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Volume 4: The Ponygirl Initiation

A Fresh Start

Sunlight streamed through the open top half of our stable door, announcing it was time to get up.  I was a little surprised to find myself the first one awake, since I’d had an extremely hard day yesterday, and the three ponygirls sleeping next to me were a lot more used to the routine than I was.  Two weeks ago, I hadn’t even known what a ponygirl was, but now I was one, and would remain so for at least a year.

I allowed myself a luxurious stretch before getting up, since this was the first time my arms hadn’t been restrained for the night.  That was another thing I hadn’t really known about two weeks ago: bondage.

The people running the Onager Puella Ranch usually kept us restrained twenty-four/seven, although the severity of the bondage varied a lot.  I had no clue what the day might hold in store for me, but it was a pretty safe bet I wouldn’t be able to scratch my own nose in an hour or two.

My movements had woken the other girls up, so I had company in the shower stall we shared, and plenty of volunteers to help wash my back… among other places.  We didn’t get too frisky, though, since messing around without permission would land us in a heap of trouble if we got caught.

Master Oliver wasn’t overly cruel compared to some of the others around here, but he was an absolute stickler for following the rules.  I’d already learned that lesson the hard way.  Since I was the new girl in the stable, and this was my very first day here, the others had been instructed to get me ready for our Master’s arrival.

My bridle and harness were placed on me with care, although the web of leather straps pressed into my skin a significant amount.  A brand new pair of custom-made knee-high pony boots were pulled over my feet and tightly laced to ensure they gave me as much support as possible.  I needed it, with the en pointe position my feet were forced into.

Jo pulled me over Ruby’s lap and held me there, while Fiona coated my tail butt plug with some lubricant.  While I hated the butt plug, I knew it was inevitable, so holding me down was a little unnecessary.  I think they were trying to have a little fun at my expense, but Fiona eased it in as gently as possible, so I didn’t really have much to complain about.

While I was still bent over Ruby’s lap, Jo fetched a supple leather armbinder.  I sighed, but put my hands together behind my back so she could slide it over my arms.  She laced it up until my elbows started to touch, and then helped me to stand so they could give all my tack a final inspection.  After a few touch ups, they finished by putting the wide bit in my mouth, attached my reins, and tied them to the hitching post by the door.

Jo and Ruby were outfitted in the exact same manner I was, and Fiona was wearing everything except for the armbinder.  (It’s a little hard to properly put one on by yourself.)  Fiona was senior among us, being an ‘old nag’ of nearly thirty, who’d been a ponygirl for the last ten years.  Rank hath its benefits, but it also came with responsibility.  On days like today when we took care of each other’s outfitting, she’d be the one paying the price for any mistakes.

Master Oliver arrived only minutes after we were all in position, and gave us a thorough inspection… along with a bit of friendly fondling.  He seemed satisfied with what he’d found, and gave Fiona a small nod of approval before lacing her armbinder in place.

One by one he went down the line and filled us with ben wa balls to make sure we ‘didn’t get bored’ while we got our morning exercise.  He liked to keep his ponygirls nice and horny, since orgasms had to be earned around here, and it was an effective positive reinforcement motivational tool.

It went without saying he had a multitude of negative reinforcement means at his disposal, from his riding crop, buggy whip, flogger, to the butt plugs we all wore, which were capable of delivering a powerful shock at the touch of a button.  The carrot and the stick training method was as old as history, but still worked quite well.

Our final accessory was a set of silver bells for our nipples.  I got the short end of the stick with this one, since the other girls were all pierced, and had the bells attached to their nipple rings.  He had to clamp mine directly on, which was a lot more painful than what they had to deal with.

I wondered if he’d eventually want to pierce mine so the four of us were a matched set.  I’d thought about getting it done a few times in the past, but always chickened out before I could go through with it.  I think I’d welcome the chance now… if he asked my opinion.

Taking up my reins, he led me around back and between the poles of a waiting sulky.  It only took a moment to attach it to the rings built into the sides of my harness, and he drove me back around front so we could collect the other girls.

He used their reins to attach them to the back of the sulky in a single file chain, and then climbed back aboard so we could get started with our morning exercise.  Master Oliver liked to get a couple hours of work in before breakfast, which I thought was smart, since the Texas sun could be brutal later in the day.

I thought it was a little unfair I was the one who had to pull the sulky, but I guess it was because I was new, and therefore at the bottom of the totem pole.  We didn’t actually have far to go, so I guess the only reason I was pulling him at all was because he didn’t feel like walking.  That’s the Master’s prerogative.

Our destination was the lunging ring that held a rotating walker with four bars radiating out from the center.  Once we were each locked to the end of a bar, he cracked his whip and told us to warm-up with a normal walk.

I was glad we were starting slow, since with four of us pulling on the bars, it was jerky and awkward until we learned to move together.  I think I was the one mostly screwing up the others, since they’d obviously worked together like this before, and I’d only tried this exercise once.  That was with only one ponygirl to work with as well, not three.

I eventually figured it out when I realized I could hear their steps falling in unison, and adapted my own to fit the pattern.  We all had tiny horseshoes on the bottom of our boots, which made a unique sound when they struck the hard-packed ground.

Master Oliver noticed the change almost instantly, and had us pick up the pace to a trot now that we’d learned to move together as a team.  It took me a few laps before I got the new pace right, but then it was like we were gliding on rails.  It was even kind of fun, although it wasn’t long before the sweat was pouring off me, and my lungs were heaving like a bellows.

When our pace became a little ragged, he slowed us back down to a walk to let us catch our breath, and then began changing things up on us.  He made us do a lap at a walk, then a second at a trot, a third at a gallop, and then down through trot and walk again.

I had some trouble matching my speed and steps with all the changes, and earned a few motivational blows whenever I came within range of him and his crop.  We went through three cycles like that before he allowed us to take a break, and I sure needed it.  Being a ponygirl with only two weeks of experience, I simply didn’t have the strength and stamina the other girls had.

After our break, he had us march with our parade style high-step, which was something that came reasonably easy to me, thanks to some extra training I’d received during my first week here.  For once, it was my sisters who were the beneficiaries of his correctional taps, while I actually received a few compliments.

I was in a good mood when the time came to return to our stable for breakfast, and even more so when I found out we’d be eating real food instead of one of their smoothie concoctions.  We had to eat out of a trough, but even that was preferable to the alternatives.

After breakfast, the reason for our morning training became obvious; he connected us to a large, four pony cart.  If we didn’t work together while pulling it, things could get ugly in a hurry.

I got put in the right rear position, which meant I’d be able to see what the girls ahead of me were doing in case I missed a signal, but it also meant I was the prime target for his buggy whip.  I guess life is a series of tradeoffs.

He took us directly to the quarter mile straight track so we could practice working as a team, and once again I was behind the learning curve.  Going in a straight line wasn’t much of a problem, as long as he held us to the same speed, but any increase or decrease was a disaster.

Even worse were the turns.  We had to move at wildly different speeds from each other, depending on how tight the turn radius was.  We screwed up a lot, and although he could hit any of us without a problem, it was like I suspected; my ass was the primary target of his buggy whip.

Luckily, he didn’t keep us out very long.  All he’d wanted to do was find out how well we worked as a team so he could come up with an effective training program.  Once we were back at the stable, he tied us bent over the rail of the community stall, spread our legs wide with some wooden poles, and began pacing back and forth behind us.

“That was moderately terrible,” he finally said, tapping his crop against his boots.  “Since it was her first time, I expected Grace to have some trouble being in the yoke, but not you three.”

As he came down the line, I heard the sharp crack of his crop meeting bare flesh.  We each got a pair of stinging blows on the inside of our thighs before he continued.

“This newfound disappointment comes at the worst possible time, since there’s something important I need to take care of.  As such, I’m unfortunately going to have to rely on Fi to take the reins, and get your training up to an acceptable level in my absence.”

He was now punctuating his words with his crop, on whichever ass was within reach as he paced back and forth.  I was glad I was on the end, since it meant I got a lot less attention than the girls in the middle.

“You’re all like sisters now, and helping each other out is what sisters do.  Since Grace is the baby sister, I’m going to hold you all responsible for her actions, and the slightest failure on her part will result in punishment for the rest of you.”

Ruby shot me a quick, dirty look at that, but looked forward again almost instantly so Master Oliver wouldn’t notice.  She wasn’t quite fast enough, though, and earned a reprimand for not holding her proper position when he came back down the line.

“Here’s how this is going to work.  I’m going to rotate your duties to keep one of you with me at all times, with the exception of Grace, since she needs the most training.  Josephine will be nominally in charge in Fiona’s absence, although I’ll probably have Sadie keep an eye on you as well.

“I’ll be monitoring your training via video feed as much as time permits, and may or may not adjust the regimen, depending on how well, or badly, things progress.  Sadie has put together a list of required exercises, which must be completed in full each day, but I’m going to rely on Fiona’s judgment to determine which other training routines to use.

“You’ll still see me at least once or twice a day, since I’ll be taking care of most demerits, failures, and infractions myself.  Most rewards as well, although based on your performance this morning, I doubt there’ll be many of those.”

This was starting to sound serious.  I knew we weren’t perfect pulling the cart this morning, but I didn’t think we’d performed that
 badly.

“Just because I want you trained as a team as fast as possible, that doesn’t mean the stable work can be ignored.  I want all the used tack to be cleaned and polished on a daily basis, and if the stable isn’t kept spotless, there’ll be hell to pay.

“Flynn will be delivering a lot of extra gear for Grace later today, since she’s going to be the star of our new catalogue, and will be spending a fair amount of time modeling for us.  The modeling shouldn’t interfere with her training too much, although Maurice may show up on occasion to take some specific shots.

“Now I’ve got to run, but before I do, there’s the little matter of providing you with some motivation to work harder than you did this morning.  I think ten blows each with the cane should suffice.”

Starting at the far end, he began tapping his cane on Fiona’s ass, sensitizing her skin before landing his first real blow.  Fiona’s breath was coming in ragged gasps by the time he finished and moved on to Ruby.  Jo was practically sobbing by the time he was done with her, and then it was my turn.  He began warming up my ass like he had with his others, but then he unexpectedly stopped.

“Silly me,” he chuckled.  “Can you believe I almost forgot what I said about you three paying for Grace’s mistakes?”

He went back to Fiona and started over again.  They each received an additional ten blows, and as much as I feared the pain of a caning, I hated how they had to receive the punishment meant for me.  When he’d finished, he released Fiona from the rail, and took off her armbinder as well.  Before he left, he instructed her to take care of the rest of us however she saw fit, as long as everything he expected got done.

When she stepped in front of me and looked me over, I realized the friendship and sisterhood we’d started to develop had evaporated.  The fresh start I’d been envisioning had just changed for the worse.


My Ponygirl Sisters

It seemed my new ponygirl sisters hated me now.  I guess twenty harsh blows with a cane could do that to anyone, but it wasn’t really my fault, was it?  I mean sure – my performance in front of the Master was a little sub-par, but they hadn’t been perfect either.  It wasn’t fair, dammit, but I didn’t know how to fix it.

As soon as our Master had shut the barn door, Fiona released the other girls from the rail, and removed their armbinders, but I was ignored… at least at first.  They soothed each other’s freshly striped asses with a numbing cream, and had a highly erotic threesome to get the endorphins flowing as a natural painkiller.  They did all this right in front of me, but never looked my way once that I saw.

Fiona finally acknowledged my presence when lunch arrived.  There was juicy steak, succulent lobster tails, and loaded baked potatoes, but unfortunately I got a feedbag full of fucking kibble.  I think they were trying to drive home the point that as long as I was the source of their misery, they’d be the source of mine.  So much for sisterhood.

After lunch our stable became a beehive of activity.  A work crew installed spotlights and dozens of extra cameras in my stall, so each new outfit they dressed me in could be recorded from every conceivable angle.  It was an overly elaborate way of getting the catalogue shots they needed.

While they worked, Flynn filled an entire tack room with new gear just for me, half of which I couldn’t even begin to identify.  It looked like they were finally ready to have me do the modeling I’d initially signed up for, and were sparing no expense.

Once those people cleared out, Sadie arrived with enough new exercise equipment to fill the entire back of the barn, and gave detailed instructions to Fiona on how it all worked, and what they needed to focus on in regards to my training.  I sadly couldn’t overhear the conversation, but there was a lot of laughter and wicked looks in my direction that didn’t bode well.

Sadie gave me a parting slap on the rump as she walked by, and once she was gone, Fiona finally
 released me from the rail.  I thought I was about to get out of the armbinder when she led me over to the shower stall, but instead, she used an overhead rope to pull my arms up behind me until I was bent over completely horizontal.  It was absolute murder on my shoulders, and I hoped I wouldn’t be like this for long.

I cursed when I saw her filling an enema bag with soap and cold water, knowing that ‘bath time’ was going to be an extended affair.  She replaced my butt plug with a hose that had a pair of inflatable bladders, one for each side of my anus to prevent any leakage.  I started to cramp up almost immediately after she opened up the flow valve, and knew this was going to be a nasty one.

I think it took almost an hour and two refills of the large bag before I was completely clean inside and out, and she lowered the rope holding me locked in place.  My arms felt like useless lead weights when she finally freed them from their leather prison, although they washed and rubbed them, which restored them somewhat.

Simple leather cuffs were placed around my wrists, and connected with a chain that ran through the ring on the front of the waist belt she’d buckled a few notches too tight.  It allowed for a little bit of movement, but not enough to even let me scratch my ass, which was itching from a stray bit of lube when she’d reinserted my tail plug.

I felt her attach a power pack to the back of the belt and connect it to the butt plug, and then a quick shock when she tested it out.  In my first bit of good luck today, it was set a little lower than normal, although still high enough to get my attention.

While I’d been in the shower stall, the other girls had selected an outfit from my new tack, and had it laid out on a folding table in my stall.  It was hot pink and I hated it immediately, since wearing pink always made me look like a damn Barbie doll or something.

“Before you can wear your new tack, you’ll need to condition it,” she said, startling me, since I’d grown so used to the no talking rule.  “While getting it ready, you’re to exercise in place by continuously doing ten squats, followed by ten high steps.

“If you talk, I’ll zap you.  If I see you slacking, I’ll zap you.  If you miscount your exercise routine, I’ll zap you. If you take too long to prepare each piece, I’ll zap you.  When a piece is ready you’ll present it to me for inspection, and if you’ve done a poor job I’ll zap you.  If I feel like it, I’ll zap you for the hell of it.”

Great… I think she was trying to say she might be zapping me a time or two.  I began to wonder if she was nursing a grudge for her earlier caning, or if she was getting off on the chance to wield some power for once.  Either way, I had a feeling my ass was gonna pay for it.

She gave me a quick rundown on how to condition each piece using mainly mink oil and saddle soap, and left me at it with a parting zap.

To her credit, she wasn’t going to laze around while I worked.  She set up some sort of relay race with the three of them running back and forth along the length of the stable, and they were working up more of a sweat than I was.

I started with the bridle, since it was the smallest piece, with the thinnest straps, and I’d never done this before.  It was a lot harder than I thought, but it was in my own best interest to do a good job, since stiff leather would rub and chafe.

I had to try three times before she found it acceptable, but she was grudgingly fair, and gave me tips on how to do a better job.  I still got the shit shocked out of me each time, but I guess it could’ve been worse.  Under the bright spotlights of my stall, she buckled it tightly in place, and added a clamshell bit gag before allowing me to get back to work.

I really hated this type of bit, since one side of the clamshell kept my tongue firmly pressed down, and the top side would press harshly into the roof on my mouth if the reins were pulled.  In retrospect, I should’ve saved the bridle for last, since now I’d be wearing it while I worked.

I attacked the chest harness next, rubbing saddle soap deep into the leather until my fingers ached, and got it right the first time.  It was a fairly small harness compared to most of the ones I’d worn, being more like a leather strap bikini top.  It had straps that wrapped around each breast in a fairly constricting manner, plenty of D-rings on the shoulder and side straps, and a very tall, attached collar that restricted my head movement a significant amount.

She had me do the corset next, and while it was the largest piece of tack on the table, it was actually fairly easy to do.  It had half cups on the top to give my breasts a little support, was heavily boned, and ran all the way down to my hips.  Having a large piece of leather let me use my whole hand for the job, and all I needed to do was soften the inside a bit, so it didn’t take long to get ready.

My breathing became shallow once she put it on me, and exercising was a lot harder.  To my dismay, she also returned several times to tighten the laces, not stopping until the back flap could be closed and locked.  I felt constantly light headed now, since my lungs couldn’t seem to supply enough air for the work I was doing.

I thought I was done now, but there’d been a box on the floor with miscellaneous bits I’d missed, earning me several zaps for each missed item.  Six sets of cuffs, reins, leash, blinders for the bridle, a full blindfold, dozens of straps, and the stupidest skirt I’d ever seen.  It consisted of two pieces of split leather that covered my outer thighs, and absolutely nothing else.

The larger cuffs went around my ankles, below my knees, and mid-thigh.  The others went around my wrists, below my elbows, and around my upper arms.  When all the tack was finally done to her satisfaction, she began adding some of the belts, since I no longer needed my hands free.

Asking the other girls for assistance, my arms were wrenched behind my back into the reverse prayer position.  Straps went around my thumbs, wrists, forearms, and elbows before the whole web was connected to the back of my collar, as well as the sides of my corset.  My arms had never been this utterly immobile before, and were already starting to ache.

As a final touch, she added little silver bells to my ears, nipples, and labia before making me prance in a tiny circle for the camera.  After a few breathless minutes of that, she led me out of my stall, and over to one of Sadie’s new machines.

“You were a little slow completing your chores for the day, but don’t worry… we’ll simply extend your exercise period into the evening to make up for it.”

What?  I’d been exercising non-stop while working on my tack, and was already worn out.  She couldn’t be serious, could she?  The grin on her face said she was, and I knew my troubles were just getting started.


Exercise

“Over here,” she said, giving my reins a tug, and reminding me of the more devious function of the clamshell.

It was one of Sadie’s new machines, and was best described as a miniature escalator.  It was a simple way to make me endlessly climb steps, although each one wasn’t as tall or deep as on a real escalator, so it was tiring, but doable.  Like most of the specialized exercise equipment on the ranch, it had safety straps that connected to my shoulder rings to keep me from falling if I lost my balance, and I sure needed it today.

The more tired I became, the more I stumbled, and after climbing enough steps to get to the top of the Empire State building, I was tripping almost constantly.  I’d thought Master Oliver had been a demanding taskmaster, but Fiona had him beat by a country mile.

They helped me sit down, clipped my ankle cuffs to a pair of rings in the floor, and put a small, angled frame behind me so I could lay down.  With the frame keeping my weight off my bound arms, I found I could lie back without causing them any additional pain, and finally started to catch my breath.  (Sitting upright in a boned corset, and with a fat plug up my ass, was actually worse than standing.)

“For your next task, I want you to do one hundred crunches.  I’ll let you set your own pace for now, but if I hear your heart rate drop too low, I’ll start making your life difficult.”

“Start making my life difficult?
” I thought, as she attached a heart rate monitor and turned it on.  A hundred crunches would be hard enough right now, but to do them while wearing the boned corset?  Shit, I was in trouble.

She put Jo on the treadmill and Ruby on the floor next to me, both of which began working out hard enough to make me look like a slacker.  They might’ve been trying to lead by example, but it was more likely they were just trying to show me up.  Of course, neither one of them was wearing a corset, so they had an easier time of it than I did.

As I began working, I found the easiest way to do my crunches was by working in spurts.  I’d lay back and get some air, then sit up as many times as I could before needing to rest and catch my breath.  It worked surprisingly well, and when Fiona finished the noisy work she’d been doing in my stall, and read the counter showing how many crunches I’d accomplished, she was amazed to find I’d already finished.

“Well that’s surprising,” she said, releasing my feet and helping me to stand.  “Maybe you’ll actually be capable of following instructions and working hard enough to please the Master next time.  Since hard work should always be rewarded, I think I’ll let you lie down for a while.”

I was puzzled when I saw my stall, since it appeared she’d covered the floor with a large sheet of copper.  It felt cold on my breasts when she put me down on it, making my nipples harden even more than they already were, and drawing a moan out of me.  Once my feet were secured to the floor, she thankfully began untying my arms, which had gone numb during my crunch session.  The reverse prayer position was a tough one to endure for any length of time.

Once my hands were locked down near my shoulders, I got a few minutes to rest while she went to check on the other girls.  It wasn’t the most comfortable position or surface, but breathing was easier like this, and even the little bit of slack I had in my restraints felt like heaven after the day I’d had so far.

When I heard the distinctive clop of pony boots approach, I naturally assumed it was Fiona, and was surprised to see Jo step in front of me.  She knelt next to my head, removed my bit, and stroked my cheek a few times before speaking.

“Our arms get so little use, it’s important to work those muscles whenever we can to keep them from atrophying.  Today you’re going to do pushups, but I think your arms aren’t the only muscles that need exercise.  While Fi’s putting a few miles in on the treadmill, I thought it’d be best if I supervised you up close and personal.”

She carefully folded a large blanket, placed it under my head, and sat down on it.  With her legs spread wide, she wiggled forward until her pussy was directly beneath my mouth, and then leaned back to make herself comfortable.

“One other thing,” she said, picking up a small black box with lights, dials, and switches on it.  “We need to keep you motivated enough to actually do your pushups, right?”

When she flipped the switch, the reason I was lying on a big copper plate became obvious; it was electrified, and not only did my tits get a good jolt, but the bells dangling from my labia were also in contact with it.  Needless to say, I immediately pushed myself up.

“I want at least one or two good licks every time I’m within range of your tongue, or else I’ll turn up the power.  Just so you know, it’s currently set at only twenty percent, so this could get rather unpleasant if you decide to be stubborn or lazy.”

So much for getting to lie down and rest, especially since my arms were still weak from first the armbinder, and then the reverse prayer bondage.  They were already shaking slightly, and I was only on pushup number one!

She didn’t tell me to get moving or anything, but I knew the longer I held myself up, the harder this would become over the long run, so I took a deep breath… relatively speaking… and slowly lowered myself back down.  The bells on my labia touched down before the ones on my nipples, catching me off-guard and making me rock back and forth a little until I recovered my poise.

Only at the last second did I remember to dart my tongue out and give a lick along the length of her folds, before shakily pushing up again.  It didn’t take long to figure out how important it was to maintain the proper form, but knowing was one thing, and doing was something else.

The jolt between my legs was awful if I didn’t keep my hips up, and if I took too long to raise my chest off the plate, the fire in my nipples felt overwhelming.  My arms were far too weak to keep this up for long, but luckily, she’d just been trying to make a point.  When they gave out and I was no longer capable of lifting my body off the sheet, she turned off the power so I could finish bringing her to orgasm, and then scooted away.

“Not as good as I hoped, for either your arms or your tongue, but it’s a start I guess.  I think I’ll set the power to run on a timer for a while… maybe once per minute with a three second duration, which should give you enough rest in between cycles to keep going for a full hour.”

She replaced my bit before setting the program and walking away, leaving me to either cope or deal with the consequences.  I had a feeling this was going to be the longest hour of my life, and I was right.  I felt betrayed by my ponygirl sisters, and wondered how on Earth I could fix this before it broke me.

***

I don’t remember moving or being moved, but I’d fallen asleep on the copper plate, and woke up wrapped in a blanket on a pile of straw.  I guess they didn’t want me to get a chill, or it might set our training back even further.  Our stable was dark and completely silent, but I had no idea if night had just fallen, or if it was closer to dawn.  I guess I’d find out eventually.

It wasn’t long before I saw the room start to take shape around me, which meant I’d slept all the way from early evening to almost dawn.  My grueling workout must’ve taken more out of me than I’d realized, but around twelve hours of uninterrupted sleep did a lot to restore me.

It also left me needing to piss like a racehorse, (pardon the pun) but I quickly discovered I couldn’t get out of the blanket to relieve myself.  My arms were fastened together behind my back, and it felt like my legs had been clipped together at each pair of cuffs I wore, plus the blanket was wrapped around me too tight to slip out of.  Yeah, I was definitely stuck here until one of the others got up.

Luckily Ruby woke before I had an embarrassing accident, and helped me hop over to the shower stall.  I still wore the bells from yesterday, and I think the jingling woke the others, since they both joined us in our morning ablutions within a few minutes.  Since I’d missed dinner last night, Fiona decided to feed me early, and I received a double helping of some sort of vegetable puree that tasted terrible, but filled the void my stomach had become.

I received a sponge bath instead of getting a real shower, since they didn’t want to change my tack.  The less said about my morning enema the better, since the tight corset seemed to amplify the feeling of fullness it imparted, making it one of the toughest ones I’d had to endure, especially since I had an overfull belly from my big breakfast.

Master Oliver was late to come collect us this morning, so he hitched us onto the four-pony cart without any warm-up, and took us for a drive around the oval track.  He seemed fairly distracted this morning, and even spent a lot of time on the phone, which meant my ass was spared some of the attention it had received yesterday.

He seemed content to just let us do laps at a regular walking pace, and without the buggy whip to throw me off my game, I was starting to figure out how to handle the turns better.  The key was to do a sort of sidling half step when making the turn, which compensated for the slight speed difference between us, and didn’t yank the yoke around.

Our practice lasted only an hour or so, and then he took us back to the stable early so he could take care of whatever business was occupying his attention.  Fiona was chained to a sulky as soon as she was released from the cart, so I guess this was her day with the Master.  The rest of us were hobbled, led back inside, and tied to the hitching post.

Ruby and Jo were fed with feedbags, and he took another one with him for Fiona, but he just gave me some water since I’d already eaten.  He hadn’t said a single word the entire time he’d been here, and I wondered if he was mad at us, or if he was just too preoccupied with the business that was keeping him so busy.

After about an hour of staring at nothing, I jumped when I felt a hand slap my ass.

“Good morning, my pretty little fillies,” Sadie said, giving the other girls a swat as well.  “What’re y’all doing standing around when we’ve got work to do?”

She snickered at her own joke as she untied us from the post, and took us to the lunging ring out front.  I thought we might be in for a relatively easy training session when short leads were used to hook our bits together with me on the outside, Jo in the middle, and Ruby on the inside, but nothing with Sadie was ever simple.

She rebound our hands in front of us with short pieces of chain, and then worked a long wooden pole between our elbows and backs.  She spent close to a half hour fiddling with straps and ropes to make sure we were all bound equally tight, our elbows were immobile, and all slack was removed.

“I want y’all to warm up by following the circle path,” she instructed, removing our hobble chains.  “I expect to see a fast walk out of you, but with that pole holding you together, it’s more important you learn to move as one, or your elbows are gonna be feeling it by the time we’re done.  I’m in no mood for any kind of horseshit today, so get moving and try not to piss me off or I’ll tie your titties together as well!”

Ruby started moving first, causing the pole to yank against my elbows, and presumable Jo’s as well.  It was moderately unpleasant until we got our steps in sync with each other, and required a lot of concentration to keep up.  I thought I had the worst of it, since I was on the outside and had to move the fastest, but Ruby’s arms were getting yanked in both directions whenever we messed up, so it probably sucked to be her right now.

Sadie was sitting in the shade of the stable, writing on a clipboard, and drinking from a coffee mug as big as her head.  It looked as if she was completely ignoring us, but I had a feeling she could accurately gauge our progress just from the sound of our hooves, and the jingle of our bells.   After thirty or forty minutes, she dragged her chair to the middle of the ring and called for a halt.

“Well, since nobody seems to have any dislocated shoulders, I guess it means y’all figured out how to move as a team.  Let’s put that to the test, shall we?  You see that lone post sticking out next to where those two paths cross?  I want you to go over there, walk around the post, and return here.  Walk around me when you get back, so you’re facing the same direction… this drill might take a few times to get right.  Move it!”

We had another jerky start, but straightened out a little faster this time.  It was much easier to move together in a straight line, but the tight turn around the post at the end sucked like a hundred dollar whore, since I had a hard time keeping the pace.  Extending my stride pulled my arms painfully, so I had to resort to a sort of double-step which was only slightly better.  Finishing our lap was a tiny bit better, since we’d all slowed so we could stop on the line next to Sadie.

“Again,” she said, not even looking up from her clipboard.

She made us do ten laps like that before deciding to change the game slightly.  Rising from the chair, she unbuttoned the lab coat which was the only thing I’d ever see her wear, and threw it over my head.

“Again,” she barked.

I was justifiably nervous about doing this without being able to see, and the turns at the end really
 sucked now.  It probably wasn’t very pretty to see, but we made it back without any major incidents, and now it was Ruby’s turn to move blind.  Sadie rotated the coat between us five times each before calling a halt, and making an even bigger change.

