before, but now it was very important. She did not know why it was, but it was.  She really wanted the sweet.  She worked hard and the reward was wonderful.  Besides, the food they fed her was so bland.  She had never liked bland food.  She liked spices.  Spices of all kinds.  But now she had none.  The only thing she had was the reward of a sweet candy for a job well done, when it came.  That did not make it worth being a ponygirl.  Not at all.  But when one was stuck, like she was stuck, you needed to find the pleasures you could find.  And a sweet reward was an important pleasure.  One she did not want to miss out on.  
 
    The afternoon went very much like the morning.  But maybe a bit less.  Jess did what was required of her, but no more.  There was no praise.  There were no treats.  The corrections were not substantially more than in the morning, but she did not care.  She was completely depressed.  She wanted to just curl up and wallow in her misery. But no, she had to run.  She had to fucking run.  So, she did.   
 
    Her face was wet with her tears, but nobody fucking cared.  She felt mechanical.  That is what she would be.  She would just pull back into herself.  Fuck Sara!  Fuck this place!  Fuck them all!!!  They could keep her here.  They could make her run – she would do that.  But they could not fucking make her like it.  Fuck them all! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25 
 
    Sara had hoped that things would improve the next day.  They did not.  Jess was in a blue funk and was not coming out.  She did not defy Sara. She obeyed all the commands and instructions that were given to her, but there was no heart in any of it. It showed in her performance.  Technically correct but still lack luster.  She was a zombie. And it did not improve over the next few days. 
 
    Sara had denied Jess sexual release.  She continued to do so.  She hoped that Jess would see the error of her ways and come out determined to win back some favor.  After all, she knew Jess very well.  She knew that Jess could be moody.  She had seen her in fits of depression, but they had never lasted more than a day or two.  That is why Sara had been willing to ride with thing, but by day three she was really worried.  Somehow, she needed to get Jess out of this funk. 
 
    She had helped Jess on other occasions.  She remembered when Jess’ ‘boyfriend’, someone that Sara had not liked in the first place, had dumped her.  Sara had been surprised by the depth of Jess’ reaction.  She did not think that Jess was that invested in the relationship. Yet it had really put in in a tailspin. Sara thought about that now.  Had Jess been that serious or was she mostly reacting to having been the recipient of the negative action?  Jess had a strong outward look, but inside she was pretty insecure.  Being dumped had fed her insecurities.  Sara was certain it was not losing this boy in particular that was problematic to her, it was being rejected generally. 
 
    Sara had held Jess when she cried.  She had sat with her.  She had given her positive statements about her abilities and future. 
 
    Well, none of that was going to work here.  Jess was not going to escape her current situation.  She was a ponygirl, and she was going to stay a ponygirl.  Somehow Sara needed to get Jess to accept and buy into that concept. Even more, she needed Jess to become invested in being a ponygirl. She had felt like she was getting there about a week ago when Jess seemed to be enjoying herself and had relished in the ‘reward’, she received for being a good pony.  But when the reward had been withheld, something that was necessary to teach the pony who was in control, instead of stepping up her game to get it back she had just collapsed and given up. That had come as a big surprise to Sara.  Jess usually had more backbone than that. Sara had tried to cox her back with praise and treats.  It almost seemed to be working but then did not get there.   
 
    Sara had continued to withhold the big reward waiting for the light to come on in Jess’ head.  But there was no light there.  There was only darkness.  And it was Catch-22.  If Sara had her rewarded when she had not earned it, then the lesson was that all Jess had to do was sulk if she did not get her way and she would prevail.  That would not work.   
 
    She could have her caned.  But she had not done anything that would deserve that degree of punishment.  She was being obedient, and she was not supposed to beat a pony that was obeying.  And waiting her out was not working.  If anything, Jess seemed to become more entrenched in her mood.  She could not let that happen. No, she needed to find another way to motivate her.   
 
    After the third straight day of automaton performance Sara had had it.  As Jess was collected by the groom Sara stopped the groom and whispered into her ear.   She made sure that Jess could not hear what was said but that she also knew that Sara was giving instructions.   
 
    This had actually gotten Jess’ attention.  Sara looked into the face of the stubborn pony and watched the eyes expand as it watched what was happening.  Sara and the groom were discussing what was going to happen to the pony.  The pony clearly knew this but had no idea what was about to happen.  Before leaving Sara walked over to her pony, smiled into her face, and patted her on the side of the head.  “Let’s see how tomorrow goes.”  Then she walked away without looking back. 
 
    She knew that the pony did not want to follow the groom, but that the pony had no real choice in the matter.  With a line clipped to her nose ring she would follow. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    And follow is what Jess did.   
 
    Jess had felt dead inside.  She didn’t give a fuck.  There was nothing she could do so she would just do nothing.  Well, she couldn’t really do nothing.  That would just get her beaten.  She would just do what they commended.  It was simple and while it would not stop her beatings it seemed to keep it to a minimum.  What she really wanted to do was curl up.  She wanted to close her eyes and just die.  But she could not do that.  She was completely helpless.  She could not even end her own existence.  But that did not mean she had to be a willing participant in it.   
 
    Fuck these bastards.  Fuck Sara.  Fuck everything.  Then she saw Sara whispering to the groom.  She had really tried to just tune everything out, but when she looked at Sara’s face, she suddenly felt afraid.  She was very afraid.  
 
    She could feel her stomach roiling. She did not know what Sara had told the groom to do.  She had not liked the look in Sara’s eyes.  She did not like the way that Sara kept glancing over at her while she talked to the groom.  And she really did not like the smirk on Sara’s face when she had patted her on the head and left.  She had gotten used to the demeaning treatment. The pats on the head, flanks, butt.  The stroking and tweaking of her breasts.  All of these things when she was completely helpless to do anything other than just stand there and take it.  She had been really angry at Sara – she now felt just dead inside, she was still angry – but she had not been afraid of Sara.  That is not until now.  She did not know what it was that Sara had cooked up for her, but she was very sure she was not going to enjoy what was coming. 
 
    Jess tried to look around.  This is difficult to do when you are being led by a leash line attached to a ring in your septum.  She wanted to run away.  She did not even care that it was not possible.  She had seen enough of this ranch to know that there was no place she could go.  Even if she had the use of her arms – which she did not; even if she could use her legs – which she could not because of the fucking hobble; even if she was not leashed – but of course she was, she still knew that the ranch was surrounded by fences.  The stable area had its own fences.  The only way in or out were the several roads and paths that led in and to the work areas.  The fences were not high but would still be hard to climb by a free person, impossible for a ponygirl.  And outside the stable area she was certain that the entire ranch was fenced in. She had seen the fences when she had first arrived with Sara.  She had occasionally seen fences when she was out working.  They were formidable fences with razor wire at the top.  Even completely free they would be a challenge.  For a ponygirl they were insurmountable.  
If she could run – which she could not – there was no place to run.  That would not have stopped her right now.  She would have run, they would have caught her, but she still would run.  But the groom never let go of the leash and the pain in her nose from the tension of the leash dictated that she follow.  She followed. 
 
    Jess began to relax a little as they went through the normal ritual of cleaning, feeding and then the best part of the day, the massage.  While she did not like being strapped down on the table, she loved the feel of the groom’s hands on her sore muscles.  This girl may be small, but she had very strong fingers and she knew just where to push and prod.   Jess’ hobble was removed, and her legs spread wide.  The nature of the table left control fully in the hands of the groom.  Once her legs were spread, they were locked in place.  She could not close them. She could not even move them closer together.  
 
    Then she felt the fingers work near her private area.  This is normally how the sexual manipulation would begin.  Could Sara have given her permission to pleasure Jess?  The look on Sara’s face had not been friendly.  It had not looked like the ‘give her a reward’ look.  Sara had not been happy with Jess, and it did not seem that Sara was going to tell the groom to do something nice.  So why was she doing this?  Was the groom disobeying her directions?  That seemed unlikely.  Jess was sure that Sara had the power to have the groom punished.  Jess did not want the groom to be punished.  She liked her groom.  She was the only person in this hell that seemed to care about Jess.  So why was this happening? 
 
    It did not take long before the talented fingers of the groom had reached Jess’ most sensitive area.  Jess wanted this.  No, she needed this.  Part of the reason she was so angry with Sara was that Sara had cut her off from the sexual pleasure she had been receiving.  This was not the Hitachi, but it was sexual, and it was very stimulating. Had she actually won?  Had Sara caved?  No, that was not the look Jess had seen on Sara’s face. 
 
    But what was happening was clearly happening.  The fingers stroked Jess’ labium.  Then found her clitoris and flicked at it.  Jess could feel it swell at the attention.  She wanted to push herself against the hand that was working her flesh.  She twisted her body and tried to move her legs.  She could not move.  She was on her stomach.  Her arms were held on her back.  Even though the binder had been removed the metal locking device was still in place.  It held her elbows and then her wrists against the bar between her elbows.  It was undefeatable.  She clearly knew that.  Still, she twisted her arms in the restraint.  She could not help it.   Her legs were spread and strapped down at the knees and ankles.  They were separated on supports that the groom could move in or out.  Belts at her waist and shoulders kept her in place on the table. 
 
    She could not turn over.  She could not bring her legs together.  She could not move at all.  The groom could touch her wherever she desired, and Jess could only accept it.  But that is what she wanted.  She wanted to be touched.  It had been days since she had been manipulated to orgasm.  The orgasms had been the very best she had ever experienced.  They had been something she really wanted.  Jess knew that she had deserved them.  That is why it was so devastating when Sara had taken them away.  That had been unfair.  Jess had been doing a good job.  She had worked hard.  She deserved to be rewarded and Sara was being completely unfair when she had taken them away.  They belonged to Jess and Sara had no right to do that.  Rather than fight to get them back, she had just sulked.  Jess thought about that for a minute, but she was completely distracted by the attention she was getting. 
 
    Right now, she could only lay back and relish the feeling.  This was good, this is what she wanted and needed.  
 
    The fingers were caressing her labium.  Gently, so very gently.  There was an occasional flick to her now very hard clitoris.  Jess could not see, but she was sure her clitoris must look like a small penis it was so swollen with blood.  It was also sensitive.  So very sensitive. She had been manually manipulated by the groom on a few occasions before the vibrator had been used.  She had not been manually taken to orgasm, but she had felt close at times.  Was this going to be it? 
 