“You’re starting to figure out the counter clockwise turn, so from now on I want you to change directions and work the other way.  Until otherwise instructed, all turns must be clockwise.  Move it!”

Being on the inside of the turns was almost as difficult as being on the outside, since I had to do smaller half-steps in a tight radius to keep from jerking the others around.  She only gave us a few laps to get used to the new order before flinging her coat over Jo’s head, starting the rotation for running blind again.

After fifteen clockwise laps, she made one final change, which was to change from clockwise to counter clockwise after every lap.  She kept us going that way until it was time for lunch, and then took us back inside.

One by one she stripped us naked, except for our cuffs and collars, and put us in the shower stall to cool off and clean up.  Getting out of the corset was a tremendous relief, although I actually found it slightly painful to stand without my pony boots.  I guess my muscles and tendons were stretching to accommodate the en pointe position I’d been forced to live in for so long.

I felt much better once my skin was clean and my belly full, and wanted nothing more than to burrow into a nice pile of hay for a nap, but that wasn’t an option.  Sadie took me back to my stall where not only was my next set of tack laid out for conditioning, but everything from this morning as well.  Before I could begin, my wrist cuffs were connected via a chain that ran through the ring on my collar, and the nipple clamps with silver bells were put back in place.

“Start with your new boots, and work from left to right in the order things are laid out.  Once you have your new gear complete, clean the old tack so it’ll be ready for next time.  While you work, I want you to do squats with your knees wide and the jade egg up your coochie.  Ring your bells if you drop it, and I’ll come give you a helping hand.”

Gee… that wouldn’t be embarrassing, what with the spotlights on, and God only knows how many people watching the live feed from every conceivable angle.  I was determined to keep the slick, pear shaped object firmly inside me, but since Sadie had attached several lead weights to the end, I already knew it’d most likely be hitting the ground many, many times before my task was complete.

I sighed, squatted, and got to work.

My new outfit was all in a white that almost looked pearlescent by the time it was oiled and polished.  I liked it infinitely better than the pink thing they’d made me wear yesterday, although I found out it was more restrictive in numerous small ways.

The boots fit amazingly well, but this pair went all the way up to my crotch, and the new leather made bending my knees a lot
 harder.  They also had a frilly ruff around the top that tickled my pussy every time I moved, and was more than a little distracting.

The straps of the chest harness were narrower on this one, which wasn’t a big deal except for the bands circling the base of my boobs.  They dug into my skin a fair amount when buckled tight, and I could feel the restricted blood flow almost immediately.  It made them feel a lot more sensitive, and I really felt the difference when I had to ring my bells to get Sadie’s attention, which was disappointingly often.

The straps of my bridle were nearly the same for the ones that went over my head and around the sides, but the chin strap on this one was a cup that went from my neck nearly to my lower lip.  When it was buckled tight, I had a hard time even opening my mouth to accept the bit, which was also much fatter than usual.

The corset was nearly the same as the last one, at least for how much it compressed my waist.  The only real difference I could see, was it didn’t have the half cups at the top, so my boobs would be bouncing around a lot more, especially when moving at a trot.

It also came with matching armbinder, box tie pouch, fingerless gloves, blindfold, and chastity belt, although Sadie just hung those on the wall when they passed inspection.  She changed my ugly pink cuffs and collar for the new white ones when they were ready, though, and showed me what I looked like on her tablet.  I couldn’t believe it… I looked so sexy, I almost didn’t recognize myself!

Sadie was pleased as well, and let me walk around the barn for a while so I could get used to the feel of it, and to give my cramping fingers a rest.  She ordered me to keep moving, but didn’t dictate where I could roam, so I stayed near the community stall where Jo and Ruby were engaged in some sort of contest.

It took me a minute to figure it out, but then I realized it was a sort of tug-o-war.  With their arms bound behind them, and spreader bars between their knees, they were attached at the crotch by a long string.  The goal was to pull the ben wa balls out of the other girl, without losing their own, and the loser of each round got spanked.  It was the most creative kegel exercise imaginable, and looked kind of fun as well.

When my break was over, she instructed me to not only clean my tack from yesterday, but everyone else’s as well.  I didn’t mind too much, except it got my shiny new outfit all dirty, which earned me some harsh words and a good paddling.

With my daily chores done, Sadie fastened my wrists directly to the sides of my collar, and brought me out to join the others.  They were lying on the floor with their ankles fastened to rings in the same way I’d been yesterday when I did the crunched for Fiona.  Sure enough, she put me in the open spot between them, and ran wires for our counters.

“For this exercise, I want a combined total of one thousand crunches out of you.  That can mean one thousand from just one of you, or around three hundred and thirty three from each, but there’s a catch.  Whoever does the most will get rewarded with several nice, juicy orgasms, the girl in second place gets to give me as many as I can handle… which is a lot, and the loser gets strung up for a full front and back flogging.  I suggest you don’t dawdle.”

Ruby and Jo immediately went at it, and so did I a moment later.  I was the only one wearing a corset, so the chances of me coming in anything other than last place were pretty much nonexistent, but I was determined to at least make a good showing.

It was a grueling session, and towards the end we’d all slowed down to almost nothing, but eventually Sadie called out we were done.  Jo was the winner, and it was no surprise to hear I’d come in last by a large amount.  Before she could release us and set things up for our punishments and rewards, Master Oliver strode through the door with Fiona in tow.

He tied her reins off in the shower stall and turned on the water before asking Sadie for a progress report.  She gave an incredibly detailed description of our exercise this morning, so she’d obviously been paying a lot more attention than I’d thought, outlining each and every flaw in our performance.  She finished by explaining the challenge we’d just completed, and how we’d done.

“Not a bad day’s work,” he nodded.  “It’s a good thing I came back when I did, though, since there’s something I neglected to tell you about.”

“Oh?”

“The more experienced ponies are responsible for the actions of the newest one, so Grace’s flogging gets transferred to Josephine and Ruby.  With that being the case, I guess it’s only fair to switch everything, so Grace can give you your bit of fun instead of Ruby, and you can reward her in Josephine’s place at the same time.”

If I thought I’d gotten some dirty looks yesterday, it was nothing compared to what I got while he put my sister ponygirls into standing spread eagles.  Sadie removed my bit and stretched me out on the floor in a more conventional spread eagle, allowing me watch the beginning of the punishment Master Oliver inflicted on them.

He wielded a multi-strand flogger in each hand, and demonstrated an amazing amount of skill and control as he quickly switched his aim from one girl to the next.  I felt sorry for them, since I could clearly see their asses were already turning red, but then Sadie lowered herself into place over my head and blocked my view.

“You know what to do,” she said, leaning forward and rubbing between my legs.  “I can’t remember the last time I was this horny, though, so it might take a while before you satisfy me completely.  I’ll be fair with you, though… I brought a good selection of vibrating friends to make sure you get
 as good as you give
, but enough chitchat… let’s have some fun!”

It didn’t take long before our carnal sapphic pleasures drowned out the sounds of Master Oliver’s flogging, but even at the height of ecstasy, one thought kept niggling at me: once Fiona was back in charge, it was guaranteed there’d be hell to pay for this.


The Day Off

Fiona didn’t do anything overtly evil like I was expecting that night, although she did
 leave me chained to the floor until it was time for bed, and then I had to sleep while hogtied.  It wasn’t exactly a lot of fun, but if that was the extent of her revenge, I considered myself lucky.

Our morning cart training went a little better today as well, so I guess Sadie’s drill from yesterday actually accomplished something.  Master Oliver even seemed pleased with our progress, and decided to reward us with a day off from our grueling exercise sessions.

He liked the look of my white tack, so decided to leave me in it for now, and dressed the others in gear that was similar, although not quite as fancy.  He added the box tie pouch to my outfit, gave the armbinder to Jo, and put Fiona in a reverse prayer tie with miscellaneous straps leftover from my kit.  Ruby had her wrists connected in front of her, but her elbows pulled together behind her back, making it just as strict of a restraint as the rest of us wore.  She was hooked up to his sulky, and then we were off to the manor house.

He took us around back where my hell week graduation party had been held, and from the looks of things, the party had never actually ended!  Hundreds of people were milling about, socializing, drinking, and several were having fun with their ponies.  The Lady Scarlett was sitting in a large chair on the presentation dais, making her look amazingly like a queen on her throne… if a queen ever wore skintight latex rather than ermine, that is.

The bulk of the ponies, both girls and boys, were in a large corral on the far side.  That’s where he took us, and after removing our bits and reins, let us run free without even a hobble chain!

“Have fun,” he said, smiling.  “But not too much fun, since if you’re worn out or hungover when we get back to our regular training tomorrow, there’ll be hell to pay.”

With a parting slap to each of our asses, he left with a silent wave goodbye, and I turned my attention to the scene in front of me.  There were more pony girls and boys than I’d ever seen in one place before, and while I didn’t know the extent of the stables here at the ranch, I had a feeling many of the ones here today were outsiders.

Some were running around chasing each other, and some were lounging around and enjoying a day off.  A lot of them were sitting in small groups with their heads held close, so I was willing to bet they were talking to each other, and I wondered if it was allowed.  A few were even together in a more intimate way, and Master Oliver’s comment about wearing ourselves out made a bit more sense.  It really looked like we could do whatever we damn well pleased for once!

Fiona nudged me with her shoulder to get my attention, and headed towards a large tent.  Jo and Ruby were already halfway there, so I followed, wanting to stick together for now, since a few of the ponyboys were giving me appreciative looks, and I didn’t know any of the rules or etiquette here.

As the interior of the tent came into view, I saw it held a bar and buffet.  A dozen latex clad servants were busy pouring drinks, preparing food, and serving both to us ponies, since none of us had the use of our hands.

“Four shots of Patron, please,” Fiona asked the bartender, surprising me by actually talking.

“So we’re allowed to talk in here?” I whispered to Ruby.

“It’s not illegal if you don’t get caught,” she replied with a low chuckle.  “That’s the main reason the food and drink is put inside a tent now.  In the past, the restriction against human speech caused too many logjams with service.”

“Just make sure there’s nobody but servants or ponies around when you speak, and always keep your voice down to be extra safe,” Fiona added.

The bartender had poured our shots into glasses glued to a long board, and had us line up side by side so we could drink together.  It was awkward as hell when he tipped the board, and I wound up with as much tequila on my chest as in my mouth, but it was kind of a fun way to share a drink.  We’d have to try it again, but not right now, since I didn’t want to get hammered so early on my day off.

I followed suit when the others ordered margaritas, and had it served in a pouch he hung off my harness, with a stiff straw positioned near the corner of my mouth.  (It was quite efficient, and the pouch must’ve had some good insulation, since the drink stayed ice cold the entire time I had it.)  Once we’d all been served, Fiona led us to a quiet corner underneath a large shade tree, where we sat in a tight huddle.

“Before we join the fun and catch up on the gossip with the others, I’m sure you have about a million things to ask and say,” she said to me.

“That’s for sure,” I replied wryly.  “First off, I want to apologize to everyone for having to deal with my shit.  I’ve been trying my hardest, but it’s a real struggle getting used to this lifestyle, and all the things that make even the simplest task nearly impossible.”

“You’re doing okay,” she nodded.  “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but giving a new girl the gears is kind of a tradition around here.”

“If you think you’ve got it bad, you should’ve seen the shit they put me through when I was in your place,” Ruby added, wincing at the memory.  “Fi had me putting so many miles on the treadmill, I thought I was going to wear the damn thing out, or die trying.”

“Aye, with an electric eye behind you to activate the whipping machine if you started falling behind,” Fiona snickered.

“I had it way worse,” Jo argued.  “With my nipples freshly pierced and still healing, I could only wear clamps on the very tips, which hurt like blazes.”

“I’d often thought about getting mine pierced, but always chickened out before I could go through with it,” I admitted.

“Ohh… Master Oliver will love hearing that!” Fi exclaimed, making me wonder if I’d just shit and stepped in it.

“So, what’s this party all about?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

“Our ranch is hosting a competition next month, and a lot of people tend to show up early to socialize and take advantage of our extensive training facilities.  Some of the northern ponies also need time to adjust to the heat so they don’t keel over before the first event.”

I nodded in agreement, remembering how bad it’d been for me in my first week here.

“As for us, it’s a tradition to let us unwind a few times before things get serious.  All work and no play makes for a sullen pony, so we’re allowed to socialize, or even find a friendly pony of either sex if you’re in a mind for more than just talk.”

“It’s also a chance to meet the competition and exchange notes, although you want to be careful about listening to any tips they might give, since some ponygirls are even more competitive than their Masters,” Jo warned.

“Which ones are our competition?” I asked.

“Assuming we’ll be entered in the four-pony wagon race, it’ll be Master Isaac and his team.  They’ve been the reigning champions for four years running, and Master Oliver would like nothing better than to knock them off the pedestal.  That’s them over to your left.”

Looking over, I saw a group of four girls who might’ve been identical quadruplets, considering how much they looked alike.  Running in pairs, they were doing sprints between two trees, and not once did I see their steps fall out of sync.  Damn showoffs.

“If you get entered in one of the footrace events, the girl in the red harness getting buggered through the fence is the one to beat.  Her name is Sherri, and she wins everything from sprints to marathons.  Anyone who goes up against her should consider second place a victory.”

Other than being a perfect ten, she didn’t look like anything special.  From looking at her, I never would’ve guessed she was champion material, but I guess you never could tell.

“I heard you were pretty good at blind dressage, so you might get to participate in a few of those events,” she continued.  “Rose will be your main competition there, and you’ll need to really be on point to stand a chance against her.  She can literally do the river dance while blindfolded and bound, and never miss a beat.  Good luck going against her.”

“Is there anyone we can win against?  With all the ponies on the ranch, and the extensive training we go through, you’d think there’d be something
 we’re good at.”

“We win a lot of the sulky events, some of the regular dressage and equitation, and most of the steeplechase races.  This is an international competition, though, so we go against the best of the best.”

“Three weeks ago I never even knew what a ponygirl was, so this is a lot to take in,” I admitted.  “I never imagined something like this was widespread enough that organized competitions were possible.”

“It’s a lot of fun, even if you don’t win,” Jo added.

“Jo likes the after party more than the competition, since it amounts to one prolonged orgy and gangbang.  It’s customary for the losers to be made available to all the attendees as motivation to do better next time, but I think she enjoys losing too much.”

“I don’t like losing any more than you do, but if I don’t win, then what’s wrong with enjoying myself?  Speaking of which, I think Augustus is looking a little lonely, so I believe I’ll go see if he wants some company.”

“I was never a prude, but my attitude towards casual sex has sure needed a massive overhaul since I got here,” I admitted, watching her lure her willing prey behind some bushes.

“It’s a big adjustment, but you’ll get used to it before long,” Fiona assured me.  “I’ve been a ponygirl for so long, I don’t even think about it… unless I’ve been too long without getting any, of course.”

“Is there any advice you’d care to impart?”

“Work hard, play hard, and try to have as much fun as you can while doing both.  If you can manage to lose your inhibitions and truly immerse yourself in the ponygirl lifestyle, you’ll be surprised how enjoyable it can be.  Take a page from Jo’s book and find a well-hung pony to play with… I promise you won’t regret it.”

“I’ll think about it,” I hedged, unsure if I could walk up to a complete stranger and ask him to fuck me.

“If you’re too shy to ask someone directly, you can always head to the breeding pen,” she replied, reading my reluctance.

The breeding pen was currently empty, but with a long, padded bar running down the middle, and plenty of restraints on the frame around it, it didn’t take a genius to figure out what it was for.

“I need a refill, and a snack,” she said, rising to her feet.  “After that, I’m going to mingle a bit.  Feel free to either tag along, or wander about on your own… we’ll most likely be here until well past midnight, so there’ll plenty of time for any kind of mischief you might want to get into.”

I joined her for a drink and a bite to eat, but decided to sit on a swinging bench so I could watch the others, and think about what I’d learned.  I was probably wasting a big opportunity, but she’d said there were going to be other gatherings like this, and I really needed some alone time right now.

A few ponygirls came up to say hello, and a few boys did the same with more than just introductions in mind, but for the most part I got to just watch the herd.  It was kind of fascinating, really, the way everyone acted and reacted to the freedom we usually weren’t allowed.

Trips behind the bushes weren’t as common as I thought they’d be, but only because most of the ponies didn’t care about the scant privacy they afforded.  (Jo was one of the few exceptions, and I think she went back there with almost every single ponyboy before the night was over!)

I was even tempted by a charming and handsome ponyboy named Decan, but chickened out at the last second.  I believed Fiona’s advice was sound, but couldn’t manage to suppress my inhibitions enough to follow through on it just yet.  He seemed disappointed, but Ruby showed up a moment later and took care of him not five feet in front of me, making me a little regretful I’d passed up the opportunity when I saw how much vigor and stamina he had.  I’d never admit it, but watching them go at it was pretty fucking hot.

Several hours (and drinks) later I almost gave into temptation, but Master Oliver came to collect us before I could approach him about it.  I was disappointed in myself for waiting for so long, and fell asleep frustrated and horny.  Live and learn, I guess.


Group Challenge

It was a new day, but not much else was different… at least at first.  We spent the morning with Master Oliver and the cart, and then I did my squats and kegel exercises while conditioning a new set of tack. (Cherry red this time, and it looked pretty damn sweet, with black accents and ornate silver highlights.)

The surprise was when Master Oliver returned later in the afternoon, and put us back in front of the cart.  He took us directly to the oval racetrack, where another cart team was already running the course at an absolutely amazing speed.  It was Master Isaac, and his champion team, of course.

“Ho, Oliver,” he called out, once they’d come to stop next to us.  “Come to pick up some pointers?”

“In your dreams, Isaac,” he replied.  “My team is a little green right now, but I think you might be in for a rather unpleasant surprise when we take you down next month.”

“The only way you could ever take me down is by extending a hand when I step off the winner’s podium, but keep thinking that if it helps you sleep at night.”

Laughing, he sent his team racing down the track with a click of his tongue, leaving Master Oliver muttering several choice curses I heartily agreed with.  If I’d been able to, I would’ve called him an arrogant little shit, and to hell with the consequences!  I’d already been working hard to please my Master, but now I had a new reason: kicking Master Isaac’s ass!

When Master Oliver flicked the reins to start us walking, we fell into a pace slightly faster than normal for our warm-up lap.  It seemed my sisters were of the same mind I was, which was to show Master Isaac we were a team to be reckoned with.

When we got the signal for a trot, I leaned into it a little more than normal, which unbalanced the yoke slightly until Ruby compensated.  Going lower meant I could see less, but it put my whole body behind my steps, and I really didn’t need to see where I was going anyway; seeing and steering was Master Oliver’s job, not mine.

I could hear the other team approaching from behind when we got the signal to gallop, and as one, the four of us dug deep into our traces, stepping in perfect harmony.  They pulled up beside us while we were gathering speed, but couldn’t quite pass us.  I desperately wished I could spare a glance at them, but resisted the temptation, knowing it would throw my team off, and maybe even cause a catastrophic stumble, considering the speed we were going.

I sensed they had a slight lead on us when I felt the rein pressure indicating we were starting the turn, but we had the inside lane, so we recovered our lost ground, and maybe a little extra before we hit the next straightaway.  The moment we’d finished the turn, Master Oliver began cracking the whip to try and draw a little more speed out of us, but I barely noticed the blows, with how hard I was concentrating on the simple act of putting one hoof in front of the other.

Step… dig in the toe and push down just as much as back… a slight twist of the hip to help pull the other leg forward and increase the power, and then step again.  A slight pull on the right rein meant I had to straighten the line, and then step again.  Step… step… step.

Controlling my breathing was just as important as ensuring a powerful step, and I forced myself to take as much of a lungful as the corset would allow.  Starting to pant quickly was a hard temptation to resist, but it wasn’t as efficient, and would only mess me up if I lost discipline.  Breathe with
 the steps, not against them.

All I could hear now was the blood pounding in my ears, but I sensed we’d lost ground again by the time we hit the next turn.  We lost a bit of speed this time, so they were still ahead when we started down the final straightaway, and that was pretty much game over; we were eating dust when we passed the finish line.

Master Oliver slowed us to a walk for a much-needed cool down lap, quickly taking us to the middle of the track, because Master Isaac decided to rub some salt into our wounds.  He’d slowed his team down as well, but then he cut in front of us, forcing us to either move or run into him.

The salt in the wounds part came when we passed his team, and they moved behind us to the outside, passed us, and then cut back inside again.  They circled us twice like that, just to show off and humiliate us.  I wish I knew where they were getting their energy from, since it was all I could do to hold my head up right now.

We stopped side by side in the area I thought of as pit row from the car races I’d seen on TV, and after blinking the sweat from my eyes, I took my first good look at our competition.  I saw we’d made them sweat a little for their win, but they were standing easy, and patiently waiting for their turn to get watered.  It was a far cry from our team.

We were drenched in sweat, still hadn’t caught our breath, and drooping like flowers left too long in the hot sun.  I thought we’d been making pretty good progress before this, but our impromptu race had shown me exactly how far we still had to go if we wanted to actually go up against an experienced team.

“Not bad, Oliver,” Master Isaac snickered.  “You might’ve had me if the race was only a hundred-yard dash.”

“I think we did just fine, considering we’ve only had a few days together, and one of my ponies is only two and a half weeks old.”

“Really?” he replied, sounding not quite so condescending this time.  “That’s not too bad at all then.”

“I have high hopes for them.”

“Keep at ‘em then.  Unless they hit a wall with their progress, they might be able to keep up with me… after a few more years of training, of course.”

“Just keep thinking that, if it helps you sleep at night,” Master Oliver said, throwing his own line back in his teeth.

“Care to try your luck again?  I’ll give you a two length head start this time.”

“Unfortunately, I need to get back to the manor.  Between playing host at the party, organizing things for the upcoming show, and taking care of all the countless little details both require, my free time is practically nonexistent right now.”

“I guess it’s just as well… too many easy victories might make my team overconfident, and then they’d have to actually break a sweat the next time they ran a real
 race.”

It was an odd sound coming from their bitted mouths, but I swear his team was laughing at us as they drove away.  If I hadn’t been gagged myself, as well as out of breath, I might’ve shouted something rude at them.

It was just as well I couldn’t, since it would only disgrace my Master, and we were likely to already have some punishment coming for being embarrassed by the rival team.  It really was
 humiliating, since even though they had a lot more training and experience, they’d already been working hard when we arrived, while we’d been mostly fresh.  We should’ve won easily.

Master Oliver took us back home via the scenic route, making stops at the tack shed to get some boxes, and the medical center to pick up Sadie.  She must’ve been waiting for us, since the moment we came into view, she stepped outside with a set of large duffle bags that probably weighed more than she did.  When we got back to the stable, the two of them got us quickly fed, watered, cleaned, oiled, and changed into the new set of gear he’d picked up from the tack shed.

First up were the pony boots, which were only ankle high this time, and made out of shiny black latex.  Four cuffs went around each leg, and four more for each arm, all in a thicker, but still matching black rubber.  In fact, it looked like our entire set of tack was made out of it.

Instead of a chest harness, they gave us a sort of strapless sports bra that wasn’t much more than an oversized band of skintight, stretchy latex.  It was so tight, it took both of them working together to get each one in place, and I was amazed the thing didn’t rip in two as they adjusted it so our nipples poked through the holes on each side.  All eight arm cuffs were then connected behind my back, making it feel like an armbinder, and putting even more strain on the latex bra.

The collar must’ve been over four inches tall, and was reinforced so it kept its form and didn’t choke us when it was buckled tight enough to restrict my breathing a little.  The waist belt made breathing even worse, since it was a wide band like the bra, but made out of much thicker rubber that compressed my midsection just as much as any corset I’d worn.  They even had to use a small pry bar to get the back to meet so they could close it!

The installation of our bridles was interesting, since the Master put them on us himself while taking us from the rear.  I felt a little cheated, since I was the last in line, and he came before he’d finished tightening all the straps properly.  Still, it was good to feel him inside me again, if only for a couple of minutes.

The bit was the fattest one I’d worn so far, but was a little more comfortable than I thought it would be, since it compressed a fair amount when I bit down on it.  Properly outfitted, he hooked us back up to the cart, and drove us across the yard to an outdoor shower stall.

“Okay Sadie, you’re up.  Walk me through this new system you devised.”

“Sure thing, boss,” she cheerfully replied, dropping a duffel bag next to us and hanging her pristine white lab coat on a hook so it wouldn’t get dirty.  “First off, I took the zills off a tambourine, and attached them to these new horseshoes.  It’ll provide an audible sound to help them step together, and has a sensor built in so we can monitor how well they’re doing.”

“They’re pretty heavy,” he remarked, as he was putting the first one on my foot.

“I figured an extra pound each would help build up some muscle.”

“What next?” he asked, once all eight shoes were in place, and wires connected them to battery packs on our waist belts.  I was pretty sure I knew where this was going, since our butt plugs were also wired up.

“These,” she snickered, holding up a pair of gas masks.  “Let’s put ‘em on before I explain the special modifications I made.”

The mask was wide enough to fit over my bit, although the reins had to be removed first.  When the rubber straps were pulled tight, I felt the foam around the edge compressing and forming to the shape of my head, making a perfectly airtight seal.  Flexible hoses connected all four of our masks, more wires ran from them to our belts, and small tubes were hooked into the water system above us.

“Just one more thing and we’ll be ready to rock and roll,” she said, digging into her bag.

The ‘one more thing’ was a set of clover clamps for our nipples, which were also wired into our belts.  She gave all the connections a final check, and then booted up her laptop.

“Okay.  Here’s how this works,” she said, furiously hitting keys on the computer.  “Ruby and Grace will be breathing together on channel ‘A’, with Jo and Fi on channel ‘B’.  When the pressure sensor reads air intake on ‘A’, valves will only allow exhalation on ‘B’, and vice versa.  If they don’t learn to breath as a team, they’ll be in a steaming heap of trouble, and most likely pass out from the lack of air.”

“Interesting,” he replied.  “What about the rest?”

“The sensors in the zills have an incredibly high sampling rate, so we can determine when each foot takes a step down to the millisecond.  If a step falls outside the tolerance I’ve set, the system will send a shock to the butt plug if too early, and to their titties if too late.  The more the step is outside the tolerance level, the stronger the shock will be.”

“You’re a genius, Sadie,” he said in awe.  “You’re twisted, demented, and evil, but still a genius.”

“Aww… you always say the sweetest things to me.”

“How long does the program run for?”

“On average, it takes someone about two thousand steps to walk a mile.  I have each cycle set for one mile, and then they’ll get a five minute break while the water turns on.”

“How many cycles before the program ends?”

“Five.”

“Change it to ten.  I want them ready by next month, so it’s time they started putting in a full day’s work.”

“No problem… every variable is fully customizable, and can even be changed on the fly.”

“Excellent work, especially on such short notice.”

“Thanks.  When time permits, I’ve got all kinds of extra features I want to add, like a gas intake system, rebreather bag, hydration via enema, toys for their coochies, and more.”

“I’m sure they can hardly wait to test it all out,” he chuckled.  “In the meantime, I really need to get back to the manor, so I’ll let you get started.  Stop by the party later to let me know how things went, but keep it between us for now.  I don’t want Isaac finding out we’ve got something that might give us an edge over him.”

“If anyone asks, I’ll lie like a rug,” she assured him as he walked away.

“Okay, my pretty little ponies.  When I hit enter, you’ll start to feel tingly little shocks, and that’s the pace I want you walking at.  I’ll give you two minutes to learn it before I stop the pacing shocks, and start the real program.  Three, two, one, go!”

I screwed up right off the bat, since I tried to take a breath, but couldn’t get any air.  It was only for a couple of seconds, but not being able to breath had sent me into an instinctive panic, and it took several cycles before I forced myself to get with the program.

I thought we were doing pretty good by the end of the two minutes, but when the training program started, I found out ‘pretty good’ wasn’t nearly good enough.  Sadie’s computer sensor was a lot more accurate than the jingle my ear heard, and her tolerances were set razor thin.

An individual shock happened so fast it was practically over before it began, but on average, I think I got shocked at least every third step, so it really added up fast.  I hadn’t thought to try counting my steps, so when a loud chime and a spray of water told me we’d already finished our first mile, it came as a pleasant surprise.

I relished the cool trickle of water flowing into my mouth just as much as the gentle rain falling over us, but the five minute break was over before I knew it.  Another chime and a resumption of the pacing tingles let us know it was time to start the second mile, and this one seemed to go a lot better… at least for me.  Ruby seemed to be having some problems, but luckily, she got into the groove after a few dozen steps.

We finished our second and third miles without much of a problem, but then a new difficulty threatened to throw our carefully orchestrated march into utter chaos.  The cooling rain during our breaks was beginning to turn the dirt beneath our feet into mud, making each step progressively harder.

By the end of our sixth mile, it felt like I was walking through a quagmire, and my legs felt like they had lead weights attached to them.  As much as I wanted to meet the challenge and learn how to beat Master Isaac’s team, I wished like hell we would’ve stopped at the original five miles.

I barely remember the last two miles, other than one long series of shocks, ragged breaths, and leg muscles that were on fire.  To add insult to injury, when it came time to return to the stable, the cart got stuck in the mud, and it took all we had, plus two additional stable hands to get it out of the soupy pit.

She requisitioned the hands to help hose the mud off us, and then carry us to the community stall, where I got the first pleasant surprise of the day.  While we’d been away, someone had set up a portable hot tub, and soaking in the hot water did a lot to ease my aching legs.  Sadie even hopped in and gave us a good rub down, and might’ve done even more for us, except we were all too tired to properly react to her kinky ministrations.

Heck, I barely had enough energy to suck down the protein shake she gave me for my dinner, and within seconds of being placed in my stall, I was fast asleep.


Initiation

The next two days were nothing short of grueling, since our training area was beginning to resemble a swamp, and Master insisted on running us through the full ten miles each time.  It was exhausting, but I had to admit it was effective.

By the end of the third day, our synchronized breathing had become second nature, and our ability to walk in step with each other had drastically improved.  His extreme training regimen was beginning to pay off, and we were finally becoming a real team!

It didn’t cover everything we needed to work on, though.  Going through the turns was where our technique was the weakest last time, but I was positive Sadie and Master Oliver were already working on a solution to the problem.

After three days of hard work and decent progress, Master decided we’d earned a day off, so he took us back to the party corral for some much-needed R&R.  Like last time, we started off with a shot of tequila off the board, a margarita in a pouch, and some conversation in a quiet corner.

“Did you notice anything about our walk over here?” Fiona asked.

The other two girls were smiling, but I wasn’t sure what she was talking about.

“I guess there were a lot of people staring at us.” I finally replied.

“And why would they be staring at us?”

“I dunno… maybe because we’re in matching skin tight latex outfits, and could get a rise out of a statue this way?”

“Partly,” she chuckled.  “But mostly because they were watching us move.  Didn’t you notice our pace?”

“We were walking in sync!” I exclaimed, figuring it out.

“Yes… and all the experienced ponies here know what that means.”

“They see we’re a real team now,” I said with satisfaction.

I was waiting for the others to agree or at least nod, but instead, they all fell silent.

“Am I missing something?” I asked.  “I thought we did pretty good yesterday.”

“Being a team is more than just learning how to walk.  Babies learn how to walk, but throwing a bunch of them together doesn’t make them a team.”

“Okay… so what am I missing?”

“You’re close to figuring it out, but not quite there yet.  Being a ponygirl isn’t just a role or a job, it’s a way of life.  In the three weeks you’ve been here you’ve learned how to be properly submissive to the Master, and you know how to follow the rules as good as most, but you’re still thinking of this as a job, and not as a lifestyle.”

“Well it is, isn’t it?  I agreed to do this for a year, and as long as I’m here I’ll do my best for Master Oliver, but I’ll be done with my contract in three hundred and forty-four more days.”

“That’s what I’m talking about.  You’re actually keeping track of how many days you have left, instead of using your days here to truly become one with the herd.  In my ten years as a ponygirl, I’ve seen a lot of girls come and go.  Some drop out, others finish their contract and say goodbye, a few like Sadie take staff jobs, and fewer still stick with it like I did.  It doesn’t matter which path you eventually choose, but while you’re here, you need to be a ponygirl one hundred percent, not just an actress playing a role.”

“I’ve been giving a hundred percent,” I argued.

“No, you’ve been following orders,” she countered.  “Doing something because you’re told to isn’t the same as doing it because it’s what comes naturally.”

“What about getting my nipples pierced so I match you three?  I came up with the idea on my own, and if Master decides he wants me pierced, then it’ll be because I practically volunteered for it.”

“When Master pierces you tomorrow, it’ll happen because it was his
 plan, not yours,” Ruby added.

“You’ve got a big mouth, Ruby!” Fiona groaned.  “That was supposed to be a surprise!”

“He’s actually gonna do it?” I asked, feeling a shiver run down my spine.

“Since she let the cat out of the bag… yes.  If you’re lucky, he might fuck you silly first, since you’ll be a long time healing, and won’t have another chance for at least a month or so. And then to top it all off, he’ll probably give you the rest of the day off to recover.”

It wasn’t even close to what I was expecting to hear, and the mix of conflicting feelings and thoughts was making my head swim.  I wanted it to happen, but my hindbrain was telling me that having sharp, pointy things stuck into my body was a Bad Thing.

“You just proved my point,” she said, shaking her head at me.  “I could tell from the look on your face you were having second thoughts, panicking, and trying to come up with a way to get out of it.  If you were back home with a normal job, you’d be calling in sick tomorrow so you could avoid it.”

As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t refute her.  She had me dead to rights, and my failure to commit was what was keeping me from truly getting into the ponygirl lifestyle and becoming a genuine part of the team.  What could I do, though?  Deep down, I really was a chicken.

What I needed to do was find a way to face my fears, and do so in a way I couldn’t back out of once I started.  Getting pierced would qualify, but that was already out of my hands, so I needed something else to prove I was ready to commit, not only to my ponygirl sisters, but to myself as well.

Our conversation pretty much died off at this point, so they left me alone to think about what they’d said.  I absently watched them wander around the corral, socializing with pretty much everyone they passed, fitting in like everyone was part of one big herd of ponies.

I was a little jealous at first, but then it was like a light bulb going on inside my head; there was
 a way I could prove I was ready to really commit, and it was right here staring me in the face.  Telling my hindbrain to take a hike, I got to my feet, took a steadying breath, and strode purposefully towards the far side of the corral.

I kept my posture firmly erect and used the proper high step gait to help make sure I was noticed by the large group of ponyboys sitting in the middle.  After all, if you’re gonna walk across thin ice, you might as well do it in style and dance your way across.  When I stepped into the enclosure Fiona had called the breeding pen, a familiar face hopped over the outside rail and came up to me.

“You’re not lost, are you Grace?” Connor the stable master asked, looking amused.

I shook my head no, causing him to raise an eyebrow.

“You know this part of the corral has only one purpose?”

I nervously nodded my head yes.

“One moment,” he said, pulling a phone out of his pocket and calling someone.  “Hello, Oliver, I’m sorry to bother you…  Grace just wandered into the breeding pen…  She indicated she knows… A little skittish, but otherwise fine… No, I don’t think she’s drunk.”

I wished he was having the conversation on speaker phone, but it was easy enough to fill in most of the blanks.

“Not a problem, sir, I’ll be glad to lend a hand,” he said, ending the call.

Hooking a finger through the D-ring on my collar, he took me over to the middle of the rail and bent me over it.  A rope from the frame above was tied to the ring at the end of my armbinder, holding me in a loose strappado while he fetched a few things from a storage chest by the gate.

Ropes were tied to each ankle cuff, and then to the posts supporting the rail.  Knowing what was coming, I spread my legs to make it easier for him, and adjusted my position on the rail to make myself a little more comfortable.  Considering the size of the crowd that was gathering near the gate, I had a feeling I might be here a while.

He clipped a set of reins directly to my bridle, since he didn’t bother with a bit or other type of gag.  It made sense, since blocking access to one of my available holes would be counterproductive for what I was here for.

As if reading my mind, I felt him grab my tail and start to slowly but firmly pull the plug out of my ass.  I was definitely nervous about this development, but should’ve seen it coming.  He tightened up my strappado slightly, but not enough to pull my arms too terribly high; this wasn’t about stringent bondage, it was about sex, plain and simple.

I guess his job was done, since he slipped a hand between my legs instead of adding any more restraints.  After rubbing up and down a few times, he slid a finger inside me, and that’s when I realized how wet I really was.  I thought it was pretty incredible, actually, since my mental nervousness had masked the physical reaction my body was undergoing, and only now were the two getting on the same page.  I was ready, willing, and eager for more than just a finger up my slick canal!

After only a minute of fondling and groping, I guess he was too.  I heard his heavy belt buckle hit the ground, and then a moment later I felt the hard head of his cock press against my lower lips.  As soon as the bulbous tip was inside, he plunged in the rest of the way, deep and hard, causing me to gasp in both surprise and bliss.

His tool was almost as impressive as the Master’s, and felt so good I automatically began pushing back against his powerful thrusts, trying to get the most out of every last millimeter.  In another life, I might’ve complained he took me hard, rough, and fast, but right now it was exactly what I wanted, and I felt the first stirrings of an approaching orgasm.

Picking up the reins, he alternately used them to whip my ass, and as leverage to pound me even harder.  Unfortunately for me, while his cock was impressive, his stamina and self-control wasn’t up to Master Oliver’s level, so he came before I could.

He took a moment to catch his breath, and then came around front so I could lick him clean.  He stroked my hair while I obliged, and then put his pants back on, walked to the end of the rail, and rang a triangle bell of the sort you saw in old westerns when they announced it was time for dinner.  I guess in a weird sort of way it was chow time, and I was on the menu!

Before the sound had even faded, I heard what sounded like a stampede of ponies enter the pen, all eager to take advantage of the opportunity unexpectedly put in front of them.  I recognized the ponyboy who stepped in front of me as Decan, the one I’d almost asked behind the bushes last time, and his cock already so hard it was practically throbbing.  He slipped the tip inside my waiting mouth at the same instant I felt another cock brush against my ass.

Whoever was behind me was having trouble getting his aim right, and his cock kept sliding along my folds instead of penetrating past them, but I couldn’t help much, and not just because of my bondage.  Decan’s cock wasn’t unusually long, but it was quite fat, so I had to really work to keep my teeth from scraping.

The other pony finally got his aim right, and after holding himself inside me for a few delicious moments, began to fuck me just as hard and fast as Connor had.  Now I had an even harder time giving Decan a proper blowjob, but he didn’t seem to mind, and I sure as hell didn’t; the pony behind me was giving me exactly what I needed right now, and as long as he didn’t blow his load prematurely, I knew I’d get the orgasm I’d been waiting for.

It was building fast, since it had only been minutes since Connor had gotten me worked up, and the sheer audacity of what I was doing had taken my mind to a strange and erotic place.  Decan came first out of us, and I took him as deep as I could while he shot his load, even though the powerful jets of cum almost triggered my gag reflex, and I couldn’t breathe.

It might’ve been the lack of air that set me off; a storm of ecstasy started blowing through me before he’d finished, and the shaking of my body seemed to set the other guy off as well, since I felt him fill me with his hot seed right when I hit the peak.  Holy shit, was it ever intense.

When I calmed down, Decan squatted and locked his lips with mine, thanking me without words.  I gave him a little smile when we broke apart, but as the saying goes, there’s no rest for the wicked, and someone new quickly took his place.

Actually, it was four people that took his place.

The girl who stepped in front of me was one of the girls from our rival team, and two more of them had crawled underneath me to suck on my nipples.  I hesitated when she pressed her pussy against my mouth, but then thought ‘what the hell’… they were rivals on the track, but here in the pen, we were all just ponygirls together.

I stuck my tongue out and began licking a moment before I felt something cold and slimy squirt against my asshole, followed immediately by a finger smearing it both around and inside my tight, puckered hole.  It’s a good thing the new guy’s cock wasn’t as fat as Decan’s, since his aim was perfect, and he speared me on his first try, plunging in fast and deep.

Just as he found his rhythm, I felt a pair of questing fingers spread my labia, slowly stroking up and down, but stopping short of my clit each time.  In a way, I was glad of the slow tease, since the attention my tits were receiving was getting me hot, and if the fingers had concentrated on my clit, it probably would’ve sent me straight into orbit.

Two cocks filled my ass with semen before I brought the girl in front of me to orgasm, and as the fourth member of their team took her place and rubbed her sweet and salty fingers over my lips, I knew she’d been the one playing with my pussy.  We French kissed until she heard me moan from a fresh cock finding its way into my pussy, and then she stood, inching forward until her mons was tight against my nose.

Unlike the last girl, I went straight for her clit, trying to get her off as fast as I could.  I was pretty sure I’d have to service all four of them before I got to see someone new, and this wasn’t the time for foreplay.  In fact, I began putting all my kegel training to good use, and began milking the guy behind me in time with his thrusts.  After all, with the number of guest ponies in attendance, we made an impressive sized herd, and I was just getting started.

Surprisingly, it was the girl who came first, and she was a real squirter.  I thought I was gonna drown in her gush of fluids for a moment, but the instant she finished peaking, she literally fell flat on her ass.  It was a little funny, but also incredibly sexy, since she was still twitching through some aftershocks, and it took her a minute before she could clear the way for the next of her sister ponygirls.

She was still crawling out from beneath me when I felt the guy tense up and ejaculate, leaving me well short of my own climax.  Unfortunately, the next guy opted for my back passage instead of my pussy, so I remained frustrated until he finished and let someone else get their turn.

I remained unlucky, though, and while I took care of the last two of my rivals, every cock behind me went straight for the butt.  Some took me hard and fast, while others took their time, but through it all, the fire in my loins never ebbed in the slightest.

My tongue got a bit of a break after that, and after giving a long, slow blowjob to Jo’s favorite ponyboy Augustus, nobody else stepped up to take his place.  Without a groin mashed against my face, I got a chance to look around a little, and found I wasn’t the only one bent over the rail anymore.

Ruby was on my left, Jo on my right, and Fiona was just past her!  I bet we looked a sight, dressed and restrained identically, all in a nice, neat row.  Jo had time to give me a bawdy wink before Decan stepped in front, ready and eager for another round.  I hadn’t considered the ponies here might not be satisfied with just one turn, and was suddenly glad mine weren’t the only holes made available for their use.

The ponygirl named Rose took a chance and whispered into my ear, asking if I wanted a drink or some water, and I nodded my head for both.  It seemed like some had decided I needed a bit of a break after taking on so many eager ponies, so I got a chance to finish both before someone new stepped in front of me, presenting a large, familiar looking cock.

It was Master Oliver.

I licked my lips in anticipation, and then slowly ran the tip of my tongue along the length of his shaft.  It didn’t take him long to get hard that way, and I was soon able to wrap my lips around his head and suck him inside my mouth.  I used gentle pressure and barely touched it with my tongue, wanting to give him the best, longest blowjob ever.

If his moans were any indication, I was doing a top notch job, but he stepped away before I could really get going.  I thought I might’ve displeased him for a moment, but I saw him smile when I glanced up, and then he stepped over the rail.

He slipped inside my flooding tunnel without any preliminaries, and his hips pressed hard against my ass to make sure he stayed as deep inside me as possible.  When he picked up the reins, I thought he was going to give me a ride like Connor had, but instead he used the ends to slowly whip my tits.

His cock felt so good inside me, I didn’t mind the little bit of pain in the slightest.  The blows were more playful than anything, and only seemed to kick the fire in my groin up a notch.  I wanted him so bad I tried pushing back to fuck him, but he was pressed against me so hard I barely got any movement out of my efforts.

Lacking any alternatives, I began clenching the muscles in my vagina to try and milk him, hoping it was giving him as much pleasure as it was me.  I’d never fucked a man like this before, but it was definitely something I’d been missing out on.

Amazingly, it brought me to orgasm in under a minute, and it was like a dam bursting.  Explosions of pure pleasure radiated out from deep inside me, and each pulse seemed to add to the sum, rather than letting it diminish.  It was probably the longest orgasm I’d ever experienced, and he’d done nothing other than stand there with his prick lodged inside me!

Only when I was reduced to merely quivering, with the occasional twitching aftershock, did he finally withdraw and begin to fuck me with slow, deep strokes.  I took a few moments to revel in the wonderful sensations he was causing inside me, and then started clenching my muscles again, wanting to give him the fuck of a lifetime.

I’m not sure if it was the method I was using, or Master Oliver’s consummate skill as a lover, but either way, it wasn’t long before I was hanging over the brink of the abyss again.  I tried to contain it so we could cum together, but I didn’t stand a chance, and burst into a screaming orgasm that felt like it was tearing me apart.

It consumed me completely, and spots were appearing in front of my eyes with each orgasmic burst of pleasure, but my Master never slowed down in the slightest.  His insistent thrusts took me from one peak of pleasure to the next, in a chain of ecstasy that was unbreakable, and nearly unbearable.

Finally, just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, I heard an animalistic groan escape his lips, and he filled me with what felt like a gallon of cum.   All I could do was lie limp over the rail, completely spent, yet wonderfully content.

He had Connor help get me out of my restraints, and then carried me over to a blanket in the corner, where he sat me between his legs and wrapped his arms around me.  He held me tight like that for a long time before leaning forward and nibbling on an earlobe.

“So, was this your idea, or did Fi put you up to it to complete your initiation?” he whispered.

“Mine,” I whispered, turning my head as far as I could.  “It seemed like a good idea at the time.”

“She’d told me you were fitting in well, but not completely embracing the ponygirl lifestyle.  I think you’ve shown her different now.”

“Wait… does that mean my initiation is over?”

“Pretty much,” he agreed.  “You’ll always get a slightly bigger measure of shit as long as you’re low girl on the totem pole, but from now on, I’m confident they’ll be thinking of you as one of the team.”

As good as it felt to lie in his arms, it felt even better to know he was pleased with me, and my sister ponygirls would truly be accepting me as one of their own.  It was like belonging to a close family of sorts, and one I wouldn’t pass up on for the world.

I was a ponygirl, and proud of it!

###


Volume 5: The Ponygirl’s Extra Practice

Preparations

Waking up was harder than usual this morning, but luckily, we were all allowed to sleep in for once.  The party where we’d celebrated the end of my initiation had lasted long into the night, continuing in our private stable after we’d left the public gathering.  It was a good thing we wouldn’t be training much today, since we were in no condition to meet the demanding standards of our Master.

Of course, the only reason we were allowed to sleep in today was because he was right there with us all night.  Master Oliver was strict, but fair, and he knew if he was going to be tired in the morning, the ponygirls who did the actual work would be even more exhausted.

As much as I wanted to just lie around all day, it was a more pressing need that finally convinced me to get to my feet.  As if my movement was a signal for the others, they began stirring as well, and it wasn’t long before we were all up and getting ready for the day.

Fiona was nominally in charge in the Master’s absence, since she’d been his ponygirl for ten years, and was trusted beyond any other pony at the Onager Puella ranch.  While perfectly submissive to the Master, I think she had an unquenchable dominant spark inside her, because she enjoyed it way
 too much whenever she had the opportunity to get the rest of us ready for him.

Since it was an unwritten rule that all us ponygirls had to be in at least minimal restraints at all times, we needed someone to help us with practically everything, and today was no exception.  One at a time she took us over to the shower stall and bound us in a standing spread eagle, with Ruby on my left, and Jo on my right.

Setting the shower to a warm mist, she let us soak while she filled our enema bags, and got the rest of the needed supplies together.  While we all needed a thorough cleaning after yesterday’s activities, she spent the bulk of her time on me.  I needed to be extra squeaky clean, since Master had something special planned for me.

I’d foolishly admitted to Fiona how I always wanted to have my nipples pierced, but always chickened out in the past.  When she told Master Oliver about it, he decided it would be best if all four of us had matched piercings, so he booked an appointment for me with Dr. Felix to get it done.  Since I’d most likely be bound and gagged the entire time, there definitely wouldn’t be any way for me to chicken out, and the prospect made me both excited and scared.

I thought tripling up on my enemas and douches was unnecessary overkill, but she probably did it to feed the spark of her inner domme.  She also spent way more time soaping, scrubbing, rubbing, and fondling my breasts than she needed to, but I knew that was to feed a different internal need, and I didn’t really mind.

In the three weeks I’d been a ponygirl, my attitude towards nudity, intimate contact, and casual sex had taken a drastic turn, so from my point of view, her feeling me up was just part of another day at the ranch.  She might have kept it up indefinitely, but since none of us knew when the Master might arrive, she reluctantly finished our ablutions and started dressing us for the day.  (If the Master had to wait because she’d been fooling around, she’d wind up paying the price.)

First up were my pony boots.  She’d selected a pair of knee-high boots in dark, natural leather, and took her time lacing them up to ensure they were absolutely perfect.  If the laces weren’t tight enough, my ankles might not have enough support to allow me to walk properly in the strict en pointe position the boots kept my feet in.

Next up was the half-cup corset, and like the boots, she laced it up as tight as she could.  Unlike the boots, I wished she hadn’t been so fervent in her application of the corset, since I still hadn’t gotten used to the way it restricted my breathing and ability to bend at the waist.

Wide leather cuffs went around my thighs, wrists, and biceps, which was standard operating procedure when I wasn’t wearing an armbinder.  (My boots had built in D-rings at the ankles and near my knees, so she didn’t need to put those ones on today.)

Now it was time for the complex array of straps that was my bridle, and I automatically opened my mouth to accept the fat, leather wrapped bit.  This one had been custom made for me, and without the need to adjust each strap, the installation was quick and easy for her.

I groaned when I saw the collar she’d picked out, earning me a quick swat on the ass to remind me to behave, but she left it at that, since none of us enjoyed wearing posture collars.  This one was a doozy too, extending out over my shoulders at the bottom, forcing my head way up, and cupping the bottom of my jaw quite firmly.  It allowed almost no head movement once it was buckled to the last notch, and it pressed my teeth even harder against the bit.

Since my tack consisted of all separate pieces, it took a fair number of short straps to connect the corset to the collar, and then it was time for the part I always dreaded most of all; my tail.  Made out of real hair that was a perfect match for my own flowing blonde locks, I hated it because of the fat butt plug used to hold it in place.  Three weeks ago, I’d been an anal virgin, and while I’d learned to deal with it, I still wasn’t stretched enough to accept the thing with ease.

My outfitting complete, she locked my wrists to rings on the sides of my corset, connected my bicep cuffs behind my back, and went to help get the other girls ready.  Lacking any instructions, and having nothing better to do, I began stretching as much as my restraints allowed.  Even though we wouldn’t be training hard today, it was always a good idea to keep nice and limber or I’d be sure to regret it at some point.

With my upper body mostly immobilized, it meant leg stretches, kicks, squats, and walking in place to practice the high-step gait I’d been told was so important.  I’d first thought it was kind of silly, having to bring my leg up until the thigh was perfectly horizontal, but then I’d seen another ponygirl walking that way and realized it looked pretty spectacular.

I kept my exercise light, not wanting to work up a sweat after Fi had taken such extreme measures with my shower this morning, but felt much better now that I’d gotten my blood pumping and loosened up my leg muscles.  Peeking out of my stall, it looked like my stable mates were almost ready for the day, although their outfits weren’t nearly as restrictive as mine was.

Instead of the corset and posture collar I wore, they had matching harnesses of inch wide black leather wrapped around their bodies, radiating outwards from a single silver ring between their breasts, and connecting to the wider belt around the waist.  Their wrist cuffs were connected to rings on the belt like mine were, but they hadn’t had their elbows pulled behind them.  It was a more functional set of tack than mine, so maybe the Master was going to have them do some work after all.

Fi used our reins to tie us to the hitching post at the front of the stable, and with a pair of carabineer clips and some flexibility, joined us to await our Master’s arrival.  I don’t know how she did it, or if she just got lucky, but her timing was impeccable; Master Oliver arrived about two minutes later and silently inspected our tack.

“Good work, Fi,” he finally said, giving her a playful swat to the ass.  “Grace’s collar might be a little over the top, but maybe this morning will go easier if she can’t see what happens.  She already looks scared enough to piss herself.”

I thought that was a little unfair.  I mean, sure I was nervous about getting pierced, but I wasn’t quite that
 scared.

“I think we’ll use the troika this morning,” he said, after a moment’s deliberation.

Unhooking their reins, he took the three of them around to the side of the barn, leaving me to wonder what the hell a troika was.  I got my answer about fifteen minutes later when I saw a medium sized buggy back into the yard and park in front of me, with the three of them side by side at the front.

For the first time since I’d become a ponygirl, I got to ride in a buggy, rather than pulling one, although my enjoyment of the unique experience was muted by the thought of where we were headed.  With a sure hand on the reins, and some judicious use of his buggy whip, he drove us straight to the medical center for my appointment with a sharp, pointy object.

As we walked down the long, featureless hallway, I didn’t consciously try to fight against him, but he needed to keep a firm grip on my reins to keep me from slowing down.  Yes, my nervousness was increasing exponentially with each step.

Dr. Felix and a nurse were waiting beside a gynecological exam chair in the middle of a large room that smelled strongly of antiseptic and the other odors I always associated with hospitals.  They helped me sit in the chair, and with one working on each side, they began to strap me firmly in place.

I thought four wide leather straps on each leg was overkill, since my legs were trapped in the stirrups after the first one, but bondage excess was a common practice around here; I think they enjoyed it.  My arms were briefly released, and then tied directly to the arms of the chair, two straps went over the corset, a third above my breasts, and a final one over my forehead completed my bondage, leaving only my fingers and toes with any movement whatsoever.

With the faint hum of an electric motor, I felt the chair tilt back and rise up, and at the same time, I felt my legs being drawn so far apart, it felt like I was doing the splits.  Once I was positioned for his working convenience, he began giving me a thorough (and intimate) exam, although the restraints and my outfit made things a little more difficult than normal.

When he pronounced me healthy enough to continue, I had just enough peripheral vision to see him pouring something onto a small square cloth.  It felt like ice when he began rubbing it over my right breast, and my nipple became rock hard instantly from the almost painfully cold sensation.  I think he clamped something on my nipple next, causing me to bite down on my bit from the unexpected pain, and before I even realized what he was doing, I felt the clamp come off.  He dabbed at it with another cloth, and only because I felt some slight tugging did I realize he was actually finished, and my nipple was now pierced!

Slightly less terrified now that I knew what to expect, I recognized the pressure when he pierced my other nipple, but it actually hurt less than the clamp.  God, if I’d known it would be this easy, I wouldn’t have chickened out so many times over the years.  I would’ve smiled if the bit hadn’t been lodged so deeply in my mouth.

Feeling good about having it done, and expecting to be released now, I was startled when I felt the ice cold cloth begin cleaning my labia.  Oh shit… he wasn’t, was he?  When I made the offhand comment to Fi about wishing I was pierced to match them, I’d only been thinking about my nipples.  I’d been too scared of the process to even think
 about getting it done down there, but now it was about to become a reality.

I definitely felt it when he poked the first hole through my labia, but it wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it’d be.  Like my nipples, it was actually the clamp thingy that hurt more than the actual needle.  I wound up with two rings on each side, and thought I handled it fairly well, but then started to really
 panic when I felt him rubbing my clit.

Master Oliver was stroking my hair and making soothing noises in my ear when I felt him clamp my clit, and I let loose with a surprisingly loud scream, considering how well I was gagged.  Like the others, though, it was over before I knew it, and only my fear had made the experience seem worse than it actually was.  It was over.

“The labia piercings can take up to eight weeks to completely heal, but it’s the first ten to fourteen days that are the most important,” Dr. Felix explained.  “I know you’re eager to get your team ready for the big show, but you should try to keep her out of the dust and dirt for a while, and gently clean each area several times a day.  Hannah has already put together everything you’ll need, including a mesh chastity belt to keep curious fingers away from the more serious piercings down below.”

“The competition starts in a month… do you anticipate any problems?”

“No.  Just keep things clean, and watch for any sign of infection, like hot skin, unusual swelling, pus, bleeding… you know the drill.”

“We have a lot of precision dressage work to do, most of which can be done indoors, and with so many guest ponies in attendance this year, I need the loft and extra stalls in my stable made ready.  That should keep her busy for at least two weeks or so.”

“Perfect.  I’ll check in on her from time to time, but don’t be shy about bringing her in to see me if you even think
 there might be a problem.”

“Will do,” he nodded, releasing my forehead strap.

Once I was free from the chair, I needed his support to help me stand.  I think the adrenaline my panic had filled me with was wearing off, and my legs felt as shaky as if I’d just run a marathon.  I was extremely glad of his foresight in letting me ride in the troika this morning, or the trip back to the stable might’ve been damn near impossible.

When we got back home, he used some of the sterile saline solution to rinse any road dust off my piercings, and allowed everyone to briefly inspect my new jewelry before hiding them away behind the chrome mesh chastity belt and bra the doc had given him.  I couldn’t honestly say my piercings actually hurt, but I could feel a deep throb coming from them all, especially the one running behind my clit.

It was definitely going to take some getting used to, but now that it was over and done with, I felt glad, and even a little proud.  I was one step closer to becoming the perfect ponygirl for my Master.