    The hands move away.  Jess felt tingling through her body.  It ran up the insides of her legs, it ran across her abdomen, it ran into her vulva.  How could the simple touch of the groom be so . . , so . . . well so enrapturing.   
 
    Those fingers were amazing.   
 
    But then there was something else.  Something wet had touched the inside of her thigh.  There was a flick and a quick movement.  It was wet.  It left a line of dampness that responded to the feel of the air around her.   
 
    Then it was on the other thigh.  Fuck – this was a tongue.  The groom was licking at the inside of her legs.  The fingers had been so very good, but there was something about the tongue.  It was like it was connected to electrical currents.  Each touch sent charges radiating up and down her thighs.   
 
    As the tongue moved up and down the thighs the “charges” shot up and down the length of her legs and then her body.  It did not take long before Jess was ready to explode.  Her body stiffened as she tried to find a position that would put pressure on her crotch area.   That was not happening.  She tried to say “please”.  But the sounds that left her mouth were just pathetic groans.  She realized the groom knew what she was asking for.  The groom knew what she wanted – no speech needed.  No communication was required.   
 
    But why was the groom holding back.  She just continued to flick, lick, and tease her.  The tongue even came up next to her labium.  It even brushed against one, then the other.  It came within micro millimeter distance from her clitoris.  Jess could feel breath on her most sensitive parts.  It was almost, but not quite, enough to get her to where she needed to be.   
 
    Jess was now becoming frantic.  She was bucking and pulling at the straps that held her down.  She was moving her head about as best she could.  Her eyes were wide, and she was mumbling and moaning through her bit.  She needed the groom to finish.  She needed just a slight push to take her over into climax.  She was so close.  It would take almost anything, really no effort at all.  But it was not forthcoming.  The groom stopped.  Then the groom left. 
 
    What the fuck! She fucking left?  Jess was struggling, twisting and bucking on the table, but she was fully and completely restrained.  She could go nowhere.  She could do nothing.  She pulled and jerked at her arms.  If she had a hand, just one, just a finger, she could finish this.  But she did not have a hand.  She did not have the use of her arms.  She was a pony and ponies did not have hands. There was not a thing that she could do to try to intervene in her situation.   
 
    Jess had been breathing heavily, but over time her breathing came under control and the need subsided – a little.  She could still feel a sensation in her entire groin area.  A need to be touched.  A need to be caressed.  That feeling was still with her and not going anywhere.   
 
    She could do nothing, so she leaned her head down and tried to rest.  It was not easy.    
 
    Then she felt it again.  It was the groom’s hands on her inner thighs.  AGGHHAAAA she exclaimed as she raised her head as best she could to look at her smiling groom.  The manipulation had started again.  And this time it took only a short time to get Jess back to the needy heights upon which she had been perched a short time earlier.   
 
    Now Jess was scared.  Was this just a continuation of the teasing?  Was she going to be allowed to climax now?  If she was going to be denied, then she did not want to be taken up to the edge.  If only she knew.  But as she worried about the end of this path it dawned on her that it did not matter.  She had no control.  She did not know what she would do if she could end this or let it continue.  She would be stuck, but it mattered not.  The groom was continuing, and Jess was only a passenger along for the ride.  Wherever it went she was going to be there.  She could only hope that the end was the climax she needed.  The coaster had climbed to the top of the hill and then stopped staring down.  Would it inch forward and drop?  That was the hope. 
 
    When the tongue once again began to work on her thighs Jess thought her body was going to explode.  She had been so ready before she did not think she could be raised to a higher lever without going over.  But it was happening.  How did the groom do that?  How could she hold her at this level of excitement and not let her push over?   
 
    A simple touch.  Just a simple touch. Anything.  She needed just anything to get there. 
 
    But it still was not coming.  She was still being denied.  And when the groom once again stopped and walked away Jess was sure they could hear her in the next county.  AAAOOOGGGGAAAAUUU   
 
    She would take a caning.  She would take any punishment they wanted.  Just let her finish.  Anything.  This was just too unfair. 
 
    She was teased one more time that evening and then left to relax before being taken back to her stall. Before she was removed from the table the clamps were placed on her labium and fastened together.  The cover was screwed back into place over her clitoris.  The clamps and cover did not reduce the sensation she was feeling, but they did give her a sense that it would be hard to reach her desperate flesh, even if she had the use of her hands.  But she needed to try.  She was so in need that she could not wait to be left in her stall.  When she was left, she would figure out something.  She knew that most of the stall had been designed to not let her self-pleasure, but right now she was still on a high that would mean she did not need much.  She thought maybe even rubbing against the floor might work.  Although the covers over her sensitive flesh would probably prevent that. 
 
    Even so, in her stall Jess was not allowed to lay down.  She sat and then was cross tied from her collar and the ends of the bar holding her arms, to the walls of the stall.  She could not rise up.  She could not lay down.  She could not move about the stall.  She could move her legs a little, but her ankles were cuffed so that she could not bring a foot or heel up between her legs.  She was not going to be able to do anything for herself.   
 
    She was very frustrated, and she was going to be frustrated throughout the night and into the next morning. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 26 
 
    Sara smiled as she looked at her pony.  She had never been an early riser until she started to train the ponygirl.  Now it seemed the natural things to do.  She approached the sulky and attached ponygirl from behind, where the ponygirl could not see her.  She moved quietly.  Ponygirls tended to increase their hearing abilities.  It may be nature compensating for the limitation of their other functions. 
 
    The pony was supposed to be standing straight and waiting.  It was not really doing that.  Instead, it was shifting from hoof to hoof.  It was not terribly obvious unless you stopped and looked.   
 
    Sara could punish this behavior, but it just made her smile.  This was a very frustrated ponygirl.   
 
    When she reached the side of the pony she reached out and gently ran her finger up the flank of the pony.  The pony emitted a squeaking sound and jumped.  Sara’s smile grew even greater.  She worked her finger up the side of the pony to its ribcage.  As she did, she watched the nipples harden into what looked like the erasers on a large wooden pencil. 
 
    That was just irresistible.  She reached around and gently flicked at the right nipple, the one closest to her.  It was really firm.  She could feel the pony’s body squirming.  The squeak was replaced with a low moaning.  
 
    Wow, this pony was still on edge.  She could not possibly have hoped for anything better. 
 
    As she gently massaged the right nipple, being very careful to completely ignore the left one, she leaned in close to her pony.   
 
    “We both know what you need.  You now know who controls whether you get it . . . or not.  This needs to be a very good day.  Otherwise . . .  I would hate to think what another or even several more nights like last night would feel like.” 
 
    She ended with a light pinch to the nipple.  The pony could not talk, the bit in her mouth made sure of that.  The pony did not have the ability to look around and Sara was careful to stay to the side.  It could not use its eyes to try to communicate.                Still, it snorted and shook its head as best it could.  Was that an acknowledgement?  Or was it just angry and trying to show defiance.  Sara did not think so.  She was sure that this animal hated her right now.  She was sure that if she was stupid enough to put herself in front of it, she would get a good kick.  Well, she was not stupid, and she was not going to do that.  Instead, she was going to get into the sulky, and they were going to train.  And she was going to make sure that she got a top performance. 
 
    It did not matter if this creature – once a friend – hated her or not, so long as it performed.  Sara wanted to get it to perform on a level that would allow her to reward it tonight.  If it did not, she was ready to repeat last night’s activity.  She did not want to do that, but that was going to be largely up to the pony. Reward or torment.  The choice was completely up to the pony. 
 
    The animal had been in a complete funk for days.  It had gone into withdrawal. Sara knew that her old friend Jess thought that so long as she let her body respond she could withdraw into her inner self and revel in her personal torment.  Depression may be an expected reaction for someone going through the psychological aspects of the loss of her freedom and her conversion from a person into an animal.  Just like her denial and then the anger that had manifested before. It may be natural, but Sara did not have time to allow it to fade on its own.  She needed Jess to become Northern Lights.  In order for that to happen the ponygirl mind had to reign supreme over the old persona and the new ponygirl had to reach acceptance.  There would still be a great deal to do, but until Jess accepted what she had become, and that she was not going to be able to prevent it from continuing, her real training could not progress. 
 
    Sara could see that Jess now knew that there was no way for her to escape.  She knew that nobody was going to help her be anything other than a ponygirl.  They were willing to help her with every aspect of being a ponygirl, but nobody was going to change that future.  She had seen enough other ponygirls to understand that this was not a temporary thing.  This was the way she was going to be for the rest of her life.  She had had enough time to get over the shock of that.  She had begun to learn that while it certainly was a very different life than she was used to, it did have its advantages.   She would be fed, she would be cared for, she did not have to make any decisions about anything.  She would need to accept that she could and would live that life, and that she would excel at it.  That was what was needed.  But Sara did not think her pony was quite there. 
 
    Sara climbed into the sulky.  The pony stood ready.  She did not know what was in the pony’s mind, but she knew that it would respond to the feel of the weight shift.  It knew that they were about to start.   
 
    Sara studied the pony.  It had stopped shifting its hooves.  It stood bent slightly forward.  It was anticipating the start signal.  Sara smiled and then flicked the reins.   
 
    They were at a walk. The knees were coming up and the pace was just right.  Even though the pony harness insured that the pony would maintain the correct posture, some ponies could still look like they were slouching.  But not Northern Lights today.  She held her back straight and her head high.  It was almost as if she were showing off what a great ponygirl she was.   
 
    Sara was pleased, but she did not fool herself.  Her pony was not yet ready to parade in front of crowds.  It would be some time before she would properly see herself as a ponygirl, but they were getting there.  And it almost looked like the pony was enjoying herself.  There was certainly pleasure that the pony could derive from her role.  Some experienced ponies seemed to absolutely relish their role.  They would prance like little peacocks showing off their breasts and bottoms with slight twitches and flinches.  Some could make their tail bounce and dance.  Sara wanted that for Northern Lights.  Could she get her there?  She thought she could.  She thought she had all the right raw material. 
 
    They moved to a trot.  The transition was perfect and again the pace was just right.  But that did not stop Sara from first slowing and then speeding up the pace.  This was training after all. 
 