Honored Guests

We spent the remainder of the morning watching videos of past competitions, getting pointers, instructions, and advice in both the four pony wagon race, and team dressage.  Apparently, he was entering us in both events, so it looked like our training was about to be kicked up another notch again.

Even on a so called day off we weren’t allowed to lounge around completely idle, though, so while we watched TV, we were also working out.  As a ponygirl, most of my exercises were naturally designed to build up strength and endurance in my legs, but today was different.

We sat in a row on the floor, with our feet chained to a railroad tie, and our hands completely unfettered for once so we could use free-weights.  As often as our arms were kept bound and immobile, it was important to work them now and then to keep the muscles from completely atrophying.  With my hands free today, it was also the real
 reason I was wearing the steel bra and panty set.

I found the wagon race videos to be neat to watch at first, but they quickly became boring, since most of the tips and tricks were for the driver, not the ponygirls pulling the thing.  While it was good to know he might occasionally cut us sharply left or right like a car weaving through traffic, that’s what the reins were for.  When I was running full out, I kept my head down and concentrated exclusively on each step, meaning I couldn’t see where I was going.  Seeing and steering was the driver’s job.

On the other hoof, the dressage clips he had us watch were fascinating.  The team dressage I’d be doing with my sister ponygirls fell under the freestyle category, so every video was different, and some of them were damn near works of art.  Combine precision marching with acrobatics, ballet, jumps, and modern dance, and you might get a hint of what some of these amazing ponies could do.

It was also highly erotic to watch, and despite the throbbing in my clit… or maybe because of it… I definitely would’ve rubbed one out if given the chance.  After lunch, the time for sitting on our asses was over, and it was time to start cleaning the stable.

Cleaning the entire barn would be a Herculean effort under the best of conditions, since the place was huge.  The left side had the shower stall, tack storage, and a common pen we could sometimes frolic in, the back was one big area for exercise or punishment, and the right side held our individual stalls, plus several more that were unused.

Cleaning under optimal conditions would’ve been too easy, though, so he fettered our ankles and wrists, with the chain for the latter running through the ring on the front of our collars.  Have you ever tried sweeping and shoveling straw like that?  What about mopping, scrubbing, or dusting?  It ain’t easy, I’ll tell you that much for free.

It was definitely good exercise, though, which was probably the point of cleaning while encumbered by our restraints.  By the time we were done, I was feeling the burn in muscles I hadn’t used in a while, and was glad we hadn’t had to do it after our regular day of hard work and grueling training.

Unfortunately, we weren’t done, and a door I’d thought led to one of the attached storage barns, was actually for access to the loft.  When he brought us up there and turned on the lights, I was so stunned at what I saw, I actually stopped in my tracks and caused a chain reaction when my ponygirl sisters ran into my back.

It was an opulent four bedroom apartment that made my old one look like a hovel, but since the bulk of the furniture was quite obviously designed with bondage in mind, it had the feel of a dungeon rather than mere living quarters.  One entire wall was even covered with more whips, gags, and sex toys than I’d seen in my entire life, and we had to carefully clean each and every piece before we could even think of moving on to the more mundane chores like dusting and scrubbing.

It had to be damn close to midnight before we finished, and by then all I wanted to do was curl up in a nice pile of hay, and sleep for about a week.  So much for our day off.

***

Despite how tired I’d been, I’d had a restless night, since I’d been put in my stall still wearing the restrictive tack Fi had outfitted me with.  It was a genuine relief to get out of it for my morning shower, and even more so since it meant her careful sponging scratched an itch around my pierced nipples that’d been driving me crazy.

Today’s tack consisted of nothing more than my bridle, collar, and an armbinder, so I had a sneaking suspicion we’d be practicing some of the dressage maneuvers we’d seen yesterday.  Before we had the chance to do anything, though, our first new guest arrived, so we had to stand at attention while Master Oliver gave him the fifty cent tour.

His name was Master Paul, but his ponygirl wasn’t introduced to us, and since she was covered head to toe in skintight white latex, I couldn’t tell if she was someone I already knew.  He locked her in one of the empty stalls before disappearing upstairs with our Master.

Our Master’s assistant, and resident mad scientist Sadie arrived with the next group while he was still upstairs, and gave the tour to a sexy lady named Mistress Jill.  I recognized her pony as the champion runner named Sherri, and was glad to be sharing our stable with her, since she might be able to give us some good pointers.  They also had some guy named Gary taking care of their luggage, but I think he was gagged underneath his gimp suit, since he never made even the slightest sound while he worked.

They put Sherri on the treadmill before heading upstairs, setting it at a faster pace than I personally would be comfortable with for more than a minute or two, but I guess that’s why she was a champion and I wasn’t.  It was probably around a half hour before everyone came back downstairs, and she still looked like she could run for days.  Color me impressed.

Even when she was given a chance to rest, she kept walking around so she could cool down properly, but I had to stop watching her, since the Master had other plans for us.  He positioned us side by side in the exercise area, about four feet apart, while Master Paul took his ponygirl out of her stall.  She was left facing us from the aisle, and began doing stretches.

“Copy her every movement,” he instructed us, before turning to leave.

Master Paul and Mistress Jill followed him out, but Sadie stayed behind to keep an eye on us.  As we began working out, I couldn’t help but think this had the feel of an aerobics class, and I wasn’t too far off the mark.

She ran us through a routine of high steps and kicks, squats, jogging in place, backwards leg lifts that almost had us doing a group face plant, and an assortment of floor exercises that had me stretching in ways I never imagined were possible.  Surprisingly, Sadie didn’t just sit around watching, but after shucking off her pristine white lab coat, joined us at the end of the line next to Sherri.  (I’d never seen her wear anything underneath the coat, and today was no exception.)

Some of the things our instructor did were simply impossible for us, since we didn’t have the same flexibility and control she did.  I think if she wanted to, she could’ve actually kicked herself in the back of the head, and I figured she had to have been either a ballet dancer or a contortionist in a former life.  Maybe both.

When she eventually stopped trying to turn us into human pretzels, she moved on to some drills I was familiar with, like the odd curtsey-bow us ponies were supposed to use when presented to someone important.  Extent the right leg forward, bend the left knee to curtsey, and then lean forward in a bow until the back was perfectly horizontal.  It was the only thing we could do as well as her.

After practicing that for a while, she led us through a high-step march that was also familiar, and critically important for most of the parade ground maneuvers we’d have to perfect in the next month.  Sadie sat this one out so she could observe us, and point out every miniscule flaw in our form by way of a long-handled riding crop.

“Head forward, chest out, back straight, tummy tight… keep the line of your leg straight or I’ll turn that thigh black and blue!  Good… now remember to stop your leg when it’s perfectly parallel to the ground or I’ll turn your jiggling jugs into bruised fruit!”

She kept up the running commentary with a new threat every minute or so, but didn’t actually go through with any of them.  She stuck to the proper corrective taps and swats, but it sounded like she was having fun acting like a drill sergeant, and it was somewhat amusing to find out how many different ways she could come up with to threaten us.

Even Sherri was starting to look tired when Sadie finally called for a halt, and our instructor must’ve been swimming in sweat underneath her seamless latex outfit.  I thought dressage training was going to be easier than pulling the Master in his cart all day, but boy was I wrong.

To add insult to injury, she removed all the leather gear from the other girls, and with only minimal rubber restraints, let them soak in the hot tub while I gave out shoulder and neck massages to each in turn.  She said my fresh piercings had too much risk of infection to let me soak with the others, so I was only allowed to dangle my feet in the water while I silently cursed her.

Once we were all settled in and around the tub, she took our instructor to the shower stall to rinse off the sweat her suit had trapped before letting her join the hot tub party.  Naked, other than her cuffs and collar, I finally found out who our mystery instructor was.

It was Rose, the amazing, unbeatable, reigning champion of the ponygirl dressage world.  I don’t know how Master Oliver did it, but he somehow managed to bring in not one, but two ringers to help us train for next month’s competition.  The future suddenly looked a lot brighter, and I could hardly wait for our next training session.  Look out world… this shit was about to get real!


Team Dressage

While it was amazing to work beside two such talented ponygirls as Sherri and Rose, it definitely had its drawbacks.  The obvious one was how hard they trained, since we were expected to keep up with them, and any failure to reach our daily goals earned all of us a round of punishment.

Since Master Oliver needed to spend so much time organizing things for the competition, it meant we were often left in the charge of Sadie, Master Paul, or Mistress Jill.  With all three of them staying here in the stable, it meant every aspect of our lives were controlled pretty much twenty-four/seven now, and wakeup calls in the middle of the night were common.

Because we might be pulled out of our stalls and put to work at any time, day or night, Sadie had changed our tack to the latex outfits we could wear almost indefinitely.  I actually liked the way our shiny latex tack felt and looked, but sleeping in all that skintight rubber was a chore.

The strict armbinder was the primary difficulty for us, but in my case, the oversized rubber band they called a bra created an additional problem.  It had holes for my nipples to poke through, and the pressure forcing them out was keeping them ultra-hard and sensitive.  It made me want to rub my fresh piercings almost constantly, and was driving me crazy, forcing Sadie to put the mesh bra over top of everything else I wore.

As bad as the bra was, the chastity belt was a thousand times worse.  My clit was swollen, and the ring made it feel like someone was constantly touching or tickling it, keeping me so horny I would’ve done absolutely anything for the release everyone else in our stable was enjoying.

Master Paul screwed Rose two or three times a day, and Mistress Jill and Sherri went at it in her stall so much, I don’t know why she even bothered unpacking upstairs.  My sister ponygirls got a lot of action from Sadie, who was damn near insatiable, but the only contact I had with her was with my tongue.  It was horribly unfair, but at least I wasn’t in as bad of a situation as the gimp.

Gary was the one thing making my life a little easier around the stables, since he was given all the cleaning jobs we normally had to take care of ourselves.  He swept, scrubbed, took care of any dirty tack or equipment, and did it all without any complaint.  I knew it was difficult for him, though, since he was wearing some sort of cage over his cock that made getting an erection quite painful, and considering all the naked female flesh parading around him all day, it had to be pure torture.

I was learning a lot, though, and our varied exercise routines were creating a strength and flexibility I hadn’t known was possible.  If I was able to think about things objectively, I’d probably be forced to admit that the pros of our new situation outweighed the cons, but the lack of sleep (and now the lack of sex) was making me grumpy and sullen.

What I really needed to do was get my head in the game, since we had less than a month before we’d be competing in the big show, and we were nowhere near ready.  I’d always been competitive in anything I’d ever done, and this was no exception.  I especially wanted to win the wagon race, since I’d met our main competition in the field already, and they’d taken great pleasure in humiliating us.

Master Oliver had been working on something special to help that part of our training, but whatever it was, it was being kept secret from everyone, including us.  Until it was ready, he wanted us to concentrate mainly on our dressage training, which was about to get kicked into high gear.  Rose and her Master had spent a lot of time watching us over the last few days to put together a routine which would highlight our strengths, while hopefully hiding our weaknesses.  It was now ready.

The dressage arena we’d be competing in was a twenty meters by sixty rectangular corral, with the letters of the alphabet scattered around the perimeter and along the center line.  Apparently, they were routinely used as markers, or turning points for a routine, and our score would suffer if we missed hitting a mark.

For some reason beyond my ken, the first letter inside was the ‘D’, and was our starting point.  With Master Paul on the left, and Mistress Jill on the right, all six of us ponies were put into two lines of three, with only about two feet between us.  The left line had Rose in front, with Jo and Fi behind her, and I was in the middle of Sherri and Ruby on the right.

“Okay, listen up,” Master Paul barked.  “When you step into the arena next time, I want you to go straight to the mark and stop in formation, with the ‘D’ precisely between Sherri and Rose.  When you hear me click my tongue, you will bow and hold position until I crack my whip, which will be your signal to begin.”

I’d been expecting him to continue explaining our routine, so I was a little slow off the mark when he clucked for us to bow.  The end of Mistress Jill’s riding crop landed on my right butt cheek almost instantly, a searing reminder that only perfection would be tolerated.

“Again,” he growled, cracking his whip for us to rise, and clucking the moment we were standing back at attention.

After several attempts, we finally managed to get it right, but to be sure we had it down pat, he ordered us to back out of the gate so we could practice walking up to the mark and making the ceremonial bow.  It probably took an hour before he was satisfied, and I was already starting to wilt in the hot sun, yet we hadn’t even got to the real work yet.  This was going to be a long day.

“Good enough for now,” he said, letting us stand at ease while we got to quench our thirst.  “This time when I crack my whip, you will start with the right hoof and walk forward to the second marker in your best parade ground form.  As each of you passes the mark, you will switch to the passage gait, and trot to the X in the center.

“At that point, you will then half-step towards the left marker, half-step right to the last centerline marker, and then continue in a backwards half-step to complete a four-point diamond shape and wind up back at the X.”

It sounded straightforward so far, although I wasn’t very good at the half-step yet, and I’d never tried it backwards before, so I hoped I’d be able to hit the mark.  I had a slight advantage by being in the middle of the group, so I’d be able to watch Sherri for at least part of the routine.

They attached bells to our ankles and nipples for this next part, since they’d provide an audible cue to make sure we were all in sync, and I had to admit they jingled quite merrily when he clicked his tongue.  I got another surprise when he signaled for us to begin; he started playing the song Horse with No Name
, and while it was kind of ironic considering our circumstances, it had the perfect beat to help us keep our steps in perfect time with each other.

Changing to the passage gait was easy as well, since it was the exact same high step we were already walking in, except taken up to a trot.  It also gave us a tiny bit of much needed separation, since we all switched to it a beat apart.

I felt our transition to the half-step in the middle was a little shaky, but we made both the left and right changes without any major problems… until we hit the end mark, that is.  Transitioning into the backwards half-step to the right almost caused a traffic jam when we all tried to occupy the same spot at the same time, and when we hit the backwards left change on our way back to the center, we wound up in a pile on the ground.

“I didn’t think I needed to mention it, but you do realize that a backwards shift means the order of your formation changes, right?  By the time you get back to the middle, Rose and Sherri will be at the rear, in preparation for the next part of your routine when you’ll pirouette one-eighty, and they’ll be back in the lead.”

I actually hadn’t thought about it, but since I was in the middle, it didn’t affect me as much as it did the other girls.  I still got my share of corrective blows to the ass, since a failure by one is a failure by all, and part of the reason we’d wound up in a dog pile was because none of us hit the mark properly.

He took us back to the starting point so we could try again… and again… and again.  Mistress Jill wasn’t one to hold back when it came to using her riding crop, and by the time we managed to complete the half-step diamond with any degree of success, my ass felt like it was on fire.

“We’ll practice that more as we go along, but for now, I think we’ll move on to the next part of your routine.  We’re allowed up to five minutes in the arena, and I plan on using every second possible.  With your opening and closing bows, it means the routine clocks in at four minutes and fifty-eight seconds, so we have very little margin for error.

“For this next part, Sherri, Grace, and Ruby will do a one hundred and eighty degree pirouette on the left hoof, with your right one extended horizontally out to the side.  Rose, Josephine, and Fiona will mirror it using the opposite hooves, to provide symmetry and to keep y’all from kicking each other.  At the end of your turn, you will bring the extended leg down, transition into a deep bow for precisely two seconds, and then stand at attention.  We’ll give it a try on the mark of my whip.”

When he cracked his whip, Jo must’ve had a brain fart, since she spun in the wrong direction and kicked me right in the ass.  It was hard enough of a kick to propel me into Sherri, and only the quick reactions of Mistress Jill kept us upright.  It was enough of a blunder that she sent Gary to fetch a pair of canes from the arena stores, and we all got a taste of what true stupidity would cost us.

When we resumed practicing the pirouette maneuver, Mistress Jill’s crop was even more painful than usual, thanks to the three lines of fire the cane had left behind, and it took us a long time to get it right.  Since we were ‘burning daylight’, as he put it, rather than instructing us in the rest of our routine, he had us go through what we’d already learned to make sure we had it down pat.

We didn’t, of course, but we at least managed to fumble through it several times without any big screw-ups, so the collection of welts on my ass didn’t increase by a significant amount.  He kept us at it for so long, though, even Rose and Sherri were flagging by the time he called it a day, and led us over to one of the outdoor shower stalls to cool off.

I never knew tepid water could feel so good, and I closed my eyes as I reveled in the gentle, cooling rain.  I even zoned out for a while, and was therefore quite surprised when I heard a familiar, yet unwelcome voice greet our trainers.

“Well, well, well… how unsportsmanlike of Oliver, bringing in ringers from a rival stable.  He must really want to beat me this year,” Mistress Ivy, the bitch from hell, said to them.

“And you are?” Mistress Jill asked, her voice gone cold.

“Call me Ivy,” she drawled.  “I already know who you are, and what you’ve done in past shows.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Master Paul said, sounding anything but.  “I take it you’re entering some ponies in the freestyle events yourself?”

“Yes.  Like you, there are six young fillies I’ve been helping to train.  Our original plan was to enter them in teams of two, but after watching your routine for a while, I think it’ll be fun to have them compete as one big group so you can see what a real
 trainer can do.”

Mistress Bitch was entering a team to go against us?  She’d made a power play against me and my Master shortly after my arrival, and I’d hated her ever since.  Up until now, my primary focus for the upcoming competition had been the wagon race, and I was only doing dressage because the Master had commanded it.

Now I had a new reason for doing well in dressage… kicking her ass!  If she thought she was going to show us up, the Bitch had another thing coming to her.


Night Practice

Both Master Paul and Mistress Jill seemed to have taken an instant dislike to the Bitch, and sat down to talk about training strategies that could keep us out of sight of the nosy douchebag.  Master Oliver was even less pleased than they were when he found out, but luckily, he had a solution at hand.

“There normally isn’t any privacy around the ranch, since any owner can go pretty much anywhere they want, and there’re also video cameras covering every inch of the place.  It’s the same dilemma I’m facing with Isaac and his wagon team, so I don’t see why you can’t use the same solution I’m about to implement.”

“What’s that?” Mistress Jill asked.

“I simply built a brand new track in the back forty, and nobody knows it exists.  All we need to do is lay out the dressage arena in the middle, and we can practice for both events at the same place.”

“That might work for a few days, but sooner or later someone will see us heading there, and then the jig will be up.”

“I was thinking of doing all the real training at night, and only using the public spaces to keep anyone from getting suspicious.”

“Ahh… you’re gonna sandbag ‘em during the day, and kick ass at night!”

“Pretty much,” he agreed.  “Do you have any objection to switching to nights?”

“If it means keeping out of sight of that… that person, then count me in.”

“Paul?”

“I’m in,” he quickly replied.  “But there’s a few more things we need to discuss.”

“Go on.”

“First off, Ivy said she’s training six ponies for dressage, but who are they?  Nobody seems to know, but she seemed extremely confident about their chances of winning.”

“I don’t know, but I promise I’ll have the answer for you shortly.”

“Fair enough,” he absently waved.  “My second concern is she seemed to think we were a six pony team.  Now, I agreed to help you train because Rose thought it’d be fun, and I spoil her shamelessly, so I really couldn’t say no.  We were only in the arena because Rose wanted to help fine tune the routine we developed for your team.”

“I know,” Master Oliver interrupted.  “I appreciate the help, and won’t ask anything more from either you or Jill.”

“Don’t be putting the cart in front of the pony, Oliver.  Jill and I have been talking, and we want to officially join your team.”

“Really?” he replied.  “Why the sudden change of heart?”

“To put it simply, we don’t like her, and we feel it might be a loss of face for everyone involved if she sees a four pony team on the rolls, instead of the six she saw today.  When we said we were in, we meant we were all
 the way in.”

“How badly is it going to mess up your own training and preparations?”

“It won’t affect either of us.  Rose already has her routine down pat, and can run through it often enough during the day to keep her edge.”

“Sherri just needs to work as a ponygirl to get her mind back in the game, since we only do this twice a year,” Mistress Jill added.  “As far as we’re concerned, dressage training is a good workout, and a fun change of pace.  She can also run on your new track to build up her long distance stamina, or pull me in my sulky so you can practice passing with your team.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Then just say nothing, since as far as we’re concerned, the matter is settled.”

“Good.  Then I suggest we get a little sleep right now if we can, and we’ll all meet up again at midnight.”

Things just kept getting better and better.  Training at night would keep us out of the scorching heat, and the conniving bitch part of my psyche loved the idea of working in secret.  Having Rose and Sherri as an official part of our team was just icing on the cake, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

***

It turned out that building a properly sized and marked out arena was a lot harder than I thought.  Because this was a clandestine operation, Master Oliver was reluctant to use heavy equipment that wasn’t already onsite, meaning he was relying on pure pony power to get things done.

Just getting there was a chore, since only Mistress Jill made the trip in the sulky pulled by Sherri, and the rest had to be taken in our cart.  For those of you counting, that was Masters Oliver and Paul, Sadie, Gary, and Rose, although she hopped out halfway there and ran beside us to lighten the load.

We also had to haul tools, fence posts, boards, lights, water, and oodles of miscellaneous supplies.  With all the trips we had to make between the compound and our new track, we definitely got in our share of cart practice, let me tell you!

Since we were doing all the heavy hauling, it was the others who did the actual construction, and everyone pitched in to help.  Even Sadie, (who was only four foot six at the most) was carrying fence posts and rails that probably weighed as much as she did!

We didn’t get the whole thing built that night, but the basic shape was there, and Mistress Jill left Gary behind to work on it in our absence.  The sky was starting to light up with the false dawn by the time we got back to our stable, so after a quick shower, we went straight to bed, needing at least a couple hours of sleep before making our obligatory public appearances.

Needless to say, with stiff muscles and less than three hours of sleep, our dressage training was abysmal.  We repeated the first part of our routine ad-nauseam, and didn’t learn anything new, although that was probably because Mistress Bitch was watching and taking notes.  Master Paul didn’t want her to learn the rest of our routine, which was when it was supposed to get infinitely more complex.

Even though Mistress Jill knew we were exhausted because of our night work, she couldn’t go easy with her riding crop, or it might tip the bitch off that something was going on.  It was quite literally a pain in the ass, but I couldn’t fault her for it.

On a brighter note, our lousy performance gave them a good excuse to call the practice off early, which let us get in some cart training while we still had a bit of energy left.  Our time at the yoke went about as well as our time in the arena, though, and Master Isaac didn’t even think it was worth his time to taunt us like I was expecting.

After lunch, Rose led us through another aerobics workout, but one designed more for stretching and balance, rather than cardio and endurance.  I can’t say it was easy, but it was a lot less strenuous than usual, and we got in a lot of badly needed pirouette practice as well.

At four’ o’clock sharp we were put to bed, so we got some much-needed sleep before heading out to our secret track so our real training could begin.  It felt even more like spy stuff today, since we all got new tack in matte black, and even the rings had been darkened to prevent any gleams from betraying our presence while we snuck out of the compound.

Gary must’ve worked all day without much in the way of rest, since the dressage arena looked amazing.  The arena surface was now perfectly level and nicely packed, with all the letter markers in place.  A lot of the fencing still needed to be put up, but it was perfectly functional, and Mistress Jill was quite pleased with him.

So pleased, in fact, she unlocked his cock from the chastity cage, and gave him a blowjob for a reward.  The poor guy probably hadn’t had any action in quite some time, since he only lasted about thirty seconds before shooting his load, and he spurted so much Mistress Jill couldn’t swallow it all.  I think he fell asleep about three seconds after lying down in the corner, but I couldn’t spare him much attention, since it was time to get down to the business at hand.

We started from the beginning of our routine as a warm-up, but since that was the part we could safely practice in public, tonight’s focus was the new and more complicated part.  For this, Sadie had come up with something truly genius to help us work easier in the mostly dark arena; black light paint.

Invisible until she turned on the special lamps, it gave our plain black tack bright stripes and spots, and almost made seeing each other easier than if we were in full daylight.  Plus, it looked cool as hell.

“For this next stage, when you rise from your bow, I want you to step full pass to the arena sides, turn forty-five degrees towards the center, and canter in a line to the ‘F’ and ‘K’ markers,” Master Paul instructed.  “Here’s the tricky part… right side will need to extend each stride by precisely one inch, while left side needs to shorten theirs by an inch.

“Each of you will hit the ‘L’ marker in the middle at slightly different times, allowing you to do a crossover without barreling into each other and embarrassing me.  When you arrive at the end markers, you will then turn and continue towards the middle again, and if all goes according to plan, you’ll finish up back at the centerline starting point in a nice, neat row.  Turn to face the arena, make another two second bow, and do a synchronized piaffe.  That’s it for part two.”

The full pass was fairly easy, since it was just walking sideways, and turning to follow Sherri was something I could normally do in my sleep.  The slightly extended stride I needed to do at a canter was the real problem, and despite Master Paul’s assurance we’d arrive at the marker at different times, our first attempt resulted in a nasty collision.

Sherri bumped into Rose, I ran into both Sherri and Jo, and Ruby ran into the lot of us.  At least Fi had enough sense to put on the brakes and avoid the traffic jam.  Once we were sorted out, he had us practice the crossover time and time again, starting slow, and only going back up to speed once we stopped playing smashup derby with each other.

Dressage can be a beautiful thing, but right now I felt about as graceful as a half-blind, spastic turkey.  It eventually got better, but we were gonna need a hell of a lot of practice before attempting this in public, let alone get judged for it in the big show.

We finished our dressage practice by doing the trotting in place he called piaffe until we had the beat right, and then one last time from the beginning.  As we rested, we watched the video of our routine so far, and it actually looked a lot better than it felt.  Maybe we had a shot at this after all!

It was getting late (early?) by the time our break was over, so they decided that was enough dressage for now, and hooked us up to the cart for a little practice on the track.  Mistress Jill joined us with her sulky, but Rose stayed in the arena to work on her solo routine.

After the extreme concentration and accuracy needed for dressage, it was kind of nice to be able to shut down that part of my brain and just run.  I still had to pay attention to my steps and the rein commands, of course, but it was something I could do with my eyes closed.

It was a real joy to run tonight, and to my surprise, I found the turns to be easier than ever, even though we hadn’t had much practice at it lately.  I think the dressage training was helping our racing form, and we practically flew around the track.

As fun as it was, though, we couldn’t do too many laps at a full gallop before exhaustion took its toll, and we had to wrap things up for the night.  Master Oliver gave us a chance to rest up before the long haul back to the stable, and it gave me a chance to see what Rose could do when not encumbered by us newbies.

She definitely had some advanced ballet experience under her belt, and maybe even some martial arts training.  She could flip forwards or backwards, do high kicks, spin as if on ball bearings, and to make it all more impressive, she was doing it with blinders on!

It was actually a little intimidating to watch, knowing I’d never be able to do even half the stuff she could, but I wasn’t jealous.  In the short time we’d known each other, she’d become a friend, as well as a teammate, and I was silently cheering her on.

Despite our blunders early on, we were all in high spirits when we got back home, so after a quick shower, Master Oliver called for a little celebration, Onager Puella style.  Some people might think it strange to break out champagne at six in the morning, but it sure hit the spot after a hard night’s work.  He even cuffed our hands in front of us and removed our bits so we could drink without assistance, which felt like more of a treat than the champagne itself did.

Since this was an Onager Puella party, it didn’t take long before we were paired up for even more fun.  With Master Oliver’s permission, Sadie put Fi and Jo into a sixty-nine and told them to have a contest to see who could make the other cum the most times, while she played with Ruby and kept score.

Master Paul took Rose upstairs for some fun in private, while Mistress Jill had Sherri kneel in front of her, with a set of reins to keep her face where it’d do the most good.  Seeing her get busy, I gave my Master a questioning look, which he answered by unbuckling his belt with a smile.

He was already hard, but I decided to take my time and do things right for him, and started off by simply licking his shaft and tonguing his balls until he was moaning with the pleasurable sensations.  When I finally took him in my mouth, I did it as slow as possible, and managed to get his entire length inside me without gagging in the slightest.

I held him like that until I needed to take a breath, and then started over from the beginning again.  I could tell this method was driving him crazy, and he had to use a lot of restraint to keep from face fucking me, but I was making it well worth it for him.

When his breathing deepened, that was my cue to start getting serious, and I began to pick up the pace.  Since I actually had use of my hands for once, I used them to good advantage and gently fondled his balls, which seemed to drive him wild.  I had a sneaking suspicion he’d be freeing my arms a lot more for future blowjobs after this.

He normally had pretty good self-control and could last an impressively long time before cumming, but I was on a mission this morning, and brought him off in record time.  I was proud of what I’d done, and even happier I’d managed to keep him deep throated without gagging while he shot his entire load.  I sat back on my haunches after I finished licking him clean, and saw pure contentment on his face when I looked up.