    The pony responded perfectly to the reins and signals.  The pace slowed and then increased.  The step was straight and just the right length.  The upper body glided forward without a lot of up and down motion.  This was important.  Wasted movement wasted energy.  And smooth upper body movement was always something that brought favor with the judges.  Sara had not even had to work on this.  It seemed that Northern Lights knew this from the beginning.  Jess had done distance running as a human.  The role of a ponygirl in trotting, cantering, and galloping were all transferable skills from distance running.  Distance runners did not want to waste energy bouncing about.  Neither did a pony.  But a distance runner did not have her arms fastened behind her back nor her body wrapped in tight fitting leather.  And she certainly did not have to drag a cart with a rider wherever she went.   
 
    At the canter, the step and form were again just right.  But most important there was a spark in the step and the posture.  The performance was substantially improved over the day before.  Sara was sure that Jess had not completely left her funk, but for now it was buried, and she was performing.  It would probably return later when her focus on the immediate needs were gone, but Sara had a plan for that as well.  This pony was in for a big surprise tonight. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Jess did not know if she was pleased to see Sara that morning.  She was beside herself with frustration.  She had never in her entire life been in such a needy state.  She was not normally an overly sexual creature, but she was always able to take care of herself when she was feeling frustrated.  What they had done to her last night was beyond anything she could have imagined.  Ok, she was sexually teased.  So, what.  When it was over it would be over.  Right?  Not right.  She was not sure to what extent it was the teasing and to what extent it was being helpless.  But the combination of these factors had put her in a place where she was unable to think of anything but her need for satisfaction.  The fact that she had been brought to an amazing orgasm, actually several, a few days before just made it worse. 
 
    She had strained and pulled at her restraints as she was edged.  She was all but exhausted when the teasing came to an end, and she was taken to her stall.  All she had to do then was to focus on other things and let herself relax.  Why had she not been able to do that?  Why had her need for an orgasm become so overpowering?  She should have been able to do something, right?  Well, they made sure that that was not an available option.  The fact that she was so effectively prevented from self-pleasuring made her need all the more imperative.   
 
    But now there were two things.  Training could take her mind off her frustration.  She loved to run, and running was a good way to burn up the energy that was trapped in her body.  In addition, the message had been delivered.  It had been delivered very clearly.  If she wanted satisfaction, if she wanted that itch scratched, she would need to perform.  More than perform.  She would need to put herself into the training and let her trainer see that she was doing that.   
 
    She did not want to do this.  She would rather use the energy beating the shit out of Sara, and all the rest of these cretons who had turned her into an animal.  But she was not able to do that so she would have to do the former.  She did not need – no she could not take – another night like last night.  She had thought being caned was the worst thing that could happen to her in this new life.  That was absolutely not true.  Last night was the worst.  She did not want to have that happen again.  Not tonight, not ever again.  She needed to do whatever was necessary to make sure that she was not again put through that.  
 
    But as Jess trotted and then cantered, it felt good.  It even felt right. She should be tired, but she did not feel it. As she stretched her legs she felt better.  She had not even thought about the change in gait when they went from the trot to the canter.  She had felt the signal of the reins and she had just done it.  Then the signal to increase the pace.  She did that.   
 
    She was now at a pretty fast pace for the canter.  She still had plenty in the tank, but for how long?  She had always been a very strategic runner.  She never ran without a plan.  She would think about the distance, she would think about the terrain, she would think about the weather.  All of these things allowed her to plan for what pace she would adopt at each stage of the race.  She always knew where she would be at each point in the race.  And she was pretty accurate.  
 
    But here, she did not know how long she was to run.  Was it short or long?  She did not know what the terrain would be.  She had learned that most of this training facility was flat but there were some hilly areas.  What was in store? 
 
    Sara knew where they were going.  Sara clearly knew how long it was going to be.  Did Sara have a plan?  Jess knew that Sara had not been a distance runner.  How could she develop a proper plan?  Ok, if they were going to be a team (there didn’t seem to be much Jess could do about that) they should at least talk.  Sara knew that Jess was an experienced runner.  Why wasn’t Sara involving Jess in the plan? Sara should at least take advantage of Jess’ knowledge and experience.   
 
    This was fucked up on so many levels.  Completely fucked up.  Jess was now an animal.  You didn’t ask your horse his opinion on the race.  No, you listened to his signals, and you trained him on similar things, but he did not necessarily know how long the race was going to be, he did not know until you signaled him if he was going to start early or hang back.  And he did not decide when to make the move.  All of that was done by the jockey.   And here, the jockey was Sara and Jess was the horse.  She was the fucking horse.   
 
    All of this made her worry.  She was not having any trouble holding the pace.  But for how long.  She knew she was good for a mile, probably two, but then it might get difficult.  What would happen when she could not keep the pace?  The problem was that she already knew the answer to that question.  She was going to be the one whipped.  She was going to be the one that was expected to keep going when she could not keep going.  She was going to be the one with the sore bottom.  Just that much more about how fucked up this was.  But she just kept running. 
 
    At about a mile she had stopped thinking about how far they were going.  She had always used markers in the past to set her way.  She would look ahead and say: “I will make it to that marker.”  Then she would find a new marker and make that one.  But all of that was within the confines of knowing where the real end was.  If it was a true marathon, then the end was a long way.  For that she would keep an easy pace for at least the first half of the race.  She remembered once when she had been in a race with some international talent.  She had made the mistake of trying to pace with them.  She figured if they could do it, so could she.  They were in much better condition than she was at that time.  She could not keep up.  And the faster early pace did not help later.  She was lucky that she finished at all.  But she had learned.  Have a plan and follow the plan.  But how could you have a plan when you had no control?  No, Sara would have to have the plan.  Jess was only the vehicle that would be driven in the plan.  As much as it sucked there was not a thing she could do about it.  It was completely and utterly out of her hands.  She laughed at her thought.  Of course, it was out of her hands.  She did not have hands.   They had seen to that.  It was one more symbol of the degree of control that she did not have. 
 
    There was also something about her not having control over when to slow or stop or speed up.  If she tried to slow, she would be whipped.  And, if she stopped.  If she stopped it better be face down in the dirt and unconscious.  Anything less than that would be painful beyond belief. 
 
    She had decided that the edging was worse than the caning, but that did not mean she wanted to be cane.  Fuck no.  That hurt.  That hurt too much to be acceptable.  No, she did not want to be caned or edged.  She could not handle either of those.  
 
    And she did not want to be whipped.  She did not like being whipped.  But she had learned that use of the whip while training was not punishment.  It was instead ‘encouragement’.  It was the trainer communicating to her that she had more available, and she better find it.  The really scary part is that it worked.  Never once had she been whipped and not found the extra reserve that was called for.  There had been a couple of times when she thought she would pass out.  But she didn’t.  Instead, she had found something that should not have still been there and somehow, she had performed. 
 
    And when Sara did stop her, it was Sara’s decision to do so.  There was nothing that Jess could do to communicate to Sara that she needed to stop.  There was nothing she could do to communicate that she was in distress.  But somehow Sara seemed to know what was still there, and when there was nothing left.   
 
    But for right now the canter was smooth, her stride was good, her pace was on the mark, and it felt good.  She stopped thinking about what was next.  There was not a next for her to worry about.  There was now.  All there was, was now. 
 
    Jess lost track of how far they had run (cantered).  Was it a mile?  More? Less?  Did it matter?  No, it did not matter.  She cleared her mind and concentrated on the track in front of her.  She concentrated on putting one hoof in front of the other.  The hoof boots even felt right now.  She had been so awkward when she had first tried to walk and then run in them.  Now they felt normal.  If they were taken off, she did not know if she would even be able to run.   
 
    Jess realized that she was breathing heavier.  She had not even paid attention to it.  Again, she was not sure how far she had run, how long she had been at this fast pace.  It had not mattered before.  Did it matter now?  Not really, except that she could feel herself starting to have difficulty.  If she was in control, this is the point she would slow the pace.  Sara did not slow the pace.  She kept it right where it was.  So, Jess did not slow.  She kept the pace she had been directed to take and kept it.  But how long could she do this?   
 
    Her breathing was getting heavier.  She was having trouble getting the air she needed into her lungs.  Then she felt a stitch in her side.  It had not happened often to her when she was a runner, but she hated it when it did.  It hurt.  She felt herself trying to bend forward – her tack did not allow that.  Her heavy breathing turned to gasping.  She twisted and pulled at her arm bindings.  She needed to wrap her arms around her body – but she could not.  
 
    Jess did not know what was going to happen.  She was about to stop and take whatever consequences when she felt the reins signal a drop of gait to a walk.  She managed to follow the change.  Somehow, she had not broken stride in spite of the pain in her side.   
 
    What she really wanted to do was stop, but that was not going to be allowed.  She was going to walk.  Sara had seen something.  Somehow, she knew what had happened, but she was not going to allow her to stop.  She was going to get to walk.   Jess had not seen the ripple and twitch of the muscles that had given away the cramp.  She did not know how Sara had known, but she could tell that somehow, she had known.  On one level that was comforting.  Sara was doing her job of taking care of her.  But on another level, it was terrible.  Jess had not been a part of the ‘conversation’.  The trainer had watched Jess’ body.  Sara had seen what was happening and decided what to do.  It may have once been Jess’ body, but it no longer belonged to her.  In every sense of the word, it belonged to Sara.  Sara owned her.  She owned every part of her.  Jess was now chattel. 
 
    But on the other hand, Jess had gotten through this without being punished, or even corrected.  Sara could have decided to whip her through this.  Was that possible?  Jess did not know.  She was glad she was not going to find out.  Instead, Sara had slowed her to a walk.  She had not let her stop, which would have been Jess’ approach if she was in control, which she was not.  She was only allowed to walk.  And it was a fairly brisk walk at that.  But it had worked.  The stabbing in her side reduced, then the clenching loosened.  Then it seemed to work away until it was gone.   
 
    It was only after the pain was gone that Sara signaled Jess back to a trot and then the canter.  Her rest was over.  She followed the direction.  She did not even think about staying at the walk.  She had been signaled to trot, then a canter and that is what she did.  
 
    At the end of the morning Jess was hitched to a rail near the stable while Sara left to go somewhere.  Jess did not know where, but assumed she was going to have lunch.  Not for the pony.  She could bend forward and suck up water from a trough in front of her.  It was set at a level much higher than you would for a real horse, but just right for a ponygirl.  And it was shared by the five ponygirls who were hitched to the rail in front of it.  This was demeaning.  She shifted her hooves back and forth testing the limits of the hobble line between them.  Even if she was not connected to the rail by her reins she could not really go anywhere.  With her hobble in place, she could only shuffle along.   
 
    Jess had learned how to suck up water with the bit in her mouth.  She could suck it into her mouth or lap at it with her tongue.  The later was not very efficient, but the humans, when they were present, seemed to absolutely love it.   
 
    Jess examined the other ponygirls.  Each had her arms bagged and restrained behind her.  Not only was there no use of the arms; there was no use of even a hand.  It was not like they could get close to one another and use a hand – even a restrained hand – to help another free of her restraints.  That was just not going to happen.  They were each in full tack.  This held them stiffly and did not allow much twisting or moving.  And, even if the armbinder were not in place, and even if the ponies could get to one another, the restraint that held the arms was fastened in place in a way that required a special tool to install or remove.  It was not coming off.  
 
    Every ponygirl wore a bit in her mouth.  The metal tab on the bit pushed down the tongue and made communication useless.  They could probably try to make understandable noises to each other, but none tried.  Each of them knew that such an effort would be punished.  Jess had been punished, she had been caned and she had been edged.  She did not want any more of that.  She kept quiet.  From what she could see of the other ponies, they knew about punishment, and they did not want anything to do with it. 
 
    One of the ponies had dark red stripes on her bottom and thighs.  Jess knew the look.  She had been caned.  It was not fresh like it had been that day, but it was not more than a couple of days old.  Jess wondered what she had done to get caned.  The girl had a wonderful body.  She was tall, like Jess, she had large well-formed breasts, and her musculature demonstrated that she had either been a pony for some time, or she had been very athletic before being brought to this insanity.   
 
    She had a beautiful blonde mane that erupted in a ponytail from the top of her head, with a matching tail extending from the plug Jess knew sat deep in the anal passage of the girl.  When she moved back and forth it swished.  Jess assumed that her tail, she had seen that it matched her hair, swished the same way when Jess moved.   
 
    The pony’s legs were long and well formed.  The ponyboots held her high.  Jess knew she was a girl; she was a young girl just like herself.  She could not have been more than 20 or 21, but she was also – no she was now predominately – a ponygirl. She looked so naturally a ponygirl.  Jess gulped as she thought about it.  Is that how she looked?  Should she be surprised that people saw her now as first a ponygirl and maybe, just maybe something more? 
 
    A week or two ago that thought would have made her cry.  For some reason it did not make her cry now.  Why cry?  There was nothing she could do about her situation except try to make the best of it.  That is what she was going to do.  
 
    Taking an occasional sip of water, Jess stood and glanced around at her surroundings.  She did not pull at her reins.  She did not stamp her feet/hooves.  She did not do anything to demonstrate any open rebellion.  She just patently stood and watched.  It was surprising how comfortable she had become in her tack.  She would have thought having her arms held behind her for all this time would have become painful.  It was the opposite.  At first it had been very uncomfortable, but she had adjusted to it, and even more, she had adjusted to not having the use of her arms.  Her involuntary pulls at her arm restraints when instinct said use a hand or arm had become rare, very rare.  It still happened, but infrequently. 
 
    She did not try to sit down.  She did not try to lounge against something, the rail for example.  She stood.  She would shuffle her feet a little, shifting her weight from one side to the other, but she did not even do much of that anymore.  She would shift her hips back and forth.  When she did, she could feel the pressure in her bottom from the plug that lived there.  It had her tail attached to the outside.  As a result, it would shift about inside her when her tail moved. 
 
    At first this had made her crazy.  She wanted that damn thing out of her body.  But the plug to which the tail was attached was inserted into the silicon ring that they had installed in her anal passage and then locked in place with a simple quarter turn.  It would be so easy to remove.  All she needed to do was grab it and turn it the other direction.  She had felt it installed and removed.  That would only work for a creature with hands.  She could not remove it, so she learned to live with it.  The other alternative was that with the plug removed, the ring in her sphincter kept her anal passage open.  This meant that anything moving down her back passage was not held inside, it would just drop out onto the ground wherever she happened to be.  A plug was far superior to that.  Now, about two weeks into her captivity and transformation, she had grown used to the feeling of the thing in her backside.  When she ran and the tail shifted back and forth it was almost pleasurable.   
 
    Not that it made any difference.  She could not decide to have it out.  She could not decide anything.  Others would make all of those decisions. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 27 
 
    Jess did not know how long it had been before Sara was back.  She only knew that she had been released from the rail and moved back in preparation for more training. 
 
    Sara had not just climbed into the sulky.  First, she carefully checked all of Jess’ tack.  She made sure that it was tight – it certainly was.  She made sure that it was not rubbing or chaffing Jess’ skin – it was not.  She seemingly did not want her pony damaged.   She made sure that there were no sores or marks on the skin.  The helpless ponies were sometimes attacked by horseflies.   Jess really hated that.  They bit hard.  She could not swat at them.  All she could do is shift her body about and try to shake them off.  She had even learned how to ripple her muscles to throw them off.  She did not know where she had learned it, maybe from watching others, but she had learned how.  It was not perfect, and it did not always work, but it helped. 
 
    As Sara ran her hands over Jess’ body she softly cooed and praised her pony.  In the weeks before, Jess would feel like throwing up when Sara and others did this, and she would long to smack her across the face.  For some reason it did not seem offensive now.  In fact, it was soothing.  Jess was not listening to any of the words Sara was saying, only the tone.  The tone was relaxing.  Jess felt better listening to it.  It was caring and affectionate.   It relaxed Jess. 
 
    As Jess stood exalting in the voice of her trainer, she noticed the woman, she had learned to be named Marilyn, approaching.  Jess did not know exactly who she was, but she was sure she was important.   
 
    As she looked at this person confidently striding toward them, Jess felt her back stiffen and her head raise.  She had not intended to do it; it had seemed to have just happened.  She had pushed herself up into a stricter attention posture.   
 
    Sara seemed to notice her pony’s reaction and also seemed pleased.  
 
    Marilyn moved out of Jess view as she came around to the side.  Jess did not even try to turn her head.  She kept looking straight ahead.  Although she would love to see what was happening next to her. 
 
    “I like what I am seeing.”  Marilyn’s voice was commanding. 
 
    “We are getting there.  Northern Lights is going to be a great pony.”  Sara sounded truly happy.  Jess puffed up her chest a little at the compliment.   
 
    “How is her time?” 
 
    “We are still mostly working on endurance, but I think her times will be good.  We will try some sprints today.” 
 
    “Good.  I will check out the feeds.” 
 
    After that Jess could hear Marilyn moving away.  She didn’t know the sound of Marilyn moving about, but she knew that of Sara, and the sound she was hearing was not Sara, therefore, Marilyn. 
 
    The sulky squeaked as Sara climbed into it.  It was time for afternoon training, and they were going to do some time runs.  Jess liked the fact that there had been a discussion in her proximity.  One of the things she really hated as a pony was being left out of the planning and not even being told what was to be done.  She would learn on the receiving end of the reins and, of course, the whip.  But nobody asked for, or even accepted, her opinions or suggestions.  She was the pony.  She would do pony things.  She was expected to do them and do them well.  That was it. 
 
    With a shake of the reins, they were off.  Jess would focus on what she was doing, but she did not have to think about it.  Her body was so attuned to the reins and the commands of her trainer that it just reacted.  On the signal to walk, she was walking before she even thought about what she was doing.  She picked up the normal pace for this gait lifting her knees high with each step.  The walk was a show step.  It was a steady crisp step.  Each step was timed the same with the knee coming up parallel to the ground with each step.  It actually took a lot of energy because of its precision.   
 
    Jess had seen other ponies prancing around the stable on numerous occasions.  It seemed to her that walking/prancing, was the primary role for a lot of ponies.  Some of them even adopted additional fancy steps and routines.  But not Northern Lights.  Northern Lights was in the class of racing pony.  Racing ponies needed to look good.  They needed to be able to walk with beauty, but that was secondary to their real role.  The real role for a racing pony was to run.  To run fast, and for long distances.  Jess knew she was going to race.  She wondered what these races looked like.  How long were they?  Would there be a lot of ponygirls?  Was it more like a marathon?  She knew nothing.   
 
    Soon they were at a trot.  As they moved down a straight track, Jess could see markers on the side of the track.  She could see them ahead, but her tack restricted her head movement sufficiently to make it impossible for her to tell when she arrived at a marker. 
 
    She was able to tell though because she was immediately pushed to a canter.  She was moved up to the fast pace of the canter that they had practiced.  Jess felt they were doing some time test, but she did not know where the end was.  Not that it mattered.  She had not selected the gait or the pace.  She dare not speed up, and God forbid she would slow down.  She checked the stride.  Yes, that was exactly where it should be.  It was the stride she had trained to achieve.  She felt like she might be able to step a little further or move a little faster, but again she did not.  She stayed with her training.  She wanted to be fast.  She didn’t know exactly why, but she just did.  Was Sara happy with the pace?  If she wasn’t she could always increase it.  Was she happy with the stride? They had spent a lot of time adopting this stride.  It had started shorter but then extended longer over time as Jess became more familiar with her ponyboots and the gaits.  Her current stride was the one she had adopted for the canter.  Her trot was not quite as long, and for the gallop she had even a longer stride.  But this was the stride for the canter.   
 
    Jess could only hope that her pace and stride were fast.  Would they even tell her?  She hoped so.  But how far were they going?  There were markers on the path.  But there were a lot of markers.  It looked like there was a marker about every 100 meters.  Clearly that was not the length of the run because they passed that one.  And, for a run that short certainly they would have been at a gallop the entire way.  No, this was likely to be a longer run. 
 
    Jess tried to take her mind off the speed and the distance.  That was not for her to think about.  Her focus should be the here and now.  Each step, each command.  Focus on the path ahead.  Only on the path ahead.  Only on each step.  The sameness of each step, the constant pace.  As she took her attention off of the sides of the path, as she relieved her mind of the thoughts of when and where things might change and instead focused on the consistency of her action, they became almost hypnotic.  Each step was just like the last.  The movement of her legs was exactly the same, the reach of each stride was exactly the same.  The placement of her foot/hoof was the same.  There would not be a millimeter difference in one step from the next.  Her body was moving exactly the same.  She was sure that if you filmed her, you could compare the frames and have trouble finding anything different. 
 