“That was… amazing,” he complimented me, stroking my hair.  “I wish we hadn’t gotten you pierced now, or I’d give you so many orgasms you wouldn’t be able to walk for a week.”

“That wouldn’t take much,” I whispered.  “You have no idea how horny that clit ring is making me.”

“Come here,” he said, patting his leg.

I sat on his lap and leaned back into him as he wrapped an arm around me.  His other hand went between my legs, and gently probed around all my piercings, as well as between my folds.  When he raised his hand, I wasn’t surprised to see the fingers he’d used were completely wet and glistening, but it drew a chuckle out of him.

“Piercings around the clit can affect people to different degrees, and it’s quite obvious how yours is affecting you.  The biggest risk of infection comes from the exchange of bodily fluids during sex, so that’s still off the table until you finish healing, but I think we can give you a little relief without causing any harm.”

His hand went back between my legs, with the tip of a finger just barely touching the end of my engorged clit.  He used almost no pressure at all, yet it felt so incredibly good, I couldn’t control myself; I came even faster than Gary had earlier!

It was so unexpected and powerful I almost blacked out, but I clung onto consciousness with everything I had, and cried out in ecstatic release.  Pausing only long enough for me to regain control and catch my breath, he began circling my clit with only the smallest increase of pressure.  This time I think I lasted almost an entire minute before exploding, but it felt even more intense, and I squirted all over his hand from the sheer force of it.

“Wow… I think we’ve turned you into a real sex machine, and now I really
 can’t wait to get you back in the saddle again.”

My head was spinning too much to think of a reply, so I simply nodded my agreement, half hoping and half fearing a return of his clever fingers between my legs.  As I regained my senses, I felt his hard cock pressing into my buttocks, and gave it a wiggle to see if he was ready for a second round yet.  He couldn’t stick it where I really wanted it, but I had two other holes he could use if he was inclined.

“Not yet, you horny little rabbit,” he chuckled.  “Although if Mistress Jill approves, I think there’s someone else who deserves a reward and would kill for the chance.”

It took him a minute to get her attention, since she was enjoying Sherri’s ministrations immensely, but when he did, she gave us a wink and a nod in approval.  When I stood and turned towards Gary, I saw she’d never replaced his cock cage, and with all the action going on around him, he was rock hard.

He was actually sitting on his hands to keep himself from playing with it, and his need was obvious.  I smiled, knowing I could take care of the problem and give him a reward he’d never forget.

Having already cum earlier, his control was a little better this time, but he still couldn’t hold on for as long as he probably would’ve liked.  Long or short, it was still a blowjob, and I’m sure he enjoyed every second of it.

All in all, our impromptu orgy lasted for about an hour, and I swallowed two more loads of cum before the end.  As far as I was concerned, it was the perfect way to end the night.


Split Training

The need to keep up public appearances made for some tough days, and even tougher nights.  Our training was split between a daytime appearance on the track and in the dressage arena, as well as exercise and a few naps in the stable, and the more intense training from midnight until dawn.

Now that Master Oliver realized I was in a constant state of arousal, he made sure I had several orgasms a day to keep the pressure from building up, and of course I gladly returned the favor.  I never knew when I’d get mine, though, since he used a remote control vibrating egg that lit up my G-spot whenever he hit the button.  It ran off the same external battery pack that powered my electric butt plug, so running out of juice was never an issue, and he loved surprising me with it.

We probably had the most bizarre schedule in the history of the ranch, but it was working for us, and every day showed a noticeable improvement in our ponygirl team performance.  Predictably, the better we did, the harder our training became.  It was more varied now as well, and some of the things they came up with… well, they were either insane, ingenious, or both.

To make sure we got a good workout with the cart, he filled the box under his seat with bags of sand, which gave a whole new meaning to the phrase ‘sandbagging’ that wasn’t exactly funny from my point of view.  Master Isaac’s team stopped thinking of us as competition in short order, so it looked like our plan was working, and he’d be getting the surprise of a lifetime come race day.

Sadie was convinced that building up leg muscles was only half the battle, and true power came from the core.  Her twisted contribution to our development was to suspend us by our ankles, and make us do leg lifts, reverse squats, and sit-ups while inverted.

It was even harder than it sounds, and Master Oliver was probably getting a sore whipping arm from all the motivation he needed to provide in order to get ‘just one more crunch’ out of us.  Having to wear the steel mesh over my nipples and pussy was a blessing in disguise for those exercises, since it meant my most sensitive areas were protected, unlike on my sister ponygirls.

On the downside, it meant I had slightly less fun than they did when we finished a round, since they got to enjoy a vertical sixty-nine.  I couldn’t really complain, though, since I was the one who usually got to suck Master’s cock, and I loved pleasing him any way I could.

The most fun I had was with Rose’s workouts.  After we’d finished with the regular set of exercises, she’d show us some advanced moves, and I became her star pupil.  I still wasn’t anywhere near her league, but I was good enough that Master Paul decided to move me to the front position for our dressage training, in the hopes we might be able to add some special moves to our routine for a big finale.

Everything was going according to plan, and life in the stable had never been better, so naturally, that’s when the other shoe dropped.

“I finally found out who Ivy’s working with,” Master Oliver said one morning, when we gathered to make our daily appearance.  “It’s the Germans.”

“Cole?” Mistress Jill asked.

“None other,” he nodded.  “She’s been helping via video chat until now, so that’s why it took me so long to find out.  He arrived with his entire stable a few hours ago, though, and took a team of six straight to the arena, where Ivy was waiting with a shit eating grin on her face.”

“Why on Earth did Cole partner up with Ivy?”

“We may know her as a sadistic, twisted, mentally unstable psychopath, but from an outsider’s perspective, she’s known as a highly skilled trainer who gets results.  She usually gets those results by breaking
 the ponies she trains, but she always delivers what she promises.”

“How’s their routine looking?” Master Paul asked.

“I don’t know… Ivy started off by whipping the shit out of them for every infraction incurred during their long-distance training.  When I left, it looked like she was just warming up, too.”

“From what I know of the German team, they usually go in for both speed and precision.  I don’t think they’ve ever done a six pony team, so they won’t have an advantage on us there, but their parade ground work is top notch.”

“So, what does that mean for us?”

“It means we’re screwed unless we can come up with something truly unique to wow the judges.”

“Great.”

“I’ll put some thought into it, but for now, all we can do is keep proceeding with our plan, and hope for the best.  We still have a couple of advantages, being as how we can watch most of their training through your surveillance system, and they only get to see what we want them to.”

“Gary’s work at our spot is finished now, so I can have him monitor the video feeds coming from the real arena, and record the highlights for us,” Mistress Jill volunteered.

“That’ll be a great help,” Master Paul replied.  “I expect we’ll see lots of crossovers and precision footwork, but it’ll be nice to find out if they have a secret weapon, so to speak.”

“I guess for now we carry on with carrying on, and just do the best we can.”

From my perspective, the news about our rivals didn’t really change anything, except to make me even more determined to work as hard as possible.  No matter how good the German team was, or how hard the bitch pushed them, we’d come up with a way to beat them.

We had to.

***

“Listen up,” Master Paul barked at us, sounding irritated.  “Lacking any better alternative at the moment, we’re going to proceed as if nothing’s changed.  Stage four of our routine is rather straightforward, but always a crowd pleaser.  Line up at the start like you just finished your bow at the end of part three.”

Once we were in position, he continued.

“This segment will demonstrate each gait, with a slight twist.  Starting off with a walk, you’ll change to a trot at the first marker, canter at the second, gallop at the third, come to a stop just before you run into the end of the arena, and spin in place one-eighty.  The ‘twist’ part is I want you to do it with flying lead changes when making the gait transitions.  That means changing your lead foot, almost like you were skipping.”

“Since this part is basic dressage, I expect perfection, and if I don’t get it, I’ll be using the cane for corrections instead of my crop.  Start your piaffe trot on my first mark, advance on the second, and listen carefully for each gait change.  If you can’t manage to stop at the end, try not to fall and break your face on the fence rail.”

Master Paul must’ve gotten some bad news or something, because his normal urbane and civilized demeanor was completely absent tonight.  Maybe the German ponygirls were even better than expected, and our chances at winning were now somewhere between slim and none.

The crack of his whip interrupted my thoughts, but luckily my body reacted without intervention from my brain, and I started my piaffe in sync with the others.  After five sets of steps his whip cracked again, and we started forward at a walk to the first marker.

The instant my foot touched down at the mark, his whip cracked again and I skipped forward and began trotting, still perfectly in time with the others, and my confidence started growing.  Angry or not, he was right in this being fairly basic stuff, and we’d worked together long enough by now that we had matching strides.

The canter was a little trickier, though, and going into a gallop with a flying step was actually quite hard.  At least stopping at the end wasn’t as bad as he made it out to be, and we all managed a reasonable facsimile of a one-eighty spin on the hoof.  Or at least I thought it was okay.

“Sherri and Fiona, you both turned less than one-eighty and had to make a corrective step.  Grace, you fell out of line when doing the last flying lead change, and again when slowing down, giving us a ragtag appearance on our approach to the rail.”

Four errors meant four blazing lines of fire across the ass, and even through Mistress Jill didn’t look as pissed off as Master Paul did, she didn’t pull her strokes either.  It was looking like this might be a harder night than I’d thought, and in more ways than one.

“Line up at the mark and bow.  We’re running it back to the start.”

This run was even worse, with both Sherri and Ruby messing up the flying step at the gallop, two of us falling out of line, and Fiona stumbling when she did the spin.  I collected another stripe on my ass, and two on each thigh this time, before being lined up for our next attempt.

“Again,” he said, shaking his head.

It wasn’t long before the back and forth sprints began to wear us down, and we started getting a little sloppy with our steps.  The stripes we were collecting on our ass, thighs, and tits weren’t helping either, and I considered the night a complete failure as far as learning our dressage routine went.

We rallied somewhat after getting a break, when Rose quietly mumbled for us to count our steps to help with the timing.  It was something I’d been unconsciously doing anyway, but making a deliberate effort at doing it helped me a little, and Fiona a lot.  We eventually managed to get a ‘good enough for now’ out of him, and finished the dressage part of the night with a few runs from the very start that went moderately well, all things considered.

Our cart practice was a little worse than average as well since we started exhausted, and worked our way up to ‘dead on the hoof’ by the time we were done.  It made for a long, slow slog back to the stable, and Master sent us straight to bed for a few hours of rest instead of indulging in our usual post-training hanky-panky.

Sleep didn’t come as fast as I would’ve liked, since any movement awakened one or more of the welts covering me.  I’d never had to endure a serious caning before, and never wanted to again, since I was sure some of the marks would be with me for at least a week!  I fervently hoped whatever it was that drove Master Paul to such extreme measures wasn’t going to be an ongoing thing, or the next few weeks would be pure hell to endure.


Extreme Measures

I must’ve dozed off eventually, since the next thing I knew, Sadie was in my stall, kneeling next to me and changing my tack.  I guess my sleep had been pretty deep, since she’d actually managed to remove all my old gear without waking me up, but the leather she was putting on me was dripping wet, and I think that’s what did it.

The harness was rather simplistic, consisting on one inch, natural rawhide straps that tightly framed the base of my breasts, a wider one around the waist, and a few belts to hold my arms together behind my back.  I probably would’ve enjoyed the change, except I knew from personal experience what happens to wet leather once it starts to dry, and the boob bands were already feeling quite constricting.

I was the last one taken to the shower stall, so I got a good view of the cane marks decorating my sister ponygirls.  They almost looked even worse than they felt, with a few of them looking like nasty purple bruises, and I knew they’d be visible for even longer than I’d initially estimated.

Once we were clean, fed, and watered, I felt the additional weight of a second battery pack being attached to my waist belt.  It freaked me out a little, since a single pack normally held enough juice to power both the egg and the butt plug for a full day, unless they were used for an abnormal amount of time.

I still had to wear the metal bra and panty set, so I was the last one to be taken out of the stable and hooked to the cart.  Being in the back row meant I usually had to go in first, but today I was in the front right position for a change, and I wondered if our Master was making a permanent assignment, or just trying something different.  I wasn’t going to complain either way, since it meant I had Ruby’s ass between mine and the Master’s whip.

Rose and Sherri were already on the dressage field when we arrived, or rather on the empty space outside it, since the arena was already occupied by the bitch, and what I assumed was the German team I’d heard about the other day.  They were marching double step forward, sideways, and backwards in a large box shaped pattern, but there had to be at least twelve of them doing it!

This might be their audition to see who would make the team, or maybe they were just showing off to intimidate anyone who might be watching.  Either way, it was an impressive display, and it was quite obvious they were used to working together.

Each was a tall, raven haired beauty with long, firm legs, an overdeveloped bust that practically screamed silicone, and outfits made out of gorgeous, deep red leather, with black and gold highlights to advertise their flag of origin.  For some reason, their exquisite tack made me feel self-conscious about the plain brown rawhide I wore today, and I wished the Master would’ve taken more care when selecting our gear for the day.  It was some oddly misplaced vanity, but nobody likes feeling dowdy in public.

I recognized their music as a Katy Perry tune I never much cared for called Dark Horse, although it seemed to suit them admirably, and had a good beat to trot to.  For some reason I’d initially pegged them as a Flight of the Valkyries type of crowd, but whatever.  I liked our song much better, although it was so old and clichéd, the judges might ding us for a lack of originality and creativity.  Oh well… not my decision, so therefore not my problem.

When we were all free from the cart, we joined the others next to the arena, and were lined up side by side, just like we’d finished at last night.  Were they going to let our rivals see a new part of our routine, or was this some more bullshit to throw them off?

“Today we’re going back to basics, to find out if you sorry bunch of nags know how to march in a straight line,” Master Paul yelled, sounding like an army drill sergeant.  “On my mark, you will lead off with the right hoof and start with a standard high step, but on the second beat, you will kick that foot shoulder high before finishing the step.  Anyone who doesn’t kick high enough will immediately
 know how displeased I am.”

It was a fair warning, but not really needed, since we already bore the marks of what would happen when he wasn’t satisfied with our performance.  Hoping for the best, but steeling myself for the worst, I waited for his signal with all the concentration I could muster.

I wanted to show these girls we knew what we were doing too, but the moment he signaled for us to start, I felt a powerful jolt from my butt plug, which threw my step way
 off the mark.  I corrected almost instantly, but not before earning a stinging crack from Mistress Jill’s whip.

Did I have a short in the wiring or something?  The timing on the jolt was too random to be deliberate, and only served to mess me up.  Before we’d marched halfway across the length of the arena, Fi and Sherri had also screwed up like I had, throwing our line into chaos, and making us look like utter fools.

The maneuver we were practicing should’ve made us look like the Rockettes, but instead we performed like we were high on crack.  It was almost enough to make me scream, but I couldn’t do anything about it while we marched, and neither Master Paul or Mistress Jill realized anything was wrong.

At the end of the space we were working in, he had us spin on the hoof and repeat the exercise the other way, and I tried to catch someone’s eye.  I didn’t have any luck, though, and as we began again, I felt my vibrating egg kick on at warp nine.

It pretty much shut off any coordination between my brain and body, making it the worst sixty meters of my life.  To add insult to injury, I didn’t even get to cum before we reached the end, and it shut off, leaving me panting and frustrated.

What the fuck was going on here?

Master Paul was quite vocal in his scathing review of our performance, and Mistress Jill seemed quite willing to punctuate his every word with a stinging blow from her whip.  When we were lined up to try again, I felt my butt plug begin to zap me at seemingly random intervals, but once again I couldn’t catch either of their eyes.

The unpredictability of the shocks turned our simple task into a giant cluster fuck, and I couldn’t believe they didn’t realize something was badly wrong.  Was the bitch somehow messing us up?  I knew she was watching us intently, but her hands were in plain sight, and she didn’t seem to be doing anything other than laugh at our antics.

“Hey Cole,” she called.  “Come check out our so-called competition.  It’s like watching six retarded monkeys being led by the Three Stooges.  I haven’t laughed so hard since I watched a Keystone Cop marathon on TV last month.”

“I’ll admit we’ve had some unexpected issues, and I might need to replace one of my ponies, but I’m sure my team will be ready to take on yours and Fuji’s.”

“You couldn’t take on a… wait, what’s this about Fuji?”

“Someone told him we were doing some six-pony dressage this year and it got his attention.  He’s flying in tomorrow with his own team of six.”

“He hasn’t left Japan in a decade, so why now?”

“Apparently, he thinks we’ll provide him with a worthy challenge… but not enough of one to actually beat him, of course.”

“Well, based on the look of your team, I think he’s right about at least part of that.  Your ponies are getting worse, not better, and from the looks of those lovely cane marks, you know it too.  Considering how soft you normally are, they must be pissing you off royally… and don’t think I haven’t noticed the double battery packs either!  It means they’ve been getting a lot of punishment that doesn’t show, and the wet leather harness is a nice touch as well.”

Master looked embarrassed at her taunts, but couldn’t refute them.

“Hmm… you say you may need to replace one of your ponies?”

“It’s been a consideration,” he hedged.

“I’ll make you a deal.  Scarlett hasn’t had enough free time to give Luna the attention a yearling needs, and was considering transferring her to me.  Since I have the entire German team to play… I mean work with, I don’t have a lot of spare time myself right now, so I might consider loaning her to you.”

“What’s your price?”

“Back me for a seat on the council, and she’s all yours.”

“Give me a minute to confer with Paul and Jill, since this will affect them too.”

The three of them stepped behind us and huddled up to talk.

“Well?” Master Oliver started, just barely loud enough for me to be able to listen in.

“I think the high kick will score well,” Master Paul said.  “It really looks like something the Rockettes would do in one of their shows.”

“I concur,” Mistress Jill agreed.  “But we still need something special for the final segment, or we don’t stand a chance.”

“Rose has some ideas, but we’ll need to experiment a little to see if anyone can work with her.”

“When we get Luna, we’ll have an excuse to lock the stable doors, and then we can safely try anything you want.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said.

“Me too,” Mistress Jill agreed.

I was totally confused.  Their meeting had absolutely nothing to do with the topic they were supposed to be discussing, yet they’d seemed to be expecting Luna to be joining our stable.  They broke their huddle and approached the bitch as a group.

“If you concede Luna to me permanently, all three of us will back you for your council chair.  It’ll mean you’ll be a shoe-in for the job, and besides – you still have Cole’s entire stable to keep you occupied for the foreseeable future.”

“True,” she nodded, mulling it over.  “Okay, it’s a deal.  I’ll inform Scarlett that I defer taking on Luna in your favor.  Let’s shake on it.”

All three of them shook her hand to seal the deal, and then she phoned the Lady Scarlett.

“Greetings, Scarlett.  Sorry to interrupt you, but do you have a brief moment? … good, thank you … it’s about Luna … since I’ll be so busy assisting Cole with his team, I’ve decided to concede Luna’s contract to Oliver … yes, I’m sure … great, thanks.”

“It’s done,” she said, putting her phone away.  “Luna will be installed in your stable as soon as Dr. Felix releases her.”

“What?”

“Oh… did I forget to mention she’s in the hospital wing right now with a torn ACL and a badly sprained ankle?  I hope your stable is wheelchair accessible, and good luck with your team,” she cackled, turning and walking away.

Oh shit, the bitch just pulled one over on the Master.  She tricked them all into giving her support for an important position, and gave nothing useful in return.  God, I hated her.

“I think I’ve had about as much public humiliation as I can handle for today,” Master Paul loudly growled.  “Let’s go back to the stable and try to come up with a new plan… if we can.”

I pulled the cart back home on autopilot, feeling dejected, angry, humiliated, and defeated.  The Master had lost against the bitch, and our training was going so horrible, we’d be lucky to avoid getting the dreaded black ribbon of shame in the upcoming competition.  Things just couldn’t get any worse.

Nobody said a word until we were back in the stable, and behind closed doors.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” Master said, shaking his head.

“From what little I know of her, I’m not surprised in the least,” Mistress Jill added.

I couldn’t really read much from the flat tone of their voices, but I had a feeling they were steaming mad at being tricked, and would most likely be taking their anger out on the targets conveniently available in front of him, meaning us.

“I told you it would work!” Master Paul exclaimed, breaking out in a rich belly laugh.

“You were right,” Master said, joining in on the laughter.  “Now let’s get the girls out of that wet tack before it dries any more than it already has.”

The three of them, as well as Sadie and Gary, quickly cut the wet leather off of us.  Using a salve that was almost miraculous in the way it soothed our cane marks, we all got a massage that was unbelievable, while the Master told us what was really going on.

“I don’t normally explain myself, but since it was literally your asses that paid for this, I think I’ll make an exception.  Scarlett told me two days ago that she’d be releasing Luna to Ivy unless I could get her to concede the right, and Paul came up with a plan he didn’t much care for, but one that had a high probability of success.”

“Actually, it was Rose’s idea,” he admitted.  “She seems to have taken an immediate dislike to your associate, and wanted to both deal her a blow, as well as help out another ponygirl.”

“None of us wanted to cane you since your training is progressing so incredibly well, but we deemed it to be the lesser of two evils.  The one night of pain you endured, will mean Luna won’t have to suffer the same on a daily basis for the next year under Ivy’s control.”

I was stunned.  The bitch hadn’t pulled one over on the Master after all!

“As for the council chair, I happen to know three people are stepping down in January, and since there are currently only two viable replacements for them, Ivy winning a seat was a sure thing.  In short, we got everything we wanted, and she got absolutely nothing.”

It’s a good thing I was gagged, or I would’ve let loose with a cheer that might’ve echoed all the way up to the manor house.  I’d wanted a chance to hurt the bitch ever since my arrival, and as far as I was concerned, the thin welts I bore were a small price to pay for it.  If asked, I’d do it again in a heartbeat!

“So, there you have it.  Apologies for the undeserved caning, but I think the ends justified the means.”

“Both an explanation, and
 an apology?” Mistress Jill asked, sounding amused.  “Ivy was right about one thing… you’re a softy at heart.”

“I can be a softy when I win, but right now, I’m definitely not
 soft,” he chuckled.  “I say we get this party started with a bang, and since we won’t be doing any real training this morning, I think we should give our talented little ponies a different kind of workout.  I was thinking one orgasm for each blow of the cane they had to take for the cause.”

“I like the way you think, Oliver,” she snorted.

I wasn’t sure if I did or not.  While I liked a good orgasm as much as anyone, we had a lot
 of marks on our bodies.  I hoped he didn’t plan on getting any
 training done today, or even tonight, since it was highly unlikely I’d be able to think, let alone walk by the time he’d finished giving us our reward.

Complaining never even crossed my mind, though, since a day of wild sex with a Master who was happy with me was all I could hope for.  Things couldn’t get any better.


Experimental Training

I was right about how wiped out we’d all be by the end of the day, but the Master was no dummy.  He gave us the night off so we’d be fresh for the experimental training we needed to attempt, in order to give the end of our routine some finishing moves that would wow the judges like never before.

With our stable door still locked, we used the center aisle to practice our Rockettes walk in groups of two, and had absolutely no problems with it now that we weren’t getting shocked at random.  We now knew four out of the five parts of our routine, and if all went well this morning, we’d have the missing pieces for our finale figured out.

For the most part, this consisted of one of us demonstrating a move, which the rest of us would then try to duplicate.  We actually came up with a lot of cool stuff early on, usually from Rose and her ballet steps, but couldn’t find much that all six of us could handle that would also work well in a fluid, moving routine.  Master Paul made lots of notes, though, in case he decided to split our moves up to showcase the best we could do individually.

Our Master made us wear padding and a helmet, since not a lot of fancy steps work well while wearing pony boots and with our hands bound behind us.  It was a lot of fun, even though I wound up on my ass a lot, and added more than a few bruises to my collection.

One of our strong points was our flexibility, and Rose kept trying to demonstrate moves that would highlight it for us, but most of them required more balance than we were capable of.  It was a shame, since things like a bow combined with a backwards high kick would be absolutely amazing, but only if we could do it without eating dirt.

One thing that she figured we might be able to perform with some practice, was the ballet move known as the grand jeté
.  It was a jumping split kick we could incorporate into almost any point of our routine, and as long as the synchronization between us was there, we had a little leeway on what might be considered perfect form.

Rose could do the splits past a hundred and eighty degrees, and Ruby a little less.  Sherri could jump higher than the rest of us, and Fi and I were somewhere in the middle.  Jo could either jump high or split nicely, but not both at the same time, so it took us a while before we found the necessary compromise needed to make everything work.

The end result was a grand jeté that wasn’t a perfectly horizontal split, but we could all do it fairly well, and on video it looked freaking amazing!  It would only get better with practice, and I could hardly wait until tonight when we could try it out in the arena, where we had enough room to do it as a full group.

Since the grand jeté worked so well, she was eager to try a different one called the fouetté jeté
, which was a fast, spinning leap, but the less said about that disaster the better.  We stuck with the split kick and moved on.

Doing leaps, kicks, stretches, and spins in cramped quarters meant we frequently bumped into each other, or tripped over someone’s extended leg, but in a moment of serendipity, it also gave us the ‘something new’ we’d been looking for.  Rose was trying to demonstrate how to lift the lead leg when coming out of a bow, in preparation for a fouetté, when Ruby bumped into me from behind.

Rose and I were facing each other so I could mirror her movements, and with our lead legs extended, the bump sent me off balance, causing us to hit our feet in midair.  She pressed back to keep from falling on her rump, and we wound up with our legs straight and our hooves locked together.  I thought it was kind of funny and giggled a little, but Master Paul saw something else entirely.

“Hold that position,” he ordered, rushing over.

He gave us a close look to check our balance and stability, even dropping to the ground so he could see the angles better.

“Do you think you could lock legs like that on purpose, and hold it for at least thirty seconds?” he asked.

Rose and I looked at him, and then at each other.  I shrugged and she nodded, so he had us stand and try it again.  It took a bit of experimenting to do deliberately what we’d accomplished by accident, but once we figured it out, it really wasn’t that hard.

Having our feet locked together also meant our stability was excellent, and we could hold the position for ages.  Setting us up perpendicular to the aisle, Master Paul had the other girls jump our perfectly extended legs, and it worked beautifully.

The only potential problem we faced, was when it came time to stand again.  If we didn’t break apart at precisely the same instant, one of us would lose balance, which would be a disaster if it happened during the competition.  We’d have to practice it a lot, but it was worth it, since it gave us something nobody else would have; a steeplechase jump.

Choke on that one, Mistress Bitch!

***

“Okay, ladies, from the beginning, and put some passion into it!” Master Paul commanded, starting our song and cracking his whip.

The beginning of our routine was starting to feel like old hat by now, and we made it to our first bow without any issues whatsoever.  The crossover during the next part still wasn’t perfect, but at least we weren’t colliding anymore, and we progressed all the way through to the end of the gait demonstration fairly fluidly.

Now we were into new territory, with a walk to the middle using our Rockettes maneuver.  I could hear our hooves striking the ground slightly
 out of sync, so it was something else we’d have to work on, but it wasn’t bad enough for him to call a halt, and we made it to the center X where Rose and I would form the hurdle.  As soon as we locked legs, Master Paul called a halt so he could explain to the other girls what he wanted them to do.

“I want all of you to turn to the side of the arena closest to you, and trot towards the fence.  After four steps, left side will circle towards the gate and come at the hurdle from the front, while right side does the same from the back.  Continue the circle until it’s time to jump, and watch your line very
 carefully.

“Right side will jump over Grace’s leg, and left will jump Rose’s at the exact same time, so the space between you will be minimal.  I want three circles out of you, with each one being a step tighter.  Stop two paces after the third jump and make your final bows.”

For something totally new to everyone, it went not too badly.  Left and right sides had different ideas about how big the circle should be, and how fast they should be running them, but that was something practice could take care of.  We had a viable segment that was sure to wow the judges, although future practice would need to be done over a real hurdle, since both Rose and I started to cramp up after holding our position while they jumped and jumped and jumped some more.

He gave us a good long break so he could review the video footage and point out the things we needed to focus on, and then it was time to learn our exit strategy.

“At the end of the steeplechase segment, you’re all basically in a line, except Rose and Grace are side by side and will need to shift slightly with their first few steps, and Jo and Fiona will need to pirouette one-eighty to face the gate.  Three steps should be enough to let you get into position and up to speed for your first grand jeté, which I want done pointing straight at the gate.

“When you land, turn into a serpentine pattern, with left side angling right, and right side angling left.  Halfway to the side markers I want you to bring it back to the center, and just as you cross, jump again.  We’ll have just enough time and space to do one more serpentine pass, but for the second one, I want the jump to be one step early so you all come down in a straight line in the middle.

“Adjust so you face the gate, and then exit the arena with the passage gait.  That’s it, but you’ll have to pay special attention for the sound of my whip, since our song will have ended.”

That’s it, he says… like it was just a walk in the park to do a double crossover with grand jeté jumps added in for shits and giggles, and without music to help us keep the beat.  How lovely.

We spent the next hour practicing our exit segment, and managed to get it somewhat close to what he wanted before it was time for our cart practice.  It wasn’t perfect, but we had our entire routine planned out now, and just needed more practice.  It was great.

Pulling the cart was always a chore at the end of the night when we were already tired from our demanding dressage routine, but we were progressing faster than expected.  The rigor Master Paul demanded in the arena seemed to translate well into pulling as a team, so even though our time in the yoke was limited, we were doing much
 better than even a mere week ago.

Unlike last time, we were all in high spirits when we returned to our stable, and I suspected none of us would be going to sleep this morning.  I was right, of course, but for a surprising reason… Sadie was inside waiting for us, with her legs wrapped around a familiar looking head.

Our new ponygirl sister Luna had arrived.



Kinky Stable Games


“Did Dr. Felix release her early, or did you just take it upon yourself to bring her here on your own?” Master Oliver asked.

“It turns out… the good doctor was a little hasty… in his original prognosis,” she replied, panting due to what Luna was doing to her.  “Her ankle was merely twisted, not sprained, and her knee injury is just a nasty looking bruise that’ll be fine in about a week.”

“How odd,” he said, sounding amused.  “Dr. Felix is top of his game, and doesn’t usually make mistakes like that.”

“I know,” she smirked.

“Bravo,” Mistress Jill said, slowly clapping.  “It seems you planned this whole thing even better than I thought.”

“As much as I’d like to take the credit, this was all the Lady Scarlett’s idea.  Luna’s injuries aren’t too serious right now, but she was sure Ivy would’ve pushed her too far and too fast, turning a simple injury into something that might ruin her leg for life.”

“She seems appreciative of the change in stables,” she laughed, as Sadie began shaking and gyrating through an impressively long orgasm.

“She sure is,” she gasped, after she recovered.  “And lemme tell ya… she’s got a tongue you’ve simply got
 to try!”

“I think I might,” she hummed.  “After watching our talented and sexy ponies all night, I’m feeling hornier than a dozen sorority and frat houses put together!”

“Seeing as how we have good reason to celebrate tonight, and Luna needs her initiation into the stable anyway, I see no reason why we can’t turn this into a very memorable little party,” Master Oliver stated.  “Although with twelve of us here I guess it’s not exactly a little party, so perhaps we should all adjourn to the loft where some
 of us can get more comfortable.”

I think that was the Master’s not so subtle way of saying us ponygirls had some strict bondage coming to us in our immediate future, but flushed with success, we almost started a stampede in our haste to shower and get upstairs.  Mistress Jill wasn’t the only one ready to party!

Our Masters were happy with us, our routine was looking good, we were getting good at pulling the cart, and we got Luna into our stable.  Screwing the bitch was an added bonus, and I hoped I was there to see her face when she found out the Master tricked her.

I almost stumbled going up the stairs when I thought of yet one more bonus specific to me: I was no longer low girl on the totem pole.  That meant all the picayune chores and tasks that normally fell to me, like cleaning all our dirty tack, would continue on down to her!  Whoever came up with the cliché about things always being darkest before the dawn was absolutely right.

Gary was waiting at the top with a tray of champagne flutes, and since I hadn’t been bound or gagged after my shower, I was able to take a glass and enjoy it properly for once.  I knew it wouldn’t last, of course, but that just made it all the more delicious at the moment.

“It’s been far too long since the last time I held a private party like this,” Master began, once we were all upstairs.  “I think we should start off with some of the classic party games we all know to help get us in the mood.”

I knew he wasn’t talking about ones like charades or twister, and nervously wondered what kind of party games the BDSM crowd considered as ‘classic’.  I guess I was about to find out.

“I think our ponies are looking a tad underdressed at the moment, so why don’t we start with a little dress poker?” Mistress Jill suggested.

I’d played my share of strip poker during college, but this was the first time I’d ever heard of a game where you put clothes back on.  Of course, clothes were a bit of a misnomer, since the first thing I got assigned to wear was an armbinder, Rose got a gag, and Sherri got a pair of leg sheaths that held her calves tight against her thighs.

I had no clue what the special bondage dressing rules were, or even if there were any.  Our Masters bet for us, as soon as our arms were restrained they placed our cards face up where anyone could see them, and there didn’t seem to be a discernable difference between winning and losing.

Have the worst hand?  Get a restraint.  Win with a full house?  Get a restraint.  Fold?  You guessed it… more bondage… are you seeing a pattern here?  Despite all that, the game was actually pretty fun, and it was a creative way to get us ready for the real
 part of the party.

By the end of the game, I was wearing the armbinder, a huge ball gag harness, a vibrating egg and butt plug combo, and eighteen wide leather straps that practically cocooned me.  We hadn’t had time for much bondage modeling lately, so I wasn’t used to such restrictive restraints anymore, but I couldn’t complain… some of the others had it much worse.

Sherri got arm sleeves that matched the ones on her legs, forcing her to move around on her elbows and knees whenever they wanted to reposition her.  An inflatable gag, butt plug, and dildo filled her three holes, a leather discipline helmet was laced tight, and the tallest, most severe posture collar I’d ever seen held her head immobile.  Ruby was outfitted identically so they could play another game, but I’ll get to that in a moment.

Jo and Fi were also placed in identical bondage, with their wrists and elbows tied behind their backs, ring gags in their mouths, and four foot long spreader bars to keep their legs held wide apart.  They looked so open and vulnerable, especially when the wrist bind was tied off to a rope from above, forcing them to bend over in a tight strappado.

Rose was placed in a standing spread eagle between two posts, and to her surprise and indignation, Sadie was bound the same way as a punishment for starting the party without the rest of us.  In deference to her injured leg, Luna was tied face down over a padded bench, with her ass in the air, and her mouth at the perfect height for anyone who wanted to take Sadie’s advice from earlier.

Now that we were all taken care of, they began setting up the next game with Sherri and Ruby in the middle of the room.  Facing each other and set about five feet apart, plastic cups were arranged in a triangle on each of their backs, each with a small slip of paper inside.  It was a variation on beer pong, but what a difference it was!

Each cup on Sherri’s back held one of our names, and each one on Ruby’s held a surprise activity.  The first cup hit held Rose’s name, and the paper in the second read ‘tickle through three orgasms’.

I guess it could’ve been worse, but I was glad I didn’t get that one.  Master Paul knew Rose inside and out, and extended the session by keeping her on the edge for what probably felt like forever, while my Master and Mistress Jill went at her with fingers, feathers, brushes, and even an electric toothbrush!  Rose looked completely knackered by the time Master Paul finally let her have the requisite three orgasms, and they returned to Sherri and Ruby for the next round of bondage pong.

Luna ‘won’ the next round, with a game titled ‘Name that Cock’.  With Mistress Jill’s pussy mashed tight against her face to keep her from seeing, the guys would take turns behind her, and she had to identify which cock belonged to which Master.  They cheated by adding Gary into the mix, just so they could turn her ass red with a good spanking for each wrong guess, but it looked like a hell of a lot of fun for all five of them.  I was actually a little jealous of Luna.

Sadie drew a trivia challenge, and needed three correct answers before they’d let her go free.  If she got the question wrong, they’d spin a wheel with a different reward or punishment on each segment, and apply the result immediately before letting her guess again.  There were spaces for corporeal punishment, tickling, multiple orgasms, orgasm denial, spinner’s choice, and dozens more I couldn’t see.

With questions like ‘How many hairs were in Genghis Khan’s beard?’ or ‘Name all the living relatives of each member in the Commonwealth of Australia’s parliament’, it meant she was screwed, both figuratively and literally for the rest of the night.  They had their fun with her for quite some time, and turned her over to Gary (along with a box of at least a hundred question cards) when they decided they better keep things moving before the rest of us got bored.

Just for the record, this was only the second time they’d ever let Gary loose on someone, and on the last occasion, he’d cum eight times before he finally petered out.  I had a feeling he might try to break that record tonight, and throughout the whole rest of the day.

Fi and Jo got put into an orgasm control contest against each other, with the Masters switching their attention to a random orifice, based on the roll of a die.  Mistress Jill got in on the fun by wearing a strap on dildo, and kept the game going after both Masters had spent their seed.  (Jo eventually won, but the game didn’t really have a loser, since she rewarded both of them with many, many orgasms.)

My heart skipped a beat when I heard my name called, and Master amped up my nervousness by delaying his announcement of the game.  He showed it to the others, drawing gasps, giggles, sighs, and shaking of heads, but after the first couple of times, I recognized it as mostly theatrics.

“Grace gets to ride the Escape Coaster,” he finally announced.

Not having a clue what he was talking about, I was glad when he started explaining the rules, but I didn’t stay that way once I realized the scope of the challenge I faced.

“Simply put, your job is to escape your bonds,” he began.  “This is a timed challenge, and every minute you last without having an orgasm, we’ll remove one restraint, and of course it goes without saying we’ll add to your bondage every time you cum.  Both toys will be set to what we call ‘rollercoaster mode’, which means they’ll slowly go from zero to full power and back again in an endless cycle, until you’re completely free.”

While it sounded simple on the surface, my piercings had healed to the point where they were constantly itching, meaning I was hornier than ever.  If this ‘rollercoaster mode’ was as stimulating as I feared, the probability of lasting long enough to get out of these belts was somewhere around a million to one.

Watching the others go at it had left me frantic with the need to get some relief of my own.  As if the deck wasn’t already heavily stacked in his favor, he began kissing my lips, ears, and neck, and fondling my breasts while waiting for the timer to ding.  The only thing working in my favor was Mistress Jill went back to Luna, and Master Paul to Rose, so I only had to worry about my Master’s attentions.

Maybe I should let one slip by right at the start to help clear my mind, and then bear down and hold ‘em in so I could start losing straps.  As the power of the egg started climbing, I realized I didn’t actually have a choice; it was going to make me cum before it even hit full power, so I might as well ride it out and enjoy it.

As if my thought was the catalyst, the wave broke a moment later, enveloping me with a fire so scorching it almost felt real.  Having the vibrators still going on the upswing meant the flames burnt even longer and hotter than usual, and I swear it felt like my blood had turned into pleasure charged, liquid magma.

Master chuckled at how I’d had such a powerful orgasm so early, and slipped a blindfold over my eyes.  Shit… losing my sight always seemed to amplify every other sense, and not knowing where his lips or fingers were going to strike next made me feel ten times more helpless.  Damn the man… he knew exactly how to push my buttons for maximum effect.

I guess the mental fog caused by my afterglow made me lose track of time, since I felt him removing a belt from around my ankles.  It gave me a fresh surge of hope, but it also brought my mind back into focus on the sensations he was evoking in me.  It drove my ardor back onto the path towards the peak, especially since the vibrators were also increasing in intensity again.

I managed to keep control this time, although it was anything but easy.  I lost the second belt when the cycle finished and the timer dinged, but I knew I’d be getting some restraints back shortly, so I didn’t get my hopes up about winning just yet.  I lasted through the third and fourth belts through a sheer act of will, but then the dam burst into a string of short but powerful orgasms that erased all my progress.

It seemed to take forever before the explosions of ecstasy faded enough for me to reengage my brain, lock my body down, and take stock of what my absolute loss of control meant for me.  It was tough to tell while blindfolded, but I think he’d replaced all
 the belts I’d worked so hard to lose, and now it felt like he was sliding something over my legs as well.

Actually, it felt more like he was unrolling
 it up my legs, leading me to believe it was a larger, thicker, latex version of the armbinder I already wore.  It stopped just below my knees, and I felt the tugging that indicated two more straps going over top of it, which made me wonder if he was cheating, or if I’d really had that many orgasms in a row.

This wasn’t going well, and I began to panic a little, biting down hard on the rubber ball in my mouth to help make it through the most intense part of the cycle.  More tugs and a slight reduction in pressure told me I’d won one back when the timer dinged, but then he made me lose my concentration by pinching my nipples, and back on it went.

Shit… his hands never left my breasts, so someone else had come back to help with my bondage, tilting the scales even more in his favor.  A pair of mini-orgasm aftershocks got counted for my total as well, and the leg sheath was unrolled the rest of the way, completely encasing my legs right up to my hips.

I guess removing the leg sheath was too much of a pain in the ass, since they left it in place, and the three points I fought to get back got the two outer leg belts removed, and an original one from my upper body.  The next point I lost gave me a real surprise; ear plugs.

Now I’d lost one more sense, meaning there were no distractions possible anymore.  It was just my will against the vibrators and my Master’s sensual touch.  Shit… thinking like that caused me to lose total control again, and another string of firecrackers went off in my groin.

Now he paused in his relentless assault to help get my restraints caught up to my new score, and the two of them added more straps to my legs, a full face hood, and a posture collar.  I had a brief moment of amusement when I thought I was in such heavy encasement bondage now, they might not be able to tell when I came, but then another orgasm wracked my body, and I felt something rubber cover my chest.  Oh well… so much for wishful thinking.

It felt like a tight latex shirt they were wrapping around me… it might be a straitjacket, except with my arms welded tight to my back, the sleeves would be superfluous, and the crotch strap would be impossible to get between my legs.  I won back three of the leg straps while they buckled the jacket tight, but then came again and got a belt put over top of my already gagged and hooded mouth.  I think a mosquito could make more noise by farting than I could by screaming now.

What was I thinking a few minutes ago, about being so thoroughly encased they wouldn’t be able to tell when I came?  Well that became the case, but in reverse!

Now when I struggled, grunted, or even twitched, they assumed it was yet another orgasm, and added more belts than I could count.  If I had to guess, I’d say I now sported as many over top of my latex coverings as I did underneath them, but with one important difference… I was now strapped down to the bench I’d been lying on!

I wouldn’t find this out until much later, but at that point, they figured the game was over, so they stopped trying to keep score.  Instead, they began adding to the layers holding me immobile, as a way of demonstrating their favorite mummification techniques.

I was layered in vet wrap, ace bandages, plastic wrap, duct tape, and rope soaked with liquid latex.  Through it all, the relentless toys kept doing their job of ripping orgasm after orgasm out of me, but I doubt they could tell, since there wasn’t a single muscle left on my body I could move.

I was also told I hadn’t actually been encased that long before they cut me free, but I’ll have to take their word for it, since I fell so completely into subspace, they thought I’d passed out.  I hoped someday Master would let me watch the video of the game, since it was something I knew I’d never, ever forget!

###


Volume 6: The Ponygirl Competition

Final Preparations

After nearly two months of living the life as a ponygirl on the Onager Puella ranch, the time and effort Master Oliver had put into my training was about to be put to the test.  Their international ponygirl competition was about to begin, and not only was it the biggest event of the year, but it would be the first time I’d be appearing in public as a ponygirl.

My Master called me ‘skittish’ or ‘high strung’, but the plain fact of the matter was I was scared shitless about it.  My attitude towards public nudity and even sex had changed drastically in the last seven weeks, but some remnant of my former life still lived in my hindbrain, and it was screaming that prancing naked, bound, gagged, and controlled in front of complete strangers was wrong
.

Still… I knew I’d be going through with it because it was my Master’s decision, and I had no say in the matter.  I still had three hundred and sixteen days left on the contract I’d signed, and until it was over, I was his to command.  Right now, that command was ‘hold still, dammit!’

Holding still wasn’t usually a problem, since I was always restrained for my morning feeding, shower, and enema, but today was different.  I was still restrained, of course, bent over the washing rail with my arms tied off to the sides and my legs held wide with a spreader bar, but I usually didn’t have so many things happening to me at once.

I had a feeding tube stuck into my ball gag, and it was a thicker sludge than normal, so I had to actually make an effort to suck it down this morning.  That normally wouldn’t have been so bad, but I also had a huge enema filling me from the other end, and the cramping was making me not want to swallow.  I wondered if I was extra jittery because he added coffee to the enema bag, but it wasn’t something I could ask even if I wasn’t gagged.

While that was going on inside me, my Master and his personal assistant Sadie were fixing up my hair like never before.  He normally kept my long, blonde tresses in a simple ponytail, but for the opening ceremonies, he wanted something special.  Working as a team, they were braiding and wrapping gold wire into the hair around my scalp so it would stay at an upwards angle off the back of my head, allowing it to cascade freely behind me and not stick to my back.

Either chance or good planning had everything finished at about the same time, so after a final lower body wash, I was taken from the shower stall, and brought into the common area for outfitting.  My ponygirl ‘sisters’ were already there and almost ready, thanks to the guests sharing our accommodations this month.

Mistress Jill and her sub Sherri were working on Ruby and Luna almost like an assembly line, while Master Paul and Rose were doing the same on Fiona and Josephine.  Having a guest Master and Mistress staying in the loft above us usually meant a tougher time for us ponygirls, but the additional hands sure helped out on a day like today.

They also had a slave named Gary who ranked even below us ponies helping them all, and while I had enough trials and tribulations of my own to deal with, I had to admit I felt a little sorry for him this morning.  He customarily wore a cage around his cock that made getting an erection quite
 uncomfortable, and I could tell he really had to fight it today, having to work closely around all the naked flesh on display.

As usual, my first piece of apparel was my pony boots.  At first, I’d hated the heelless ballet style boots, and could barely walk in the strict en pointe position they forced my feet into.  The human body is surprisingly adaptable, though, and after wearing them near twenty-four/seven for so long, it felt unnatural on the odd occasion when I wasn’t
 wearing them.

This pair was a gorgeous, dark blue so shiny it almost looked liquid, with white and deep red accents around the laces, seams, and the integral cuffs.  Based on what I could see of the other girl’s tack, red, white, and blue seemed to be our theme for today, although I wasn’t sure if it was meant to be for the USA in general, or for Texas where the ranch was located.  I guess it didn’t matter.

When the knee-high boots were laced tight, Master had me try a few practice steps to test them out.  New boots usually sucked until they were properly broken in, but to my delight I found these fit almost like a second skin, and were absolutely perfect!  Even the little horseshoe on the bottom seemed lighter than usual, and I wanted to see what I could do at a gallop while wearing these masterpieces.

That would have to wait, though, since we were on a tight schedule.  My bridle came next, and I automatically opened my mouth to accept the leather wrapped bit when it was brought to my lips.  This one wasn’t as fat as some of the ones I’d had to wear, but I wouldn’t exactly call it comfortable, since the smaller size meant it was pulled deeper into my mouth, and it pinched at the corners.  I definitely wouldn’t be missing any of the Master’s rein commands today!

Once all those little straps were buckled properly, Master hooked a ceiling chain to the rings on my new wrist cuffs, and pulled my hands high above my head.  I wasn’t usually restrained this way unless he was going to use a corset, and sure enough, Sadie pulled one out of a box before he’d finished stretching me out.

This one was quite small, and I just don’t mean in what it covered.  It started at the top of my hips and ended a few inches short of my breasts, making it more girdle-like than the corsets I was used to, but my real concern was with the diameter.  I’d never worn such a narrow one before, and I swear I heard my ribs creak whenever he reefed on the laces.

It felt like it was cutting me in half when he gave me a few minutes to get used to it, and to my dismay, he said we still had another inch to go!  While I learned how to breathe without being able to draw a breath, he began laying out my harness.

This one was fairly simple, as such things go, being nothing more than a handful of straps that went over my shoulders, and both above and below my breasts.  A ring at the center of my chest connected them all, and the buckles behind me were pulled snug, but not overly tight.

My new collar wasn’t exactly a full-blown posture collar, but it was tall enough to dig in if I tried to lower my chin too far.  Not being able to see where I was putting my feet had given me a lot of trouble until I learned to trust my Master’s guidance, but I was quite used to it by now, so this one wouldn’t be a problem.

Master had to use some sort of tool to finish closing the corset, as well as a foot on my back for more leverage.  Holy shit this thing was tight!  Once again, I was left desperately gasping for air, and wondered if it was more than I’d be able to handle once we began moving around.

I didn’t know what he was doing at first, but then I figured out Master was cutting off the silver rings running through my nipples, labia, and clit.  I’d been pierced early last month to match the other girls on my team, and I guess I was getting an upgrade.

My new ones were actually quite beautiful, made of gold instead of silver, and were of a heavier gauge than the last ones as well.  On the end of the ring was a thin chain that had three gemstones set in it… red, white, and blue, of course… and ended in a small golden bell.  My new clit ring matched the ones adorning my nipples, but the four for my labia were plain gold, and much bigger than the others.

Sadie took close up pictures of my crotch and boobs, and showed it to me, while Master lowered my arms for the next-to-last item I’d be wearing; the armbinder.  Based on how severe my corset was, I fully expected the sleeve to crush my elbows together once it was laced tight, but luckily it stopped when they’d just barely touched.  It was a small mercy, but one I was extremely grateful for.

The last item was the tail that perfectly matched the color of my real hair, and had been recently cleaned and groomed to perfection.  I had to admit I liked the way it looked when I wiggled my ass and it swished around, but I don’t think I’d ever get used to the fat butt plug that held it in place.

Once my tail was in place, Master went to install the tails in the other ponies, making it seem like some sort of ceremony.  Thanks to the additional help, we had a little time to spare before having to move out, so Master let us move around the stable and loosen up a little.

The guest ponygirls, Rose and Sherri, were already stretching their legs in the back exercise area, and with seven of us ponies vying for space, I elected to stay in the center aisle for my workout.  We had just enough time to work the kinks out before we were oiled down, had a bit of makeup applied, and our tack given a final polish.  Sadie spent a little more time than necessary when she rubbed in the oil between my legs, but that was par for the course with her, and I would’ve been surprised if she didn’t
 take advantage of the opportunity.

Master attached the reins to our bits and led us outside in pairs.  Ruby and I were first, since we were on the back row of the four pony cart, with Fi and Jo up front.  Luna was something of a fifth wheel at the moment, and was recently recovered from a nasty leg injury as well, so she had her reins attached to the back of the cart and would be simply led along behind us all.

Sherri was hooked up to a sulky to pull her Mistress, but Master Paul elected to walk behind Rose, since she specialized in the more artistic dressage events.  As we started down the path to the racetrack, I couldn’t help but think we made a pretty impressive parade on our own, and that it was a shame there were no spectators inside the compound to see us.

As soon as the thought crossed my mind, I realized most of my nervousness had evaporated now that we were actually moving, and I couldn’t wait to get out there.  The ponygirl competition was about to begin, and I was fully ready to do everything I could to make my Master proud!


Ponygirls on Parade

“Welcome everyone, to the sixteenth annual Onager Puella ponygirl and ponyboy show!” Lady Scarlett’s voice boomed out through the speakers around the track.  “I’d like to thank everyone in attendance this year, professional, amateur, and spectator alike, and I hope you enjoy the festivities we have planned for the next seven days as much as I will.”

All the ponies and their handlers participating this year were waiting in a staging area, and that was the cue for the first group to move out to the track.  The amateurs and part timers were going first, and there were a lot more of them than I thought there’d be.

Very few wore the elaborate kind of tack we did, and some of them were even wearing street clothes, but it still made for an impressive sight when the group moved out.  They were here for the pure fun of it, and I applauded them for the courage it took to do this kind of thing.

I was too far down the line to see anything happening on the track, but the cheering and applause from the crowd meant they were appreciative of the show they were putting on.  They were given about fifteen minutes to strut their stuff, and then the Lady Scarlett had them line up for introductions, which took even longer.

“Now I’d like to present the first of our international competitors, Masters Archer and Talbot, along with Mistress Ophelia and their British Pony team!”

The UK contingent started moving out as soon as God Save the Queen began blaring through the speakers, the lead ponyboy sporting their flag on a tall pole running up from behind his back.  The French, Italian, and Canadian groups were next, and by now enough people had cleared out of the staging area for me to see what was going on.

The amateurs were lined up on the section of grass track in front of the grandstands, and the international teams were circling the outer track at a slow enough pace to allow them to properly show off their high step gait.  It looked impressive already, and the three biggest teams had yet to take to the track!

“Next, I’d like you to put your hands together for Master Fuji and his Japanese ponygirl team as they march to the beat of Kimigayo
!”

At the first note of the song, the team moved in flawless unison, bells on their hooves ringing out in a perfect complement to their national anthem.  They were one of our biggest competitors for the team dressage event, and such amazing teamwork would be hard to match.

“I’d like you all to give a warm welcome to the last of our international guests, Master Cole, Mistress Ivy, and their award-winning German team!”

If I thought the Japan team moved flawlessly, it was nothing compared to the Germans.  They not only marched out in perfect sync, but when they hit the track they also started doing some complicated crossover maneuvers that had the crowd on their feet in appreciation for the unexpected display of precision marching.

“And last but not least, I’d like to present the local talent, gathered here today from stables across the country.”

Rose was our flag bearer and led the way, followed by the other ponies on foot, then the ones pulling sulkies, buggies, troikas, and finally Master Isaac and us with our four ponygirl wagons.  We were the largest team here, and had to take the high line to keep from interfering with the others already crowding the track, although some of the free running ponygirls broke formation to do the parade routines they’d trained for.

At the end of our song and introductions, everyone was lined up in front of the grandstand for a bow to the judges and spectators, and then we were all led to the track interior for a sort of informal meet and greet affair.  We were released from the cart and allowed to mingle, but were ordered not to wander off, since Master might need to make introductions or provide demonstrations.

A lot of the amateurs did come over for advice, or to offer compliments and wish us luck, and I had to provide countless examples of proper form, following rein, voice, and whip commands, the correct way to do the high-step, and how to do the combination curtsey/bow without falling on my nose.  It was actually a lot of fun, and I was glad to help those who didn’t have the benefit of twenty-four/seven training like I did.

We had to endure a fair amount of groping and fondling as well, especially from the judges once they made their way over to us.  The parade wasn’t just for show, and everyone participating was being judged on their performance, appearance, tack, comportment, posture, form, control, and obedience.  One of the judges even kept his hand up my snatch for so long, I almost had an orgasm!

The German team won the laurels for being best in the opening ceremony, and I wished I could’ve booed without earning a severe flogging.  As far as I was concerned, Mistress Ivy the bitch was public enemy number one, and I hated seeing her succeed.

A ponygirl wearing shorts and a tank top won best form from an amateur, and was rewarded with a set of real tack made here on the ranch.  After a bit of cheering and jeering from the crowd, she stripped off her clothes and allowed Flynn the tack master to help outfit her properly.

She blushed furiously the whole time, but at least her new gear included a harness that covered her nether regions, and even with her breasts still exposed, she seemed proud to display her new tack.  She also won a set of pony boots and a tail to match her hair, but Flynn had to make those special, so it’d take a few days before they were ready.

Each of the other amateurs also got a gift of their Master’s or Mistress’s choice, most of which were immediately applied.  Nipple clamp bells, bits, harnesses, tails in stock colors, and a wide variety of restraints were handed out freely as part of the advertising for the new product lines I was originally hired to model.

Apparently, there was a booth somewhere with the higher end items on display, and videos of me modeling the stuff running on a loop, which was why so many people were coming up to me instead of my ponygirl sisters.  I fervently hoped they cut out the embarrassing parts where I was forced into multiple orgasms during my bondage, but didn’t think it was too likely since sex helps sell anything better, and everything they sold was ultimately designed to be highly erotic in nature.

I didn’t think they really needed the extra income, since the people running the ranch seemed to be swimming in money, but I’d overheard the Lady Scarlett tell my Master that competition week would eat up all fifty grand worth of their monthly budget.  It seemed like an unfathomable amount of money to me, but I guess running a place like this came at a price.

I guess I shouldn’t worry too much about my video, since they’d see what they’d see, and it wasn’t as if sex was taboo around here.  Heck… at least three ponygirls had been used for oral sex with their Masters, and one was currently bent over the track fence and getting it from behind.  Now that I thought of it, I was a little surprised Master hadn’t done the same with one of us.

Looking over at him, I saw he was in a heated conversation with the Lady Scarlett and the Bitch, so I casually sidled a little closer so I could listen in on what was happening now.  Master definitely
 looked unhappy about something.

“… We simply don’t have the time this week,” I heard Master say, once I got in range.

“It’s the whole reason she’s here in the first place,” Lady Scarlett replied.

“The ridiculous amount of money her upkeep is costing is why it needs to be done now, while we have all these potential customers here,” Bitchface stated.

“It’ll ruin any chance of a proper performance,” Master argued.

“Fun is fun, but business is business.  I’m sorry Oliver, but I think I need to side with Ivy on this one.  Did you know there are people asking to have their picture taken with her?  Others even want her autograph, if you can believe such a thing!”

“Ivy’s just doing this because she’s worried about my team beating hers!”