    As she focused just on each step, she lost track of time.  She lost track of place.  She wasn’t thinking of the expenditure of energy because she was not thinking about her destination.  Each step was its own destination.   
 
    As she popped back into her consciousness, she was not sure what had done that, she realized that she had been in some other zone.  What was that?  How long had it been?  She did not know.  She wondered for a moment, was this a secret that great marathon runners adopted?  She had seen them run as if they were machines.  She was pretty sure that for the last . . . however long it had been . . . she had been that machine. 
 
    She glanced up at the sun.  It had moved, but she was not good enough to figure out what that meant in terms of time.  She only knew that some time had gone by. As she was thinking about all of this she was not thinking about each step.  But that did not seem to matter, she was pretty sure that her movements were taking place pretty much on their own right now. 
 
    Except, that she was really beginning to feel it now.  Is that what had brought her back from the zone?  Her breathing was becoming labored.  The intake of air was starting to burn.  She could feel the muscles in her legs and thighs tightening.  Oh God, don’t cramp.  Please don’t cramp.  She was so afraid of a cramp. 
 
    She tried to look around.  Where were they?  She could not tell.  She could not see anything in front of her that looked familiar.  She had probably trained on this path before, but so much of this place looked the same.  She could see no buildings in front of her, but she could not see to the sides or behind.  They could be only a few feet from the buildings, and she would not know.  She tried to remember passing anything, but she was not able to probe into the mist of the zone.  Was the “zone” a good thing or a bad thing?  While she liked the fact that she had covered a great deal of time (she was pretty sure of that) and been able to perform through that period, she did not like the fact that she was unable to recover what had happened. 
 
    In the zone she had only been a ponygirl performing for her owner.  In the zone she had not even been able to think as a human.  That might be ok for running.  But what it if carried over?  Could she eventually slip into the zone and never come out?  A lump formed in her stomach.  She thought she was going to collapse.  It was not just being tired, she was tired, but it was more. 
 
    She had seen the glassy look in the eyes of some ponygirls.  Even though she had been a ponygirl for about two weeks – time was becoming complicated – she had not been able to share any meaningful communication with any other ponygirl.   That had been so frustrating.  She was isolated in her stall at night.  During the day she was bitted, and even when placed near other ponygirls, they could not even touch.  They could look at each other, but they had no arms, no usable voice.  There were so many questions she wanted to ask.  She could tell that the others she saw had been ponies a lot longer than her.  They would know things.  They would know things she needed to know.  But she was completely unable to extract that knowledge from them.  
 
    She had talked briefly with Nancy the girl in the stall next to her on the day she had first been taken here.  That had gotten her caned.  She had tried to talk to Nancy a few times thereafter, but there had never been a response.  Was Nancy still there?  She had no way of knowing.  She had no idea who Nancy was or what she looked like.  She only knew that she was somehow gone.  Had Nancy disappeared into that haze she saw in other ponygirls?  Or had Nancy just been taken away.  A ponygirl had no choice where she went.  And so many seemed to even be in another world. 
 
    Now she worried whether they could even properly think anymore.  Could she become lost in some other world?  Was this a defense mechanism that was inevitable?  No, it was not, and she would not succumb to it.  There were parts of being a ponygirl that she was beginning to enjoy.  She did enjoy the running – except when she was whipped.  She did not enjoy being whipped.  She had become used to being virtually naked.  It now felt good to have her breasts exposed to the wind.  She enjoyed the release from worrying about the mundane things of life, although most nights when she lay in her stall, she worried about all the aspect of her old life.  She worried about her things left behind in the apartment, she worried about her car, she even worried about the things she should be posting on social media.   
 
    Social media.  Wouldn’t she be a hit on social media like this?  She pictured Sara posting pictures of her.  There was an immediate sense of shame and horror, then slowly she began to think about what people would think and say.  She was sure some would be cruel and vindictive – but that could happen from the post of a meal.  But she was also sure there would be a lot of likes.  She could just imagine all the men she knew seeing her this way.  She was sure the number one post would be: “Why didn’t you tell me.  I would love to help you with this.”  She laughed.  That was the funny part.  Sara could actually post pictures of Jess as a ponygirl.  She could say that Jess decided to become a ponygirl and her “friends”, if virtual contacts are really friends, would all say so “Cool” and “Great for her” or maybe criticize her “Always thought she was a little strange.”  But nobody, she was sure nobody, would demand that she be released.  They would just accept that she was a ponygirl, and that she was fine with it. 
 
    This made her think about how shallow her life had been before she was made into a ponygirl. She really had not had any close friends.  It had been months since she had had a steady male relationship, she was actually off men for a time.  And, other than Sara, her female friends seemed very fickle.  They loved to share with her on social media, but not much more.  Only Sara had really been there for her.  But look what Sara had done.  She had only one best friend and her so-called best friend had restrained her, turned her into a ponygirl, and whipped her.  Friends don’t whip friends.  They were no longer friends.  But it was worse.  Sara was not her friend anymore because Sara was now her owner and trainer.  Jess was no longer a person.  If she was a person, she would be a slave, but she was not even that.  She was an animal.  She was a pony.  Sara, with the help of the people in this place, had stripped away her humanity.  And there was not a thing in the world that she could do about it. 
 
    SWOOOSSHHHH  - - - - - - CCCCRRAAACCKKK - - - - - AAAEEOOAAAA 
 
    SSWWIIISHHHH - - - - - - - TTHHRRACCKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAGGG 
 
    FUCK! Had she missed the step?  She was about to, but she did not think she had.  No, she was certain that she had not.  She was on the verge of collapsing but had not actually broken her step at all.  How the fuck did Sara know that?  She had not even been thinking about it.  Her thoughts had actually drifted away.  They had been dark, but she had not broken stride.  She was sure of that. 
 
    But now her focus was back on her step.  She hated being whipped.  It hurt, it really hurt, and she hated it.  But she had been near failure.  Now adrenaline was surging through her body, and she was right on the pace.  It would not last.  It was a very temporary fix, but for now she was on pace.   
 
    Her bottom burned.  What she did not understand is how Sara could always find her flesh with the whip.  She had a tail back there.  She was not fond of that, and the plug that it was attached to, moved around inside her in a most distracting fashion, but it arched from her bottom and hung down between her buttocks and then thighs.  Yet, Sara never seemed to hit it with the whip.  It never seemed to be in the right place to block the strike of the whip.  If she was going to suffer the indignity of a tail the least it could do, is provide some protection.  But it did not. Sara was too good with the whip – how had that happened – and was always able to ensure that the pain landed on Jess’ flesh, whether her buttocks, thighs, or if for punishment around her side and onto her breast or breasts.  That really hurt and was very degrading.    
 
    Her eyes fell onto the path ahead.  She focused only on stepping forward, maintaining her stride and pace.  She wanted to retreat back into the zone she had been in before.  That had been so pleasant.  How did she get back there?  She did not know the answer.  
 
    Just focus.  Just focus on the now.  Just focus on the here.  Just focus on each step.  One step at a time.  Then the next step.  Don’t think about anything further away.  Just a step, then the next step. 
 
    She was doing it.  She was holding her pace and keeping her stride.  She was doing it. 
 
    There was a pull on her reins.  She did not even think about it, her body had reacted and taken her to a trot.  Now she was thinking about it.  Finally.  Although even a trot took a lot of energy.  It was almost more demanding because she had to find a new rhythm.  But that did not become a problem because she was quickly brought to a walk, and after only a few minutes stopped.   
 
    She was breathing heavily.  It was so welcome when Sara came up to her side and slipped the nipple of a bottle into her mouth.  The water, even though it was warm, tasted wonderful.  She could feel the coolness of the breeze on her mostly bare body even though the air was very warm.  She realized that she was drenched in sweat.  So, she needed this water. 
 
    Sara was patient as she gently squeezed water into her mouth.  It had become easy for Jess to manipulate the nipple on the bottle and let the water squirt into her mouth behind her bit.  She wished she had not had to learn this.  Why did she have to have this bit in her mouth all the time.  Why was it important for her to learn how to do things with her mouth bitted?  They had taken away her ability to speak.  She had heard talk about cutting a pony’s vocal cords if it was too talkative.  She did not know if that was true or said to scare the ponies.  If the former, she did not want to take a chance.  If the later, well it had worked.  She was terrified of having her vocal cords cut.  The threat, even if likely to be untrue – actually she would not put anything past these people – was enough to keep her from trying to speak.  And what little she had tried had only been embarrassing.  The bit was very efficient.  It had two modes.  In one it pushed her tongue down making it unusable. In the other her tongue was mostly free, but it had to work around the structure of the bit, and her mouth was held open. Speaking was no longer an option with either setting. Not that it really mattered.  She did not need to talk to the other ponies.  She did not know what they could talk about. 
 
    But she could eat and drink.  At least she had learned how to do that.   It was very hard with the most restrictive mode.  She did not realize how important a tongue was for the functions of eating and drinking until her use of hers was limited. 
 
    After Jess had been rested and watered, they were back at it again.  At first Sara walked her for a while.  This loosened her up after standing for a while.  But soon they were back to a canter.  It was clear that her trainer – her once best friend – was working on her endurance. That was ok.  It felt good.  She had been tired when they went earlier, but now she seemed fine.  After a while she felt herself slip into the zone.  That was a good thing, and she welcomed it. 
 
    A side benefit, or not, of being in the zone is that you lose complete track of time and place and all that was in between.  When Jess felt herself being brought to a walk, and then a stop, she had snapped back into her head and realized that she was back at the stable.  The sun was low in the ski.  Very low.  How did it get so late? 
 
    Jess felt a burn in her behind.  It was not just the strikes she remembered.  She did remember being whipped earlier.  Once.  She was pretty sure that it was only once, but there was some vague feeling that it was more than that.  Had she been able to stay in the zone through being whipped?  Maybe.  Was that a good thing?  She did not like the feel of the whip, maybe this was a way to not really experience it.  Her body would still feel it and it would still react to it, but she would not remember it.  She would only feel the residual pain.  That was ok. 
 
    As Jess stood catching her breath, she felt the hobble fastened between her ankles.  That did not alarm her.  It was just how things went.  Then Sara was at her side once again watering her.   
 