“I’ve seen your so-called team in action, Oliver, and they have about as much chance of winning as Scarlett does of joining a convent!”

“It’s done,” Lady Scarlett snapped.  “Look, Oliver… I’ll make sure she’s brought back to your stable as early as possible each night so she can get some rest, but as of this moment, she’s officially on the clock.  I want Grace put on display before we break for lunch, or we might have to rethink our arrangement.”

Wait, what?  They were talking about me?

“Fine,” Master sighed, looking defeated.  “We’ll be there momentarily.”

“Come here, Grace,” he said without turning, once Scarlett and the bitch had walked away.

I guess my eavesdropping hadn’t gone unnoticed, but at least he didn’t seem to be angry with me.

“It seems like your fans have spoken,” he murmured, as he clipped a set of reins to my bit.  “For the rest of the week, you’ll be spending your time modeling all the shiny new tack Flynn’s worked so hard on.”

This was a disaster.  There were still parts of our dressage routine we needed to work on, and spending my days on display would pretty much destroy any chance we had of winning.  Heck, if the bondage was as severe as it was during my other modeling sessions, I might not be able to even walk in a straight line, let alone race or march with precision.  We were screwed.


Put on Display

On a positive note, the display area was next to the grandstands, so I’d be able to watch some of the events… when my eyes weren’t covered by blinkers, masks, or hoods, that is.  That was the only good thing about my current predicament, though.

With too many of his own obligations to take care of, Master Oliver had to leave me in the not-so-caring hands of the ranch manager Norma, her assistant Betty, Maurice the photographer, Flynn the tack master, and a blacksmith named Rhys.  Once the five of them had me in their clutches, they wasted no time in demonstrating the myriad of items they had for pain, pleasure, and restraint.

Not wanting a potentially disobedient pony on their hands, the first thing they did was hook a battery pack to the back of my corset, so they could send shocks to the butt plug up my ass if I gave them any trouble.  Since the carrot and stick training method was the most commonly used here at the ranch, the second thing they did was shove a fat dildo up my hoo-hah, connecting it to the same power source.

By their way of thinking, a horny ponygirl is a sexy ponygirl, so they set the vibrator to run on a low, teasing setting to keep me worked up, and made sure it wouldn’t fall out by locking my labia rings together with horseshoe shaped padlocks.  They promised me frequent rewards for good behavior, but I wasn’t sure if having an orgasm while posing for pictures in front of strangers was really a reward I wanted.

They even came up with a way for me to ‘autograph’ the pictures they took and printed out on the spot, by pulling the bit deeper into my mouth and applying lipstick above and below it.  A few people wanted a hoof print autograph as well, so they found a large ink pad I could step on to accommodate them.  I found it all a little degrading, but it wasn’t like I had any say in the matter.

I spent the first hour bent over in a tight strappado, with a spreader bar holding my ankles far too wide apart for my liking, since it left me completely exposed and vulnerable for pictures, demonstrations, and almost non-stop groping by everyone who came in range.  As bad as it was to have my picture taken while someone rubbed my clit or pinched my nipples, the hands-on demonstrations were even worse.

Every fifteen minutes or so, Norma would select something from the table of floggers, canes, whips, and riding crops, and demonstrate their proper use on me, finishing off by picking people at random and letting them try for themselves how fine the equipment was.  They were warned not to break the skin or leave any deep bruises, but far too many of the blows were applied with great zeal, and it wasn’t long before I was marked up from tits to toes.

On a side note, we sold out of riding crops within half an hour, so I guess it was an effective sales tactic.

When I was finally released from the strappado, Betty reminded Norma I was supposed to be getting some exercise today, so it was time to let some lucky guests have the chance to ride in a sulky.  They changed my tack to give me a chance to recover from being in the stringent strappado for so long, and luck seemed to be with me on this one, since the new gear was much more comfortable.  Or at least it was less uncomfortable, if you want to be precise.

The rib-bending corset was replaced with a normal waist belt, although one that had been exquisitely decorated, and the dildo was finally removed, giving me a much needed break from its relentless stimulation.  My new harness and bridle were black, except where the tooling had left the natural leather exposed, and it actually looked like it was cut completely out, since my tanned skin was the exact same shade.  It was pretty cool.

My shoulders got some relief from the armbinder I’d been wearing all day, when they changed it for the equally restrictive, but much more tolerable box tie pouch.  Having my arms held hand-to-elbow was much
 better than having my arms crushed together.

Never one to miss an advertising opportunity, Norma decided to deck me out in bells.  She gave me bell earrings, added nipple clamp bells to the ones already decorating my piercings, hung one off each labia ring, put about a dozen on my boots, and clipped a bunch more on some of the unused D-rings adorning my harness.  I wore so many bells, you could probably hear me coming from a mile away!

Norma had the foresight to change my bit to a fatter one that had plenty of padding on it, since inexperienced hands might pull on the reins much harder than necessary when they tried to steer me around.  To be honest, the reins were only there to give them the full experience, since my route was a simple hundred yard oval, and I could’ve walked it without any guidance.

It actually would’ve been an easy hour if it wasn’t for one unexpected feature of the sulky they were demonstrating, which was the way it attached to me.  Rather than pulling from between two poles like usual, this sulky had one that ran between my legs, with a ribbed dildo sticking up near the end!

Heavy rubber straps connected the pole to my waist belt to take most of the load, but they had just enough give in them that the dildo bounced in and out of me by about an inch with each step I took.  I had my first orgasm at the end of the third lap, and interest in getting a ride took a dramatic upswing at that point.

Sales also increased exponentially, since Betty came up with the idea of prioritizing rides to those who spent over five hundred bucks, and Maurice volunteered to record it all on video for them as a souvenir.  Flynn eventually had to intervene and call for a change when my legs became too weak from the hard work of pulling the sulky, not to mention the six orgasms I’d had while doing so!

Since my last hour had been so physically exhausting, they decided to let me spend the next one resting comfortably, as they called it, to the amusement of the crowd.  ‘Resting comfortably’ meant a tight leather straitjacket that covered me like a second skin, a matching discipline hood with integral pear gag, and a tall posture collar.

They had no problem getting a volunteer to remove my tail and replace it with a slightly larger butt plug, and almost caused a riot when they asked for another three to help insert the trio of ben wa balls into my already sore pussy.  It had to have been Rhys who pulled the crotch strap of my jacket tight, since he actually lifted me off the ground by it, forcing the plug even deeper up my ass in the process.

Now can you see why the crowd was amused at Norma’s idea of ‘resting comfortably’?

They did give me at least a token bit of comfort by changing my pose every few minutes, and whenever I was kneeling or sitting there was a mat below me, so it wasn’t all
 bad.  I guess.

The worst part of my new situation was I rarely knew what was coming my way.  Hands would randomly pinch, poke, prod, fondle, grope, or grab anywhere they could reach, and a few times people thought it would be funny to block off the nose holes which were currently my only source of air.  There were too many people around for things to get really dangerous, but it still scared the shit out of me whenever it happened.

There were also plenty more corporeal punishment demonstrations, and a few of how well I could still follow commands while completely blind.  Using crop and voice, she had me turn and bow in each direction, trot in place with the proper high step, and even go through an impromptu obstacle course.  It was fairly basic stuff, but the crowd was duly impressed, and I was good at it, even with the ben wa balls distracting me.

Once I was well ‘rested’, they changed me back into a more conventional, but much more severe ponygirl outfit with a harness that wrapped so tightly around the base of my tits, they started to turn purple.  My arms were bound behind me in a reverse prayer position that started to ache before they’d even finished buckling the straps, and my new bridle had one of those evil clamshell bits that painfully dug into the roof of my mouth whenever the reins were tugged.

Egged on by the crowd, Norma added a set of nipple clamps that connected to the sides of my bit with thin chains, used a heavier set of horseshoe padlocks to connect my labia rings, and tied a bullet vibrator to my clit piercing.  Any one of these torments would’ve been bad enough on their own, but put together, it was almost more than I could handle, especially once she started lunging me.

As I trotted in a tight circle, Norma encouraged those around me to try out the floggers we still had plenty of, or to see what kind of reaction the remotes for my butt plug and vibrator drew out of me.  To add insult to injury, this all happened while there was a break in the competition, so someone decided to feed the video of me to the big screen.  Everyone in the grandstands watched while I pranced, yelped, groaned, and came time and time again.

It was the Lady Scarlett herself who realized things had gone a little too far at this point, and summarily gave the order for me to be taken back to my stable before I keeled over, and in my opinion, not a moment too soon.  Even bound as I was, I fell asleep moments after being loaded into the back of a cart, and didn’t wake up until I was lying on a blanket in the soft straw of my stall with all my restraints gone.

Seeing I was finally awake, Master carried me over to the hot tub and helped me inside, where all my ponygirl sisters were waiting to help massage away my aches and pains.  I even got to eat real food for a change, although I was too wiped out to truly appreciate the delicacies he fed me by hand a bite at a time.

Their combined ministrations revived me enough so Master Oliver could give me the ultimate reward, and with more hands than I could count caressing my body, he made slow, glorious love to me right there in the tub.  My final orgasm of the day drained me more than any other I’d ever had, but when he laid me down to bed, I fell asleep content and slept peacefully until morning.


Race Day

I felt surprisingly good when I awoke and was led through my morning exercises.  Despite my hard handling yesterday, I’d recovered faster than expected, and felt ready to face the day.  I only hoped my body was as willing as my mind, since today was a race day, and it was going to take all we had to beat Master Isaac and his undefeated ponygirl team.

Technically, we had three teams to beat, but according to Master, the French team was primarily interested in putting on a sexy show, and the Canadians were just here to have some fun.  Unless something went drastically wrong during qualifying, it was going to be us against Master Isaac in the finals later this week.

Nothing was going to go wrong on our end.  Master hooked us up to the cart for a spin around the compound before breakfast, and we were working flawlessly as a team.  He didn’t take us up to full speed, of course, since he didn’t want to risk an injury this close to the event, but the power was there, ready to be unleashed.

Once he was convinced we were as ready as we could be, he took us back to the stable for a breakfast of strawberry oatmeal, a long, hot shower, and only a single enema for once.  Well… call it an enema and a half, because just before he installed out tails, he had Sadie use a syringe the size of a turkey baster to add a little something extra.

I hadn’t known this before, but apparently, a person can absorb nutrients and stay hydrated by absorbing fluids through the colon.  Sadie had prepared a simple mix of saline, glucose, and electrolytes to help get us through the day.

My harness was the same red, white, and blue affair from yesterday, but had an additional leather piece that went underneath my boobs.  It was barely noticeable, but offered a little extra support like an underwire bra, while still allowing for the jiggling jugs effect the judges liked.  Was under-leather a real word?  Probably not, but that’s what it was.

I was both pleased and relieved to find that the corset he laced on wasn’t the same rib crusher as yesterday, although it looked the same.  The important difference was I could actually breathe in this thing, since it had an elastic feel to it, rather than rigid boning.

Combined with the smaller bit and ultra-light titanium horseshoes, running would be a thousand times easier than normal.  Actually, make that two thousand times easier, since the streamlined competition wagon we’d be pulling today was only half the weight of our practice cart.

There had been times in the past when I’d resented how hard our Master had worked us during our training sessions.  He’d added weights to our hooves, piled heavy sandbags in the cart, and made us slog through loose sand or sticky mud for hours at a time, just to build up our strength and endurance.  He compared it to the weighted rings baseball players added to their bats to build up their swing, and now that all the excess restrictions were gone from us, I felt like we could almost fly!

It would have been nice if Master had changed out the armbinder for a box tie pouch or simple side restraints, but apparently more restrictive bondage earned extra points in the judgess eyes, and could be the difference between winning or losing in a side by side finish.  No matter… I was ready to kick some ass, and I knew my ponygirl sisters were too.

The racing wagon had been brought around to the front of the stable, and Master had us line up along the hitching post for a brief ceremony.  With Sadie’s assistance, he hung the Texas state flag from a post at the back left corner, an American flag in the middle, and the ranch flag on the back right.  (The ranch flag was a horseshoe with crossed riding crops.)

Once we were in the traces, our Master had Sadie, Mistress Jill, and Master Paul help oil us up with sunscreen, give our tack a final polish, and attach bright red feathers to the top of our head harnesses.  I couldn’t wait to watch the video of our race, since I was sure we’d never looked better.

Luna wasn’t on our wagon team, so they put her in front of a lightweight sulky for Sadie’s use.  At only four foot six, and even with her ginormous double-D jugs, she couldn’t have weighed more than seventy-five or eighty pounds, so there wasn’t much risk of her weight putting much strain on Luna’s recovering leg.

Wanting to make an impressive appearance at the track, Rose and Sherri were also pulling sulkies, and Gary the gimp was running in front of us all with a backpack that blew multicolor strips of paper into the air.  The crowd loved it, and for some reason, their enthusiastic cheering made me think I was entering into an ancient Roman gladiator ring or chariot race.  Yes, my nerves were making my imagination run wild… sue me.

The sulkies had to veer off into the pits when we hit the track, since their events would come in between our heats, and they’d get their own chance to show off.  This was the time for the wagon races, and after a single display lap around the oval, we were taken to the staging lanes for the quarter mile sprints.

The track manager had us stage in the front right position next to the French team.  That meant Master Isaac would race against the Canadian team after our run, but since this was double elimination ‘drag race’ style racing, it was almost certain we’d be facing the Canucks as well… if they ever got here, that is.  It’s entirely possible they’d tapped a keg for breakfast, and forgot to show up for the race.

They hadn’t, of course, but since I was actually born in Canada, I couldn’t help but have teasing thoughts like that once in a while.  As soon as they took their place in the staging lanes, the track manager called us and the French team up to the starting line.

The track was constructed out of red clay, and I dug my hoof into it to see what it was like today.  Sometimes it was loose, and almost like running through sand, and other times it was wet and difficult to get traction in.  Today it was absolutely perfect.

Completely bone dry, it hadn’t been run on enough to break the surface layer down, so it would be almost like running on concrete.  I pawed the dirt to scrape away any loose pebbles, and then ground the tip of my horseshoes in to give me a tiny bit of extra purchase for my first step, almost like a runner’s starting blocks.

Master Oliver was making his own preparations, tugging my head slightly as he adjusted his grip on our reins.  In a perfect world, he shouldn’t need to use the reins at all, but the world was far from perfect, and so was the track.

Once we got up to speed, you’d be amazed how far the wagon could get out of line from even the smallest imperfection in the racing surface, so he was constantly giving us little corrective tugs.  It was very much needed, since during any serious run, I kept my head down and relied entirely on his skill to keep us pointed in the right direction.

Introductions were made by the Lady Scarlett, but I closed my eyes and tuned out everything except for my breathing, and a slight bounce to my legs.  We’d get two warning beeps before the gun went off, and I was moving at the expected rhythm to try and prepare myself as much as I could.

A slight tightening of the reins gave me the warning that we were about to begin, and then faster than I’d expected, I heard the countdown.  As soon as the gun went off, so did the four of us, with my sisters matching my steps perfectly.  It might’ve just been the massive amounts of adrenaline pumping through my system, but it seemed we got up to speed faster than ever before, and even with blinders eliminating my peripheral vision, I knew we were ahead of the other team.

Running like this had a certain simple purity behind it.  Dig in with the tip of the horseshoe, lean and push, pull the trailing leg forward, and plant it down flat for the next step.  Lean a hair sideways to counter any lateral movement in the yoke or pull on the reins, and just step, step, step.

I thought we were running a near perfect race until I felt the steady pressure on my bit that signaled a stop, and wondered what had gone wrong.  As the reins pulled my head up and I got a look at where we were, I realized nothing was actually wrong… the race was already over, and we’d won by a mile!

“Coming in at one minute and twenty-two seconds, I give you the winner of heat number one!” Lady Scarlett said.

As soon as our Master turned us onto the return road, he signaled he wanted a passage gait, and we slipped into the high-step trot as a sort of victory lap.  The crowd cheered us all the way back to the pits, where Sadie was waiting with cool towels and plenty of water.

We got to watch Master Isaac and the Canadians run while we rested, and to my surprise, he only beat them by half a wagon length.  Maybe the Canadians were going to provide some serious competition this year.

It didn’t change anything from my point of view, since our next heat was against them as expected, and my job was just to run.  That would come a little later, though, since now it was time for the sulkies to run.

Like us, they each got a single parade lap around the oval while introductions were made, but there were many, many more sulky teams competing, so it took quite a while before they filled the staging lanes.  While it might’ve felt like I’d been a ponygirl forever, this was the first time I’d actually seen a real race, and I was completely caught up in the excitement of it all.

Even when I didn’t know either of the racers, I’d pick one to cheer for, and whinny as loudly as I could for encouragement.  (A whinny was the only acceptable way for me to cheer without earning a beating.)

I was disappointed when Rose lost her race, since we’d become quite good friends over the last month, but Sherri made up for it by completely blowing away the girl she raced against.  To be quite honest, watching the races were the most fun I’d ever had, other than when the Master had his dick up my snatch!

As expected, we faced the Canadians next, and I was even more nervous than last time.  They’d proven themselves to be serious contenders, and it would take a real effort to beat them.

We were in good position, though, since we’d had a longer rest than they did, and were in the best shape of our lives.  I’m sure the Canucks were fit, but there was no way they’d been trained as thoroughly as we’d been, so I was cautiously optimistic.

I think my heart missed a beat when the starting gun went off, but my feet sure didn’t; I dug in with everything I had, and so did the rest of my team.  I’ll never know if we won because we were so amped up, or if the Canadians had ‘shot their load’ in the first race, but either way, we kicked their asses, guaranteeing us a spot in the finals.

Master stopped us halfway down the return road so we could watch the next heat from trackside, and the thunder of their hooves as they passed us was awe inspiring.  I knew a wagon race was fast, but I had no idea how much power we were actually putting out until just now.

Master Isaac won, of course, but once again it was a much closer race than expected from the reigning champ.  In fact, the time for our first race was the fastest of the day!  I was quite proud of that fact until we got back to the pits, and I heard Master cursing and swearing under his breath.

“What’s wrong, boss?” Sadie asked him.

“I’m a fucking idiot,” he swore, kicking a water bottle at least three stalls down.  “I was so worried about getting into the finals, I forgot the final two contenders have to go against each other for lane choice and extra points.”

“What’s the problem?  We’re kicking ass and taking names!”

“The problem is Isaac’s been coasting, and I’ve been an idiot.  While we’ve been running full tilt, he’s been winning by just enough to get him by, so his ponies are still at full strength, and he’s going to crush us in the final race of the day.  That’ll let him take the inside lane on the oval for the championship race, and getting past him once he’s on the prime lane will be damn near impossible!”

“Well, it ain’t over until it’s over,” she replied, shrugging and grabbing some fresh water bottles for us.

“It might as well as be.  He outplayed me, and that’s that.”

Sure enough, we lost to Master Isaac’s team by more than a wagon length, and had to face the humiliation of being strung up for a flogging, while they got to enjoy a celebratory orgasm.  It was a public way of showing the price of failure and reward for success, and I wished more than anything our roles would’ve been reversed.

The flogging didn’t actually hurt too
 badly, but the humiliation was almost more than I could bear after riding high all day.  I didn’t know how we’d do it, but I was determined to beat them come race day, no matter what it took.


Dressage Disaster

We were a subdued herd in the stables that night.  Yes, we’d made it to the finals, but if our Master’s analysis was correct, we didn’t stand a chance of winning the big race.  It kinda sucked to be us right now, but, as Sadie said, it wasn’t over until it was over, and there was still a slim chance we could pull it off.

Worrying about that could wait for a few days, though.  Right now, I had another public appearance to make, and while Master would be by my side to make sure nothing too extreme happened this time, it was still going to be a chore.

Punishments and rewards were usually quite simple on the ranch, and since Norma and Betty had drastically overstepped their bounds with me yesterday, they got to personally model all of the really stringent outfits and positions I normally would’ve been stuck with.  Master even took me over to watch while Norma was suspended by her breasts, hair, and hammerlock tied arms, which was disgustingly gratifying to watch.

One of her ideas had met with overwhelming approval, though, which was giving out free pony rides.  Master kept the four of us on the yoke of the racing wagon so we could give more than one person a ride at a time, and coincidentally get in a little bit of extra practice.  Master could be quite clever sometimes.

I got to watch most of the day’s main events this way, since the attendees always wanted to watch the performances as well, so it was a double bonus as far as I was concerned.  Sherri kicked a tremendous amount of ass in all the freestyle running events, although Rose had a surprising stumble in both of her solo dressage routines.

She’d been so heavily favored to win that an inquisition was called to see if she’d deliberately thrown the events, but even the most stone cold judge couldn’t dispute the honest tears of shame and disappointment that covered her face.  They assigned her a closing ceremony punishment, but grudgingly allowed her to progress to the next round since a slim Ukrainian beauty did a face plant while attempting a complicated spin, and knocked herself out cold.

I felt a little sorry for her, but only a little, since she was back on her feet in a few minutes, and Rose was my friend.  Jo ran one of the sulky races, and both Ruby and Fiona competed in the free running sprints, but none of them even placed this year.  It was a major bummer, but I guess we’d spent too much time on team events for them to practice their solo stuff properly, so it wasn’t much of a surprise.

It was almost a guarantee their failure would earn them a public screwing, but since that was one of the closing ceremony highlights, it wasn’t anything new.  One way or another, the judges made sure the crowd got a memorable show from each and every participant.

I would’ve been in the same boat myself, but apparently, my modeling duties had saved me from at least a few indignations.  Or at least I hoped so… the event judges had a way of giving the crowd the kind of show they were expecting, so one way or another, they’d probably come up with a way for me to earn myself a public reaming… or whipping… or both.

All in all, it was a pretty bad day for everyone except the German and Japanese teams, who pretty much dominated all the dressage events, and at least half the races.  Once again, we were a dejected group when we returned to our stable, except this time it was Rose who needed a shoulder to cry on.  Actually, she might need a shoulder to lean
 on… and I mean that literally; she was definitely a little unsteady on her feet, and I wasn’t the only one to notice.

“Is something wrong with her?” Sadie asked, helping her to sit down.

“She looks like she might be coming down with something,” Master Paul said, squatting and removing her bit.  “Are you okay, dear?”

“I’m not sure,” she replied.  “I feel light headed, lethargic, and a little dizzy.”

“Her pupils are dilated!” Sadie exclaimed, pulling her phone out of her lab coat.  “I’ll get the doc to come over ASAP with his kit.”

Master put us all in our stalls to give them some room, and maybe to separate us in case Rose had something contagious.  Not that separating us now would do much good.  We’d lived, worked, and played together almost constantly over the last month, so if Rose had something, chances are we all did.

I fervently hoped it was just a mild heat stroke or something simple like that, or she might not be able to compete with us in the team dressage routine we’d worked so hard on.  Luna had learned the basic maneuvers, sort of like an understudy, but Rose had a few special moves, so there was no way she could be replaced on such short notice.  This was a disaster.

When the doc arrived, I sat in the corner of my stall by the door, with my ear pressed against the crack so I could hear a little of what was going on.  He checked her temperature, blood pressure, heart rate, and all the other standard stuff, but I think he suspected something different because of the other tests he did.

He took samples of her blood, urine, saliva, sweat, and even did a pap smear, promising results as soon as humanly possible.  Based on her symptoms, and especially the eye dilation, he said it was almost certainly pharmacological… possibly chloral hydrate.  Since we didn’t use any drugs, especially powerful sedatives, there was only one conclusion they could come up with: someone had slipped her a mickey!

Before he left to test the samples he took, he recommended someone keep an eye on her to make sure her condition didn’t change for the worse, otherwise just let her sleep it off.  It went without saying that Rose wasn’t allowed to compete in the preliminary team dressage round, since we were going on in just a few hours.

They left Gary with her so they could sit down for an emergency strategy meeting, and since Master Paul wanted to stay close to her, they held it right in the center aisle where I was able to listen in.

“What are our options?” Master Oliver asked.

“Rose is definitely out for tonight,” Master Paul bluntly stated.  “We can use Luna in her place, run with four or five instead of six, or drop out altogether.”

“We’ve worked too hard to simply give up,” Mistress Jill said.  “I say we use Luna to get us through to the finals.”

“She can’t do the leg lock move with Grace, or the grand jeté jumps,” Master Oliver argued.

“So, we simplify the routine.  If we treat it more like parade ground maneuvers, and just march them around in sync, I’m sure we can squeak by.”

“Jill’s right,” Master Paul agreed.  “With only three teams doing a six pony show, they’ll probably advance us even if the girls spent their five minutes doing nothing more than falling over each other.  They scheduled team dressage as the grand finale of the whole competition, and looking mediocre tonight will just make us look better in the end.”

“You’re probably right, but it galls me to put on a substandard performance,” Master grumbled.  “Especially knowing how smug Ivy’s going to be when she sees her evil plan bearing fruit.”

“You think Ivy’s the one who drugged Rose?” Master Paul asked.

“Who else?  She has no scruples, doesn’t care if someone else
 gets hurt , as long as her agenda is met, and has the most to gain from a victory.”

“If we get solid proof she was the one who did this to Rose, I’ll make her sorry she was ever born,” Master Paul vowed.

“Something similar happened during my first ponygirl competition,” Mistress Jill said.  “A woman named Lidia tried to drug Sherri, and actually poisoned a good friend of ours.”

“She was caught?  What happened to her?”

“She had everything stripped away and was broken down to a ponygirl herself, with no limits on what could be done to her.  It was a permanent sentence.”

“I’ll work with the doc once he gets his results, and see if we can’t figure out the delivery method.  We’ll get the proof you need,” Sadie promised.

“I’ll have Gary go through the ranch video footage tonight,” Mistress Jill added.  “With hundreds of cameras scattered around the place, I’m sure we can find what we’re looking for.”

“Ivy knows where all the cameras are, so I doubt it’ll be that easy.  She may be cold, calculating, scheming, heartless, and evil, but she’s not stupid.”

“If it’s there, we’ll find it, but right now we need to figure out a routine that’ll get us through the night, so let’s get started.”

It was a little disappointing to find we wouldn’t be able to fully strut our stuff, but there wasn’t much we could do about it at this point.  Coming in last would also have some consequences I didn’t want to think about right now, but that too was out of my control.  All we could do was try our best, and hope the other teams got hit by a meteorite or something.

***

“Switching to canter,” Mistress Jill called out, cracking her whip to mark the change.

The six of us immediately picked up our pace, with only the slightest difference in the sound of our hooves striking the ground to betray our lack of perfect timing.  We were being led through all the available gaits as a demonstration for the amateurs, and while simple, it was something close to a stroke of genius.

Citing the intense interest held by the new or part time ponies, Master announced he was going to forgo all our advanced maneuvers so he could give them a basic dressage lesson, and hopefully increase their interest in the lifestyle.  It was only partially bullshit, since his announcement went over quite well, and the arena fence was packed with both ponies and handlers who were all eager to learn.

“Piaffe,” she ordered next, making us trot in place, before going into the passage gait, which was a high-step at a trot.

“The proper high-step is one of the most important lessons for a pony to learn,” she explained.  “It’s not simply a matter of lifting the leg as high as possible, but rather aiming for precision.  The thigh should be perfectly horizontal with each step, and don’t be shy about correcting a low or high lift, or they’ll never learn.”

Since she was running beside me, it was my thighs that paid the price for each miniscule error. It was something we’d planned in advance, though, so I was deliberately sloppy for this part of our demonstration, and I thought of it as taking one for the team.  Once I’d been suitably ‘instructed’, we were guided over to the fence so we could give them a close-up of walking with the high-step and proper posture.

“Nobody likes a lazy pony, or one who walks around in a slouch, so make sure to maintain proper form at all time.  That means head up, back straight, chest out, and every step perfectly in line.  If a pony has trouble with any of that, I recommend using a posture collar to keep the chin up, a tight armbinder to keep their chest out, and a boned corset to keep the back straight.  Once any posture problems are dealt with, the steps usually straighten out.”

Master used Luna for this part of the demonstration, and wasn’t pulling his strokes, even if it was part of the plan.  She probably collected a few bruises from his crop, but knowing Master, I was sure he’d make it up to her later.  We had the best Master ever.

We finished by showing half-step, full-step, and flying lead changes, and held a bow for an extended period of time before leaving the arena at a trot.  The judges seemed bored with our basic performance, but the newbies ate it up and gave us a good round of applause.  Hopefully the favorable response from the crowd would be enough to counter the low score we were sure to get from the judges.

After we were put back in the holding pen, the Japanese team was led to the gate for their run.  I took just enough water to take the edge off my thirst, and moved over to the rail so I could watch their routine.  I didn’t want to miss a second, since I’d never seen them in action before, but heard they were something special to see.