    She cooed and caressed her body.  “What a good pony you were today.” 
 
    She stoked Jess nipple.  It immediately went hard, and tingles radiated through her body. 
 
    “I knew you had this in you.  You are going to be rewarded tonight.  Keep in mind that this can be virtually every night for a very good pony like you.” 
 
    Sara turned and led Jess toward the stable.  She walked in front gently holding the reins while Jess shuffled along behind.  It was actually a bit funny.  When she was walking, she was supposed to lift her knees high, but when she was hobbled that was not possible.  So, she had a different hobble walk.  With about 10-12” of line between her ankles it was more of a shuffle.  If she tried to step to far, she could trip.  You did not want to trip when you did not have the use of your arms.  That was a painful proposition.  And, if you were on your reins, or worse a line to your nose ring, you needed to try to keep up.  That meant that the shuffle was fast paced.  It was like a strange little dance.  The stable staff were careful to keep the pace slow, but Sara did not seem to do that.  Especially at the end of the day when she was anxious to get on with whatever humans did in the evening.  Fortunately, the distance to cover was never far. 
 
    When Sara handed the reins over to the groom Jess breathed a sigh of relief.  When her body was already screaming exhaustion, she did not need this last little shuffle run.  But like everything else, that was not her call.   
 
    At least Sara was happy with her today and had said she would be rewarded.  She liked ‘rewarded’.  She did not want any more punishment, but she did, she really did, want to be rewarded.  And, why not.  She had been a very good pony.  She knew it.  And it looked like she had come up with a way to stay that very good pony.  She was happy about that. 
 
    “She was very good.  See that she is rewarded.  Extra special reward.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  The groom responded, as she took Jess’ reins and led her toward the stable.  Now observing the careful slow pace dictated by her hobble.  Jess, of course, followed.  
 
        
 
       
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 28 
 
    After the normal routine of washing and feeding, Jess was led to the massage area.  This had been the site of some of her best and worst moments as a ponygirl.  Sara had been happy with her today.  She had talked about reward.  Jess was really hoping for reward.  She had been punished in this very room.  She did not want to be punished.  She did not want any more punishment.  She especially did not want the kind of punishment that happened in this room last night.  Her night of edging had left her in terrible shape.  It had led to one of the worst nights of her life.  She could not take that again. 
 
    But Sara had said reward.  Hadn’t she?  That meant good, right?  Sara had often been sarcastic.  Did she mean reward as reward or not?  Jess was finding herself so confused.  She had been a good pony today.  She had done what she was called upon to do.  At least she thought she had.  Most of the time she had been lost in the zone, so she could not be sure, but she thought she was good.  Certainly, today was a day that deserved reward in a good way.  But she was so afraid.  She had no control.  Sara had all the control.  Would Sara actually punish her again just to show that she could.  No.  Sara was not that kind of person.  Sara would never do that to her.  But she had been convinced, absolutely convinced, that Sara would never have been a party to making Jess a pony.  That was not the Sara that she knew – or thought she knew. But here she was.  Restrained in pony tack.  She had been turned into a ponygirl and it was clear now, if not before, that Sara had not only allowed it; she had been the chief engineer.  Sara now owned Jess.  Jess did not want to admit that, but it was true.  So, what else would Sara do to exert her control over her “friend”?   
 
    Jess wanted to tell her she understood.  She wanted to tell her that she would be a good pony.  She wanted to tell her that she understood her new role.  She would behave.  She would not oppose, not even think of opposing, Sara. Even more, she would work hard. She would tell Sara that she did belong to Sara.  She was Sara’s pony, and she was going to be such a good pony.  She would see.  Just please don’t punish her.  She did not need to punish her because Jess was going to be good. 
 
    At the massage table, naked but for her arm restraint and collar, she leaned forward onto the table.  She was fastened to the table with straps across her shoulders, waist, and at the top of each thigh.  The hobble chain was removed from her ankles, they were strapped to extensions from the table and then her legs were pushed apart.  This was not new.  This was normal, although always a little unnerving because of how vulnerable it made her.  
 
    First up was always the massage.  Jess never got over how good her groom was.  After a hard day’s work – and they always were hard days – the groom knew just how to work her stiff and sore muscles.  It never took too long before she would start to relax and feel the knots worked out.   
 
    But there was always an air of anticipation.  As good as the massage was, things did not end there.  The next component would be the sexual component.  The only question was whether it would be a positive or negative experience, and then how much.  She wished that the groom would tell her what was coming.  She never did.  Sara had said “reward”.  That was good – right?  Why was she so mistrustful?  Hah! That was a laugh.  She had been tricked into ponygirl tack, made helpless, humiliated and beaten.  All of this at the hands of someone she had thought was her best friend.  So, yes, why would she be trustful now? 
 
    When the massage was over, the groom slipped between Jess’ widespread legs and started her new attention.  The table was adjusted so that Jess’ head was lowered, and her legs and loins raised.  This kept her on her stomach but opened up her sexual areas for easy attention. This even exposed her breasts through the cutouts in the table so that they could be easily reached.  It was not a steep angle, but it still increased the flow of blood to her head.  She would not feel it at first, but as time went on, she would notice. 
 
    Then things started.  Although there were some variations it usually started with either kissing, licking, or at least gently touching the inside of Jess’ thighs.  She started at her knee and began to work her mouth slowly up the inside.  With her leg held strapped both at the top of the thigh and at the ankle, Jess had virtually no movement available.  Jess wondered to what extent her helplessness contributed to the sensation.  Each kiss and lick seemed to send electric charges running up her leg.  As she slowly worked toward the all-important area where Jess’ legs joined, the sensations increased in strength. 
 
    When she got to the location Jess longed to be touched, she gave only a brief couple of flicks with her tongue before turning to the other leg, again starting just above the knee.  Jess felt herself clenching her sensitive parts.  The teasing she had received the day before had left her so frustrated and sensitive.  She had settled a little over the day turning her energy to running.  But it had only taken the briefest of touching to bring her up to a high level of need. 
 
    She had not had any male attention since she had been converted to a ponygirl. Actually for several months before that. It was not that she was terribly active sexually, but she did have certain needs, and right now she needed it.  Her pleasure pouch was throbbing.  She knew that her groom had the ability to bring her great pleasure.  That had happened before.  In fact, the orgasms that she had had at the hands of the groom were every bit as good as those that she had received from any male partner.  Then she laughed at the thought that men had always been so unpredictable.  Some pretended to pay attention to her needs, but in the end, men really were not interested in the woman’s needs.  They wanted their own pleasure and only cared about the woman to the extent that they wanted a good reputation.   
 
    It was interesting that when she was caught and converted, she had been thinking of doing more with relationships with women.  She had heard from some friends that women were better sexual partners.   She and Sara had started down that road and she liked that.  Sara was a cute, pixyish little thing.  She had worried because Sara seemed so reserved and prudish.  Boy was that a joke on her. Not a particularly funny joke, but a joke all the same. 
 
    Jess was accordingly not very experienced with women.  But, if the little groom was any example, women could perform rings around men.  She wished she could do something to reciprocate.  She wondered what it would be like to be in bed with the groom, unrestrained, able to hold her and caress her.  Kiss her mouth and run her hands over her body.  That was what lovemaking was supposed to look like. 
 
    This was not lovemaking.  This was sex, but it was not lovemaking.  She did not know what the groom felt for her, but there was no mutuality in this.  And not only did Jess have no participation in it she had no control over any aspect of this.  That was not fair.  And Jess knew it was about to get even less personal. 
 
    Just at that moment the groom’s mouth once again reached the promised area between Jess’ legs and the tongue – what a wonderful tongue – started to flick at Jess’ labia.   
 
    Jess could feel her clitoris enlarging as it responded by engorging with blood.  Jess wanted it to be licked too.  She knew that would happen at some point, but she could not wait.  She needed it now.  She tried to squirm toward the groom.  She had virtually no movement at all.   
 
    She knew the routine would be to work back and forth a number of times before her most sensitive flesh received attention.  And that is exactly what happened.  The groom licked and nipped – fuck she was good – at one labium, then the other. She would work the outside, then the inside, then the other labium.   
 
    All of those muscles that had been relaxed in the massage were now tensing and pulling at the restraints.  She twisted and pulled at her arms.  She had not been able to use them in two weeks, but right now she needed a free hand.  She needed a hand that she could bring to her sex.  She may not be accomplished in masturbatory activity, but right now she would not need much to get over.   
 
    It was like electrical charges were running through her body.  She could feel her nipples harden into stiff little nubs.  She needed her groom to stop tormenting her and take her over the top of the hill.  This was the point on good days when that would happen.  And she was ready.  She was so ready. 
 
    But the hands and the mouth were not there.  She had stopped.  NO!! Don’t stop now.  Sara had said she was a good girl.  Sara had said she was going to be rewarded.  This was not being rewarded.   This was teasing.  This was denial.  She had had too much denial.  Please no more.  Why should she work hard if there was no real reward? 
 
    But then she felt something.  The groom was back.  And she was doing something between Jess’ legs.  Jess felt something sliding up into her.  they were going to the next stage. 
 
    It was big.  It was very big.  Yes, it was an old, well really a recent, friend.   While Jess had used a dildo on herself before she had always preferred her Hitachi, and that she used outside her body.  But this thing invaded her inner sanctum.  She was a long way from a virgin.  Men had certainly been up there before.  Not frequently perhaps, but she was no nun.  She felt that her sex life was modest but healthy.  But she had not felt anything like this before she had become a pony. 
 
    She had inserted things into her vagina before.  Well, what girl had not?  But nothing as big as this always felt.  And none of the men she remembered could match the size of this thing.  It was large in both length and girth.  She felt like she was being stretched.  It felt like this thing was filling her completely.  It did not feel painful.  It did not feel bad.  It actually felt good.  It was not hard but had the consistency of a proper erect male appendage.   
 
    No lubricant had been needed because she was already fully lubricated from the attention she had received up to that point.  The groom was not moving it very much.  It was like she was shifting it around for position.   
 
    Ok!  Get with it.  Fuck me!  That is what Jess wanted to scream.  The fucking bit.  She could try to talk, but first of all it was not allowed and would get her punished, and secondly, she could not communicate in a meaningful fashion, so trying would just be humiliating.  She had been humiliated enough without adding to that.  
 
    So, what the fuck, get on with it.  Then Jess felt something coming into contact with her clitoris.  Ok, this was the vibrator.  But it was not vibrating – yet!  The groom adjusted the assembly a bit more and then did something at the end of it.   
 
    Jess thought about this simple but of so effective device.  The vibrator was fastened to the dildo.  The dildo was pushed up inside, filling her pleasure pouch.  This then held the head of the Hitachi in place firmly against her sensitive – and it was now so sensitive – little nub.  The entire assembly was connected to a rod that extended between her legs and was then held in place by a bracket.   
 
    Jess tried to move her body.  She could roll her hips forward less than an inch.  As she already knew, that was not enough to break the contact with the head of the vibrator, and it had little if any impact on the insertion inside her.  She could neither remove it nor pleasure herself on it.  What would happen was not in her control.  Just like every other aspect of life as a pony, no portion of it was in her control. 
 
    She heard herself yip as the vibrator came to life.   
 
    Oh FUCK!  She had known it was coming but was still surprised. 
 
    She had slipped only a short distance down the cliff of excitement while the groom had been fastening the device.  It took only seconds to be back up there.   
 
    It was not going to take long – and it didn’t.  She was hurdled over the top into an orgasm.  She had needed this orgasm.  All day she had wanted this orgasm.  All throughout the teasing of the last – how long had it been – she did not know?  She had needed it. She had needed it so badly. 
 
    Now it was here.  She felt herself gasping for air.  Her sex was throbbing with the orgasm, her muscles were stiff, she shrieked. 
 
    Had she been masturbating – had her hand been on the Hitachi she would ease it back now, lean back in her bed, and let the satisfaction of the fulfilment gently roll over her.  But this was not masturbation, and she had no control over this thing.  Even if it had been someone else utilizing it, they would have seen her climax and could have adjusted to it.  Even though Jess knew that one orgasm would not be the end this first transition was always with mixed feelings.  The groom wasn’t there.  Where the fuck was she? And the vibrator and the dildo stuffed deep inside her did not care if she had climaxed.  They just keep up the routine.  
 
    Now that she had rolled over the top of the hill, she could feel the transfer of the vibrations from the Hitachi not just to her clitoris but also into the dildo which was then buzzing inside of her love canal.   
 
    It did not take long for her to feel herself being pushed up the hill again.  Her breathing was rapid.  She could feel her heart trying to leap from her chest.  It didn’t matter that she had just climaxed.  She was ready to do it again.  She was ready for another climax, and from the feel of things it was going to be huge.  This one was going to be larger than the last one.  She was still amazed at how this worked.  She thought the first one would be the earthquake and the ones after just aftershocks.  But she had learned that the second, sometimes even the third could be greater.  Before becoming a ponygirl she had never had multiple orgasms.  Now it was the norm. There was something to be said for being a ponygirl.    
 
    Fuck this felt good.  She was twisting in her restraints.  She was moving her hips with what little movement she had.  The helplessness of her situation seemed to be amplifying the experience. 
 
    Here it came.  Oh yes!   
 
    It was larger.  It was definitely larger than the first one.  Her stomach clenched.  She sucked her lungs full of air.  That had been a huge orgasm.  But the fucking vibrator had not stopped.  It was still going.  They had the fucking energizer bunny of vibrators – actually worse.  The fucking thing was plugged in.  It could go forever.   
 
    Jess tried to squirm her way away from what had caused such pleasure but now threatened to become her tormentor.  There was no way for her to escape it.   
 
    And . . . FUCK . . . she was being pushed up there again.  No, not again.  Two was enough.  Well, Jess thought two was enough.  Someone else seemed to think that two was not enough.  And, after all it was not Jess who got to decide how many there would be.  She may be the one who would experience them, but she did not get to decide how many.  She could count them, but she could not control them. 
 
    As she was carried to the crest of her third orgasm it occurred to Jess that before becoming a pony, she would not have even thought this was possible.  She had heard of multiple orgasms, but she considered those to be rare. At least before she became a ponygirl they seemed to be rare.  But as a pony they were the norm.  She had just finished two.  How many would there be? Frighteningly, she did not know where her groom was or how many more might be in store for her.  And what was even humanly possible – her body was still fundamentally human. 
 
    As she slid down the third slope, she felt exhausted.  She was ready for it to stop.  She was ready to curl up in a corner and sleep.  She would sleep tonight.  It mattered not that she was held in restraints and kept in a stall like an animal.  She would sleep tonight. 
 
    But first this thing needed to stop.  It was pushing her again.  It was pushing her up another slope.  This was not possible.  A girl can’t cum that many times.  It was just not possible.  But if it was not possible, then why was she becoming excited again.  That should just not be possible.  But here she was.  
 
    OHHH Fuck!  She needed to touch herself.  Everything was tingling.  Tremors were radiating from her not so private areas.  It was something that was supposed to be private to her, but now it was off limits to her, and manipulated and controlled by others.  Her groom could touch her there all she liked.  Her trainers could touch her.  Anyone else it seemed could touch her, but she was not allowed to touch herself. 
 
    Right now, she really needed to touch herself.  The vibrating just continued.  It was almost insidious.  Her muscles were clenching – all of them.  She could feel her body clenching and releasing on the dildo that was pushed up inside of her.  It did not vibrate as much as the head of the vibrator that was pushed up against her clitoris, but it did vibrate, and that vibration ran throughout her. 
 
    Ok, she did not think it was going to be possible, but clearly it was.  She was pushing up to the crest.  Then it hit.  It felt like her head was exploding.  No, every cell in her body was exploding.  
 
    This one was huge.  Yes, huge.  She had never felt an orgasm like that.  Her nether region was soaked.  Never mind that something was plugging her, and that it was large, she could feel herself leaking out around it.  She had heard about girls who squirted.  She thought it was mostly apocryphal, but not anymore.  She had squirted.  She really had. 
 
    If she were not restrained, she would curl up into a ball.  There was nothing left.  There was nothing left at all.  In fact, the buzzing – it was still fucking buzzing – did not feel arousing.  It was, it was, fuck, it was tickling.   She needed that thing out of her.  She needed it out now.  She felt herself start to giggle.  She hated being tickled.  When she was young her older brother had held her down and tickled her.  But that was only when she was young.  She had grown big and strong, and nobody could do that to her now.  Except that she was fully restrained.  Yes, now they could.  Even her little groom could.   
 
    The giggles were becoming laughs.  Her stomach clenched.  The bit in her mouth did not help.  She was gasping for air.  Fortunately, it was a ponygirl bit, so it was designed to keep an open flow of air.  Because she needed the air. 
 
    But then it stopped.  Thank heavens.  Was someone watching?  Was someone listening.  She could not see or even sense anyone around her.  But it had stopped.  Now she just slumped forward in her restraints.  Her groom would come for her soon.  Her groom would take her back to her stall.  Her groom would let her lay down and sleep.  She would sleep.  She would really sleep.  That had been intense.  But it had been intense in a good way.  A very good way.  She had never ever come like that before.  If that was the reward for being a good pony it just might be worth it to be a good pony. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 29 
 
    Northern Lights stood straight.  Her reins were hitched to a bar in front of her.  She did not try to look around.  Ponygirls did not look around, they looked straight ahead, and she was a ponygirl.  She kept her hooves planted, separated only by the length of her hobble. An inexperienced pony might shift her weight back and forth between her hooves, but an experienced pony did not. Her back was straight.  Her chest with was thrust forward.   
 
    On her tack, over her left breast, was a silver rosette with the number 1 in the middle.  This marked her second-place finish in the yearling races of the last fall.  She was very proud of this award.  Eyes were naturally drawn to her large firm breasts with their dollar size areola and the heavy shackles set just behind them.  The eye was then attracted up to the shiny award on her tack.  It made her push her chest forward even more.   
 
    This year she would compete in the regular race categories.  She was no longer a yearling.  And she felt good about her speed and endurance.  She was going to win more awards.  Certainly not all the ponies in the stable had awards on their tack, but a some did.  At least the ones that Lights identified with.  She knew that she was a part of the special group of ponies. 
 
    There was sound to her left.  A pony was brought up and tied off to the rail.  Lights wondered who it was.  Ponygirls are very curious creatures, but a good ponygirl would never break discipline to satisfy her curiosity.  And Norther Lights was a very good ponygirl.   
 
    She sniffed the air.  During the time that she had been a ponygirl, her senses of smell and hearing had become much more acute than before.  She believed that it was her body compensating for the loss of the use of her arms and the limitations on her sight.   Even though her eyes worked just fine she was only allowed to see what was in front of her.  Not being able to turn her head and look to the side meant that she needed to adapt other means of knowing about her surroundings. 
 
    A major component of this was her sense of smell.  She knew the smell of Sara, once her friend, now her owner/trainer/driver. She also could easily recognize her groom, some of the other trainers, and many of the other ponies.  Sara could not sneak up on her anymore.  She would smell her before she ever got close enough to put a hand on her.  But she was very careful not to give away her ability.   
 
    And she knew the scent of many other ponies.  Although she had never been allowed to talk, so she could not talk to other ponies, there was socialization.  There was a corral near the stable.  The ponies were often allowed to roam around the corral for a period of time.  They were still in full tack, arms locked away, bitted, and even hobbled, but they could move freely within the confines of the corral and their restraints. 
 
    Lights learned the pony behavior of rubbing bodies.  Ponies greeted each other by rubbing their chests together and nuzzling the head into the neck of the other pony.  Even though they were not allowed to talk, and did not even try, just being in the presence of the other ponies was a wonderful thing.   
 
    The ponies gathered in their little clicks.  The racing ponies were one click, the show ponies another, then there were some other groups of ponies that fell into neither group.  
 
    Lights knew the smell of Resistance.  She knew the smell of Sultan’s Delight, the ponygirl she had known as Nancy, and the only ponygirl with whom she had actually exchanged words. There was Cinnamon, although she did not smell like the spice.  She knew Cyclone, an experienced pony with five rosettes on her tack.  She had been intimidated by her at first, but somehow, they had connected.  And she knew the smells of at least a dozen more ponies.  It was amazing that ponies would have such distinctive smells.  There were no confusions.  When she smelled a pony, she knew who it was. 
 
    This was not a pony she knew.  And there was a familiar fragrance as well. It was something she recognized.  Yes, it was Cloud from Ariana Grande.  Perfume?  Ponies did not wear perfume.  And none of the trainers or drivers wore anything like this.  She remembered a few friends back in school who wore this scent. This told her more about the new pony.  First it was young.  She guessed late teen to mid-twenties, and importantly, it had not been a pony for more than a few days.  The scent from the perfume it had worn before being made a pony was still there. But there was something else, there, with the smell of the pony, something important. Fear.  She could smell fear.  Yes, it was unmistakable.  That was natural.  She remembered moments when she was afraid.  Mostly she had been confused and angry, but there had also been fear.  She wondered if the other ponies around her at that time had smelled it on her.  Perhaps. But that seemed a long time ago.  
 
    Then she heard leather squeaking.  This was definitely a new pony.  Yes, this was a very new pony.  It was pulling at its arm binder.  It would learn that this was a useless waste of energy and only created frustration.   
 
    SSWWOOSHHHH - - - - - TTHHHRRAACKKK - - - - - - EEEOOOAAAGGHHAAAAAA 
 
    “Eyes front you stupid animal!” 
 
    Wow, this creature had lungs.  Lights wondered if she had breasts to match.  The new pony was learning that it was not only helpless; it was under control and discipline.  The pony could resist, but in the end it would obey.  In time it would learn that it was useless to resist and the best thing to do was to just obey. 
 
    If she were not a pony, she would put her arm around this creature.  She would tell her to relax.  She would tell her that there was nothing she could do about her situation so she might as well get into it.  Then things would get better.  But she could not put her arm around the pony.  She had no use of her arms.  And she could not talk to it.  She was a pony, and she was not allowed to use human speech.  She had not been caned in a very long time and did not want to be caned now.  
 
    She thought back to the beginning of her journey.  She had resisted when she was first made a ponygirl.  She had spent all her time thinking of how she was going to get away.  Clearly that had never happened.  Here she was.  But she no longer worried herself with such things. She remembered thinking that over time her keepers would become slacker in their security measures and her restraint.  That never happened.   Even now after a year as a pony, a well-behaved pony, she was kept as securely as she had been as a new pony.   
 
    Her arms were never released from the main portion of the restraint.  On occasion, maybe a couple of times a month her hands would be lowered and massaged.  But even before this happened, she was bent forward over a bar, her thighs were strapped to it, and lines were run to her breast shackles and her nose ring.  The limited freedom of letting her arms down from the bar connecting her elbows would not allow her to make any attempt to overcome her restraints and escape.  And when it was time to place her arms back up against the bar and restrain them, she cooperated.  Bent as she was, there was no question that she could be easily persuaded to cooperate if she resisted.  She always cooperated. 
 
    She was even kept hobbled when she was not connected to something.  There was no chance at all that she would try to run away.  And no chances were ever taken.  The only plus is that Sara had learned that the hobble placed severe restrictions on her ability to walk and had reduced the pace when she led the hobbled pony.  That helped a lot.  Lights really did not care that she was hobbled.  There was actually a bit of an advantage.  If she was not hobbled, then she was expected to prance when she walked.  With her ankles hobbled she could not do that and so effectively got a pass. She did not mind prancing, she rather liked it, but it did take more energy. Also, the hobble slowed the pace of getting places.  All of that was ok.  The only time she resented the hobble was when she was in the corral with the other ponies.  She would have like to have better mobility then.  She would also like to be able to rub her body more effectively against the other ponies.  That would be easier without the hobble, but there was no place for her to either register a complaint or even a suggestion.  She had learned her role as a ponygirl.   
 
    There was sound of an approaching person.  Not just a person.  Lights recognized the sound of the walk, then the smell, Sara.  Good.  Lights was a well-trained pony and could stand patiently for a very long time, but it was still boring.  She preferred to get on with their day. She loved running.  She had been good when she won her medal last fall, but she wanted more.  This year she would race against the regular ponygirls.  She wanted more medals.  She looked at Cyclone.  She wanted even more medals. 
 
     Sara untied her reins and turned her away from the bar.  She could sense another trainer; she recognized the scent of the trainer.  She could see her in her mind, but she did not know her name.  The trainers did not introduce themselves to the ponies. 
 
    As she walked behind Sara, she could hear the new pony walking behind her.  Lights looked forward and could clearly see their destination.  It was the hot walker.  She had not been on the hot walker in a very long time.  At least not this one.  There was one inside the barn that could be used to exercise the ponies when the weather outside was terrible.  But this one was out in the open.  And the weather this day was wonderful.  And it required very bad weather to move training inside.  After all, ponies could work in almost any kind of weather.  At the end of the day her tack would be handed off to the grooms who would clean and oil it so that it was ready for the next day.  Like everything else in her life, this was something done for her. 
 
    Lights smiled as she remembered her first days as a pony.  She remembered following Resistance to this very hot walker.  In those first days she had watched the experienced pony prance and trot.  She had learned the basics of pony movement from a suburb animal.  Her lesson had included more subtle things like deportment and bearing.  She had seen all those things in Resistance.  She had not then wanted to be Resistance.  She fought with all she had to not be Resistance, but as the saying goes ‘resistance is futile’ and now she was, like Resistance, the experienced pony providing the example for the new animal. 
 
    A part of her, deep down, felt sorry for this newly converted animal.  But she also knew that she was its future.  There were moments when Jess pushed up and railed at what had happened to her, but there was no place for Jess to go.  There was no room for Jess anymore, and those moments had become very infrequent.  Northern Lights was happy in her life.  She was good at what she did.  While her life was demanding, there were rewards.  There were treats during training, and there was the big reward at the end of the day.  Not every day.  She had learned not to expect it every day, but it was still a lot, at least three or four times a week when she behaved, which she always did.  Actually, she was getting it a lot more than she had before she became a pony, and it was wonderful.  No orgasm she had had before she became a pony could measure up to what she experienced all the time now.  What more could you want? 
 
    She did not have her freedom.  But freedom was overrated.  She was subject to punishment.  She had even earned two additional canings in the last year.  And, they had not been as limited as the introduction caning.  These were each a dozen.  And nothing she had experienced in her life had hurt so much.  But she could not blame her trainers.  On both occasions she had acted out.  She had engaged, knowingly, in behavior that she knew was not allowed.  She had pushed the envelope, and it had snapped back on her.  She told herself that she would not do that again.  Well, she had said that before and still acted out, so there was a possibility, but she was pretty sure she would behave.  Besides she was reconciled to her new life and proud of who she was.  It was enough for her.  And she was going to do even more.  She was going to be great.  That was her plan.  She had not thought beyond that.  That was enough. 
 
    When they got to the hot walker, Lights was fastened to one of the bars with the new pony behind at the next bar.  Lights still had not seen this new pony.  She was very curious what she looked like. But she was there to be seen by the other pony.  She was the example.  She would have to wait.  Right now, it was important to be the good example.  She did not want to be the example for punishment.   
 
    For the next hour, or two, they pranced.   
 
    Lights had come to enjoy prancing.  She was not a show pony, so she did not have to spend endless hours practicing it.  She was a racing pony.  Her time was spent running.  That was so much better than the clever detailed dressage routines that the show ponies practiced.  She had watched the show ponies perform.  It was interesting, but it was not racing.  Besides, the show ponies tended to be insufferable prima donnas.  That is why in the corral the racing ponies hung together and the show ponies formed their own little group.  They reminded Lights of the mean girls in high school.  They thought they were to fucking special.  But they could not hold a candle to the racing ponies.  The racing ponies were the thoroughbreds.  The aficionados of the ponygirl sport were drawn primarily to the racing ponies.  The show ponies may think otherwise, but Lights and the other racing ponies knew that they were the special ones.  They knew that they were the real center of attention.      
 
    She still needed to look good when she pranced. She needed to make an impression.  Before, and after, races they would be walked before the crowd and the judges.  She wanted to make a good impression.  Not fancy steps.  Not special steps, but clean masterful steps.  She wanted, no she needed, to look her best.  She wanted those looking at her to think there is a top ponygirl.  Racing ponies were proud creatures and she needed to convey that at all times.  
 
    With each step her thigh came up level to the ground.  Her steps were perfectly spaced.  Her movement was graceful.  Her upper body staying still as her legs moved her forward.  She would look like she was gliding.  Even though what really mattered was how she placed in the race, the punters would look at the ponies as they walked by and that would influence their betting.  She did not want to have bad odds.  So, making a good impression was important.  
 
    This perfect step, the one she used when she paraded before the crowd prior to the race, was what she now demonstrated.  The new pony was following, fastened to the bar behind her.  It would be trying to emulate her step.  It might resist at first.  It probably did not want to do this, but eventually it would figure out that it had no other choice.  When it got the step under control – it was a long way from mastering the step – then it would learn to be in step.  Lights knew that the trainer was walking next to new pony.  She knew that the pony would be encouraged with the dog whip and/or crop to do what was required.   
 
    She wondered if new pony was trying to do it right or was trying to resist.  She could hear the sound of ‘correction’ being made, but it was hard to tell how bad new pony was actually doing.  Lights would love to have been able to watch what was going on, but that was not to be.  She was in front of new pony so she could not see.  She could only hear.  From what she was hearing new pony was going to have a very sore backside that night.  Lights chuckled.  She remembered how sore her backside had been in the early days of her ponygirl training.  Even when you tried, some of the concepts did not fall into place right away.  It sometimes took a while.   
 
    It would come.  New pony would learn.  Lights wondered if new pony was fast.  Would she be able to run in the yearling races?  Would she be able to win a medal to put on her tack? She hoped that new pony would be a racing pony.  Hopefully not a show pony. Lights pushed her chest forward as she thought about the rosette that decorated her tack.  She was a winner.  Would new pony be a winner?  Well, the first thing it needed to do was to pay close attention to what Lights was doing.  If you watched a winner; if you emulated a winner; if you acted like a winner, then you had a much better chance of becoming a winner.   
 
    Lights was pleased that new pony seemed to do better as the morning went on.  It seemed that new pony was actually trying.  More importantly new pony seemed to be actually learning.  Lights was happy that she had been able to help.  She had not seen new pony, but she had a sense of her smell, and she would see her in the coral at some point.  After all, that was the place where the ponies got together.  And she was a pony and was going to be a pony for a very long time. 
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