Their Master called out “Mei, Rin, Sana, Miyu, Koharu, Yui,” and it took me a minute to realize those were the names of his ponygirls.  I figured it out when they lined up single file in the order he called, and entered at six evenly spaced cracks of his whip, with Lady Scarlett repeating the names over the speaker.  I was immediately impressed, since their entrance was fairly dramatic.

Each of the six ponygirls did a front flip as they passed through the gate, while their Master casually walked to the X marking the center of the arena.  A front flip might not seem too dramatic to some, but try it with your arms tied behind your back and see how well you do!

Saying that their arms were tied was also a bit simplistic.  In addition to a fairly standard red leather body harness and bridle, they were covered in the Shibari rope rigging the Japanese were so famous for.  They didn’t have corsets or armbinders like we did, yet I can guarantee they were restrained far tighter and more effectively than we were.  It made for an interesting design element as well, since the white rope around the red disc in the center of their chests made it look like the Japanese flag.

Despite having their arms practically welded to their backs, they moved with a fluid grace that felt like some sort of traditional dance.  Master Fuji was so confident in their abilities, he never even turned to look at them, and gave all his instructions via whip cracks, hand gestures, and a few sharp commands I could only understand by watching how his ponies responded.

They were pretty much flawless, and could easily handle gait changes while maintaining perfect synchronization.  They even ran through all the standard steps and gaits backwards, which was something none of us had thought to do when we built our routine.

He finished by using a series of lightning fast and accurate whip strikes to ignite hidden sparkler fireworks on their hooves, and if my hands had been free, I would’ve been enthusiastically applauding.  They were the competition, and they’d quite obviously kicked our asses, but I admired them for their skill.

“Fuji’s even better than I thought,” Mistress Jill commented.  “It makes me wonder what he has up his sleeve for the next round.”

“I don’t know much about him, other than how he got his name, but he’s obviously a consummate professional,” Master responded.

“Fuji’s not his real name?”

“Apparently, he was sleeping late one day, and got some morning wood.  The tent he made of his blanket was said to be so big, his new house slave thought she’d been taken to Mount Fuji, and the name stuck from that day forward.”

“That sounds like the kind of story a guy would come up with, but I like it anyway,” she laughed.

“If I would’ve thought of it myself, you’d know me as Master Denali,” Master chuckled.

“All kidding aside, his team’s going to be tough to beat.  I think we made a mistake by concentrating on ways to beat the Germans.”

“The ballet aspects we’ve incorporated should counter his routine nicely, and it’s not like we could’ve studied his team before this.  It’s been a long time since he’s left Japan, and he’s much more secretive than anyone I know.  I think we’ll still have a shot, as long as we can get Rose back on the team.”

“I think she’ll be okay by tomorrow.  She’s not just Paul’s slave or pony, she’s his wife, and therefore has a tremendous amount of protection against interference.  Ivy’s not stupid enough to actually poison her, or do anything with long lasting effects.”

“I hope you’re right.  Anyway, speak of the devil; here she comes with Cole.”

The German team had been conspicuously absent from the arena, and were now approaching at a high rate of speed, with two impressive sized dust trails being raised from their carts.  As they got closer I saw it was an unusual setup, with three ponies per cart in a straight line, with a single pole running between their legs.  I had no idea how they could run so fast like that, or what they thought they would do once they reached the arena.

With no room for error, they came together at the end, and somehow released the ponies from the pole, allowing them to enter in a crossover pattern at a full gallop.  Leaning heavily on the brakes, both drivers barely managed to stop the carts without crashing into the fence, and leapt into the arena to take control of their ponies.

While the Japanese had striven for grace and fluidity, the Germans were all about precision marching, fancy crossovers, and sharp turns.  It was a completely different, yet equally impressive display that would be tough for us to match.

They received a standing ovation at the end, and took repeated bows until the arena master finally got them to leave so the show could continue.  Apparently, there were a lot of two pony teams competing tonight, and they were on a tight schedule.

I would’ve liked to have watched them, but we’d already had a long day today, and needed to get back to the stable so we could all get some rest.  Sherri was running in several events tomorrow, and we had our big wagon race to worry about as well.

Master Paul, Rose, Sadie, and Gary were all up in the loft when we returned, so the stable seemed overly quiet after the constant bustle of the last month.  Since Master wanted to check on Rose’s condition and have a last minute strategy session with Master Paul, he simply locked us in our stalls for the night, and headed upstairs with Mistress Jill.

He hadn’t even taken the time to wash us down or change our restraints for the night, but I’d slept in an armbinder many times before, and wouldn’t have a problem falling asleep.  Despite having some straw stick to me when I lay down, I fell asleep mere moments after curling up on my blanket.


More Sabotage

It was pitch black when I awoke, but I couldn’t get back to sleep.  I itched all over, and the more I tried to move around and rub myself on my blanket, the worse it seemed to get.  When the rising sun finally began to shed some light in my stall, I saw my legs were covered in tiny red dots, and I wondered if we’d had some sort of infestation.

I could hear my ponygirl sisters shuffling around in their stalls as well, and figured they must be in the same uncomfortable boat I was.  This wasn’t good.  Since we were always kept in some sort of restraints for the night, Master had installed a cow bell in each of our stalls we could ring in case of emergency, and after only a moment’s hesitation, I began kicking mine so I could get someone’s attention.

I saw Gary’s leather-covered head appear over my stall door at the same time a bright flash of lighting lit up the stable, and almost wet myself when the loudest crack of thunder I’d ever heard made the building shake.  He tilted his head in an inquisitive manner, so I kicked the bell again, hoping he’d take a hint and get someone who could help us.

He nodded his head and I heard him go upstairs where his Mistress was staying.  While I really wanted to see my Master, he stayed up at the manor house, so Mistress Jill would have to do for now.  Luckily, she took safety seriously, and came rushing down without even bothering to put on a robe.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, sounding half asleep.  “You’re not scared of the storm, are you?”

I got to my feet and gave the bell a final kick before moving to the door so she could see the bites covering my body.  I guess there wasn’t enough light to see them clearly at first, since she looked extremely annoyed when she opened the door.  As soon as she turned the light on, though, the problem became readily apparent, since my tits looked even worse than my legs!

“What the fuck…” she began, cutting herself off so she could take a closer look.

One of my sisters began ringing her bell, so Mistress Jill went to check on her, and then on the others when she found the same problem plaguing her.  Since my door was left open, I went over to the shower stall and assumed the position, hoping water would help soothe the almost painful itching.

Gary took the hint and turned the water on for me, and Mistress Jill must’ve thought it was a good idea, since she brought the others over to join me.  I usually hated cold showers, especially first thing in the morning, but it helped quite a bit, so I stayed under the spray until I was shivering uncontrollably and had to back away.

By this time, our commotion had brought Master Paul downstairs, and he wasted no time in calling our Master.  Since Gary was completely covered in leather, and therefore reasonably safe from whatever had eaten us, Mistress Jill ordered him to go into a stall and find out what the hell it was.  Our Master arrived at the same time he figured it out and emerged to show us.

“Grain husks,” Master said in disgust.  “Someone tossed a few handfuls of grain husks into their bedding.”

Master wasn’t usually big on explanations to us ponies, but I guess he figured we deserved to know what was going on.

“When grain is harvested, the hard shell needs to be removed before the inner kernel can be used.  The husks break into thin, almost needle sharp fragments, and that’s what you spent the night sleeping in.  You’re covered in a thousand grain husk pinpricks, not bug bites.”

It was a small
 relief to know we weren’t suffering from an infestation, but my body didn’t care about the source, only the itching that was already returning now that I’d stepped out of the shower.

“What can we do about it?”

“I’ll get the doc down here to take a look at ‘em,” he replied, taking out his phone.  “I’m guessing a hydrocortisone cream or something similar should help, but I’ll let him make the decision.”

“This is gonna majorly screw up your race today,” she sadly commented.

“Have you looked outside at all?” Master snorted.  “There won’t be any racing this morning, and maybe not at all today.”

Now that he mentioned it, I could hear wind blasting the barn with heavy pelts of rain, and another loud crack of thunder announced the storm was right on top of us.  While rain would normally mean nothing to a pony, this storm was a bad one, and the lightning would make it unsafe to spend time outside.  Not to mention it was unlikely any spectators brought umbrellas, since it didn’t rain here very often, and the high winds would make it freezing out there for everyone.

The doc and Sadie arrived together, and while he was fully dressed, Sadie was wearing a translucent nighttime version of her customary lab coat.  It was incredibly sexy, yet so ludicrous I might’ve been tempted to laugh if another itching fit hadn’t started to drive me wild.

All business, the doc dragged me into the light and took such a close look at the marks on my tits, his nose was brushing against my nipple.  He gave a small nod and a faint grunt before heading into my stall to take a look at my bedding, and soon confirmed what we’d thought; grain husks.

He prescribed a hydrocortisone cream mixed with a topical anesthetic, and warned Master to keep us restrained and distracted so we wouldn’t scratch our sores, but that was all he could do.  He said most of the itching would be gone by tomorrow, but warned us today would be fairly unpleasant.  As soon as he left to fetch the cream for us, Master called another emergency meeting.

“How the fuck did Ivy get in here to do this?” he demanded of Master Paul, who’d been in the stable with Rose while we were gone.

“I’m sorry, but I was upstairs and didn’t hear a thing,” he shrugged apologetically.

“Are you sure it was Ivy?” Mistress Jill asked.  “With your big wagon race scheduled for today, it’s Isaac who would benefit the most from this.”

“Isaac has this thing called honor, and even if the race wasn’t rained out, he might’ve asked for it to be rescheduled.  He’s the kind of guy who enjoys winning, but he’s got the better team, and he was looking forward to having a good race.”

“What if it was done earlier in the day?” Master Paul queried.  “Everyone was so concerned about Rose, I doubt any of your ponies took the opportunity to lie down and rest like they normally would’ve done.”

When Master looked my way, I nodded my confirmation, and so did the others.

“So, it still could’ve been Ivy, hoping to screw up our dressage routine even more!”

“Jill, Paul, please help the girls when the cream arrives.  Sadie, come with me.  I’m going to go check yesterday’s video footage from the stable.”

“I bet ya a dollar you’ll find some sort of power interruption, or a few minutes of blanked out coverage,” Mistress Jill called out as they left.

Master never took the bet, and I didn’t blame him.

***

Mistress Jill took the doctor’s orders seriously, and strung us all up in a strappado with spreader bars between our ankles to keep us from scratching or rubbing against anything.  She removed the rest of our tack so it could be cleaned and dried, and silenced our frantic complaints with inflatable gags that she pumped up until barely a squeak could make it past our lips.

Rose had been safe upstairs yesterday, and Sherri’s bedding hadn’t been adulterated with the husks, so she recruited both of them to fill the ranks to help keep us distracted in the simplest way possible.  Wearing a harness gag with a large penis sticking out of it, Rose did her best to keep Luna’s mind off her woes, while Sherri did the same with Ruby.

Master Paul selected a small, but powerful toothbrush sized vibrator to use on Fi, Mistress Jill (who still hadn’t bothered to put on any clothes) took a more direct approach with Jo, and stuck her head between her legs, leaving me with Gary.  Alternating between his fairly impressive cock, and his clever fingers when he needed to cool down to keep from cumming, he soon had me quite thoroughly distracted.

It was Nurse Hannah who delivered our cream, and its effect felt almost as good as the orgasms Gary was steadily drawing out of me.  It was a massive relief, but didn’t completely eliminate the itching, so she recommended we stay ‘distracted’ as much as possible for the rest of the day, and to reapply the cream once per hour until we stopped twitching like puppies on a massive caffeine overload.

Since our so called ‘remedy’ was likely to take all day, Master Paul had us rebound into standing spread eagles, which was a lot easier on the arms and shoulders than the strappado.  Because they couldn’t spend all day taking care of us personally, Mistress Jill changed our distraction method to a trio of vibrators for pussy, ass, and clit, running on independent random timers that could stimulate us for extended periods of time.  It was usually a long, drawn out tease, but if all three kicked on at the same time, the fireworks were amazing.

I think they also spiked our food and drink with a mild sedative to help us get through the day, but I was beyond caring by this point.  When I wasn’t thinking about my next orgasm, I kept my mind occupied by imagining what I’d do to Ivy the queen bitch if I ever had the chance.

Mistress Jill had been right about a convenient glitch in the recording system, so we had no solid proof it was her, but Gary was still looking through video footage.  Master was trying to find witnesses or some other form of proof, but I don’t think he was having any luck either.

Sadie took care of all our needs, and was surprisingly well-behaved for once.  I guess Master warned her not to aggravate our sores by playing with us, and she was smart enough to know when to put business before pleasure.  For the first time I could remember, she also wore something other than her plain white lab coat; a gun belt with a pistol almost as big as she was.

The thunderstorm subsided to a drizzle by late afternoon, so they decided to hold some of the sulky and free running events.  Mistress Jill and Sherri headed out with an armed stable hand for an escort, and since Gary currently had access to all the video feeds on the ranch, he gave us a real treat by putting the races on the big screen in our common area.

Sherri was amazing to watch, and not just because she was my friend.  She was damn good, and the muddy track conditions didn’t bother her like it did a lot of the other ponygirls.  She wore a harness that kept her boobs from bouncing as much as usual, and had the bells attached to the straps rather than her nipples.  More importantly, she had a different set of racing boots for use in mud, with specially shaped and extra deep horseshoes to give her maximum traction.

When it came to the eighth mile sprints, she absolutely dominated both the free running and sulky fields, and had pretty respectable victories for the quarter mile races as well.  She didn’t do quite as well on the oval, since she was involved in a major pileup during the free running race, and was blocked by a pair of sulkies in the other one.  She came in last and fourth respectively.

It was a lot of racing to do in one day, so she was pretty tired when they returned, but it also gave us our first real reason to celebrate in far too long.  Four blue ribbons was nothing to sneeze at, and the champagne flowed freely for a while.

Our Master and Master Paul looked frustrated and angry when they returned, and I knew without being told their search for proof hadn’t gone well.  The doc had confirmed Rose had been doped with chloral hydrate, but her water bottle was clean, so they were unable to determine the delivery method.

They weren’t the only ones frustrated, and I wished I could think of something I could do to help.  I wanted to make it my number one priority, but by the time we were feeling good enough to be put to bed, I was too exhausted to do more than fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.


The Wagon Race

I wouldn’t say I was at my best the next morning, but all my itching had gone away, and my muscles weren’t too
 stiff from my prolonged bondage.  Due to what had happened to us, we were given most of the day off to finish recovering, and only had to worry about the wagon race in the evening.

Master even gave us the choice of staying in our stable to rest, or going out to watch the competition, and we all chose to go and watch.  I figured I could always take a nap later, but right now I wanted to stretch my legs a little, and the ponygirl corral was the perfect place to do so.

Located between the dressage arena and the racetrack, it gave me a chance to watch both kinds of events, and just like the ‘party’ corral behind the manor house, we were allowed to talk as long as we kept it fairly quiet and unobtrusive.  That had its drawbacks as well, though, since one of the ‘street clothes’ ponygirls had latched onto me, and followed me around like a puppy for most of the day, asking question after question.  She also took dozens of pictures of me, and even more selfies, which was equally annoying.

Her name was Piper, and she was one of the few unattached ponygirls here.  By that, I mean she had no Master, but was intrigued by the lifestyle after reading a story on the internet, and wanted to see what it was all about.  She was actually quite nice, and most definitely had a submissive personality, but had no clue what being a ponygirl was really like.

I tried to give her a few subtle hints it wasn’t all fun and games, but she seemed to have blinders on her ears, and didn’t pick up on it.  It was ultimately her decision if she wanted to voluntarily become a ponygirl, so I didn’t try too hard to convince her otherwise, although I did advise her most strongly to stay far away from Mistress Ivy.

It’s a good thing I did, since she’d spent a lot of time over the last few days following the bitch around, hinting about how she wanted to be a real ponygirl.  She was extremely lucky the bitch was so busy with the German team, or she might’ve gotten herself into a steaming pile of trouble.

She seemed to actually listen to that piece of advice, but now it meant she started hinting about how she’d be a good ponygirl for Master Oliver, and a good stable mate for me.  I promised I’d mention it to Master, but warned her not to get her hopes up, since our stable was a little overfull right now with Luna.

She wasted no time in introducing herself (and taking more pictures) when Master came to collect us for a brief training exercise, and looked at him like a starry-eyed schoolgirl with a crush.  I couldn’t really blame her, since Master was very handsome, but it also made me a little jealous.  Go find your own Master… this one is mine!

Since torrential rain and heavy use had turned the track into a real quagmire, Master wanted us to get a feel for running in mud that was somehow both as sticky as glue, and as slick as greased pig shit.  He’d copied the horseshoe design Sherri had so successfully used in the mud yesterday, and it helped quite a bit, but even moving at a walk was a lot harder than usual.

We slogged through the crap for about an hour before Master took us back to the stable for a shower, rubdown, and a rest before our big race.  I actually managed to doze off for a while, and awoke feeling refreshed and ready to rock.

Even though the sky was overcast, and sunscreen wasn’t needed, Master took the time to oil us thoroughly, since it not only made us look hot, it would help protect us from the mud.  He selected our heavier racing harnesses, so the thicker waist belt would disperse the extra strain of pulling the wagon through the worst track we’d ever seen, and loosely attached the thinnest bits we had to our bridles.

Since every extra bit of air we could get into our lungs would help, he also skipped our corsets entirely.  It was unfortunate he couldn’t lose the armbinders as well, but there were standards to maintain, and he’d already taken several liberties with our tack, so on they went, albeit not crushingly tight.

Master was doing everything in his power to help us win, but there was only so much he could do, and now it was up to us.  Ruby started pawing the ground once she was hooked up to the wagon, and I did the same to show Master how anxious we were to get going.  He got a chuckle out of it, but gave us each a rap with his crop so we wouldn’t waste our strength.

He wouldn’t even let Sadie ride next to him on the way to the track, so she had to run beside us, and her pristine white lab coat looked rather the worse for wear by the time we arrived in the staging lanes.  I couldn’t spare her any attention, though, since we hadn’t arrived as early as I’d thought, and the French and Canadian teams were already lining up for their final run.

While they were only fighting for the third place ribbon, I really wanted to watch them run so I could try to get a feel for how bad the track really was.  It truly did look awful, since the slight incline down from the outer edges meant all the water had run to the inside, where everyone wanted to run.

Wait a minute… if the inner part of the track was so bad, would the practically unused outer sections be in good enough shape to make running easier?  Nobody in their right mind took the high line, since it meant a slightly longer distance, and races were often decided by feet or inches.  Could this be the break we were looking for?

When Sadie came by to give us a drink from the water bottles she’d been personally guarding all day, I tried to say ‘high line’ to her, but even the small bit garbled my words, and I wasn’t sure if she understood.  I tried stomping my feet and jerking my head to the right to get Master’s attention, but that didn’t work either, and earned me a string of sharp blows from his buggy whip until I settled down.  Dammit!

The Canadians beat the French in a surprising upset victory, and since they’d spent most of the race on the middle of the track, I was positive my hunch was correct, but I had no way of telling Master about it.  In a last ditch effort, I tried pulling our team to the right on our way to the starting line, but Master countered with a hard yank on my reins that left me with an aching jaw, so I gave up.  He was the one in charge, and I had to obey.

The Lady Scarlett did her customary round of introductions once we were lined up on the track, but I closed my eyes and tuned her out.  I needed to concentrate on my breathing, and think about how each step would have to be placed with extra care to make sure I didn’t throw my sister ponygirls off.

A light shake of the reins gave me the warning I needed, and a moment later I heard the starting gun fire, and we were off!

The difficulty of the mud was apparent from my very first step, since my hoof sank past where I’d normally gain purchase, and it felt like I was hauling a ton of the stuff along with me.  To make matters worse, some spots were harder than others, so it jarred my feet when I didn’t sink like I expected, and other spots were like an oil slick.

Looking at the ground only made it worse, since I kept trying to anticipate what I was about to step in, and I was rarely right.  I closed my eyes again, and leaned lower into the traces so I could put all my weight and power into pulling the wagon, and that seemed to help more than usual.  I didn’t need to see to be able to run, and Master was an expert driver.  Like I said before, he was in charge.

Step, dig, lift, breathe… my whole world narrowed down to the pumping of my legs, the beating of my heart, and the whistle of air into my lungs.  I even managed to tune out the roar of the crowd, and only paid attention to the Master’s commands when he needed to adjust our course.

Even with my eyes closed, I knew we were behind as we entered the first turn, but Master never cracked the whip to try and get us to go faster.  It was possible he was saving our strength for a final push at the end, but if he let Master Isaac get too far ahead, it wouldn’t do much good.

I opened my eyes when we were halfway around the turn, since I felt the ground change beneath my feet, and the difference was astonishing.  We were on the high line, and it was every bit as good as I’d hoped!

I risked a brief glance up and saw we were about a length and a half behind the other team when we hit the straightaway, but it also looked like we were slowly catching up.  I closed my eyes again, trusting in Master to guide us to victory, and for the first time I thought it was more than a long shot.

Moments after I felt the pull on my reins signifying we’d hit the second corner, he began driving us with the buggy whip, and yelling for us to put into high gear.  We were still on the high line, and as I dug deeply into my reserves, I could feel our speed increasing more than I thought us capable of after running flat out for seven furlongs.

It was in the final furlong when I began hearing Master Isaac’s voice beside us, and then one way or another, it was over.  I looked up as Master gently reined us in, but had no idea if we’d actually won or not.

Apparently neither did anyone else, since it was too close to call, so the judges needed to review the finish line footage before they could determine the winner.  They had us do another half lap at a walk, and stop in front of the main grandstand to await the verdict.

Now that I had a chance to catch my breath, I noticed how badly Jo was covered in mud, and knew I looked even worse due to all the mud she’d flung back at me.  I didn’t care in the least, knowing that even if we’d lost, we’d still given it our best, and Master was likely to give us a grand reward for our extraordinary efforts.

Master came down off the wagon to help Sadie water us, and I saw he was exceptionally filthy as well, but he had a huge smile on his face, and gave me a sly wink before moving to Jo.  He’d known what I’d been trying to say all along, but hadn’t wanted to tip off Master Isaac!

“Ladies, gentlemen, and ponies of all ages,” Lady Scarlett began.  “I’d like you to put your hands together in appreciation of one of the most exciting races we’ve ever seen at the Onager Puella ranch!”

The crowd had already been cheering and applauding, but at her words the volume easily doubled.  She gave them a moment to express their enjoyment at our show, and then held up a hand for silence.

“I’m sure you’re all dying to find out who won that amazing race, so I won’t keep you in suspense any longer.  The winner of the blue ribbon for four-pony wagon is… Master Oliver!”

Holy shit… against all odds, we’d actually done it!  Master Isaac was the first one to come over to shake his hand and offer congratulations, proving Master had been right about his character.

“Well played, Oliver, well played.  I’ll have to remember that high line trick if we ever run another mudder like this.”

“Thanks, Isaac.  That means a lot coming from you.”

“Don’t get used to wearing the crown, though… you won’t get me the same way next time.”

“Then I guess I’ll have to come up with something different.”

“I like your style,” he chuckled.  “If there’s ever anything you need, don’t hesitate to ask.  I’ll let you accept your accolades now, but I’ll see you at the celebration.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Master replied, shaking his hand once again.

Lady Scarlett gave us all a kiss on the cheek after hanging a blue ribbon from our nipple rings, and placed a wreath of flowers around Jo’s neck.  Master took us around the track for a victory lap, and then had us bow to the grandstands before taking us home for a well-deserved night of rewards that were even more exhausting than the race we’d just won.

Riding high after our victory, each of the orgasms I experienced seemed extra special tonight, and only the need to get some
 sleep put an end to our party.  We had to perform our big dressage routine tomorrow, and there wouldn’t be any convenient tricks we could stumble upon to help us in the arena.  Tomorrow would be all about pure skill and precision, but we could do it.

We had to.


An Unexpected Twist

I was a little stiff the next day, but it wasn’t anything a good rubdown couldn’t cure, and Master already had one lined up for us.  He knew what the race took out of us, and had planned for this day well in advance.

Sure, I still had to deal with an oversized enema and a scrubbing that felt like it was scouring the skin off me, but both Master and Sadie were experts at massage.  After breakfast, they gave me one of the best ones I’d ever had, and it had relaxed me so much I actually fell asleep on the table!

A slap to the ass brought me back to reality before long, though, since we couldn’t afford to laze around the stable all day.  Stretching was followed by yoga, yoga led into floor exercises, and our morning routine finished with some running in place.  It was all low impact stuff, but it was still one hell of a workout, and we all needed a second shower by the time we were done.

We were outfitted with our fancy tack before leaving the stable, even though we wouldn’t be competing until near the end of the day.  Apparently, it was tradition to parade around and look cool or something, in order to try and garner a few extra fans from the crowd.  Since it was the crowd response that saved us from a public flogging last time, I was more than willing to put on a show for them today.

Piper latched onto us almost immediately, and spent the entire morning following us around, taking tons of pictures and videos of us.  Sadie made her day by offering to film her strutting beside us, but I don’t think she liked how she looked when she saw the results.

She was very pretty, and had as good of a figure as any of us, but a t-shirt, daisy dukes, and clunky boots looked out of place next to us in our finery.  She also looked sad because she couldn’t come close to matching our perfect posture and high-step gait, and I promised myself I’d give her a few tips if I ever got the chance.

That wouldn’t happen today, though, since Mistress Jill got an emergency call from Gary, and we were rushed back to the stable.

“Who was that girl you were with?” he asked, sounding strangely forceful.

“Just some wannabe ponygirl who has the hots for Grace,” Mistress Jill shrugged.

“Are you sure?  I hadn’t thought much about it before, but once I saw her following you all around, I realized I’d seen her in quite a lot of the footage I’ve been reviewing, and I do mean a lot.  She’s also spent an unusual amount of time talking to Mistress Ivy, and during the time when the grain husks must’ve been put in the stalls, she seems to be conspicuously absent from view.”

Master removed my bit so I could tell them what I knew about her, but nothing I was sure of proved anything either way.  It sounded like she was the one we were looking for, though, and I was mad at myself for not seeing through her act.  Even if she hadn’t actually done the deeds herself, it was highly probable she was spying on us for the bitch, and was the one who told her when it was safe for her to sneak in to do it.

“We need to question her,” Master Paul said in a low, serious sounding growl.

He was quite possibly the most civilized one in our group, but I sure wouldn’t want to be the one he questioned about drugging Rose!

“Do you think there’s a way to get her alone somewhere?” Master asked me.

“That’s easy,” I shrugged.  “Her role is that of a ponygirl looking for a Master, and she asked about joining your stable.  Have Sadie tell her you want to interview her, and she can’t possibly refuse.”

“Good idea,” he said, giving me a long, leg-melting kiss before putting my bit back in place.

“You want me to go get her?” Sadie asked.

“No, I don’t think so.  Instead, I’d like you to deliver a message to Isaac for me.  Tell him everything that’s been going on, and also what we suspect, and then have him summon the wench.  Isaac will get the truth out of her one way or another, and this way we’ll avoid raising any suspicions we’re closing in on her.”

“Brilliant as usual, boss,” she said, jumping to her feet.  “Consider it done.”

“Should we go back out now?” Mistress Jill asked.

“It’s a little early, but we’ve never done body painting like this before, so let’s start now in case it takes longer than anticipated.”

“Fine by me,” she nodded.

Body painting?  They must’ve made some new plans when they had their emergency powwow session yesterday, since this was the first I’d heard of any body painting.  Sometimes it sucked to not be completely in the loop.  Regardless, they were the ones who knew what it’d take to win, so it wasn’t my place to argue.

We were stripped of our tack for our third shower of the day, another enema, and tied to the front of our stalls with our arms straight out to the sides, and our legs spread wide.  All of us that is, except for Luna, who wasn’t competing, and Rose, who was in charge of the final details.

To start with, though, we needed to be covered with a white base layer, so it was my Master did that part with me.  He stuffed my hair inside a latex cap to keep it from getting painted with the rest of me, and then began spraying me down from head to toe.

The paint felt a little cold, but not unpleasantly so, and the coolness even turned my nipples into rock hard nubs.  He had to put temporary rings in place to keep from painting over my fancy ones, and I could tell he was tempted to play with them, but this wasn’t the time or place for any hanky-panky.

Whatever kind of paint he used dried almost instantly, but with six of us to cover, I had to wait my turn for the next part, whatever that was.  It didn’t look like much, whatever it was they were doing, but Rose almost sounded like a Domme with the way she was ordering everyone around.  She did some sort of outline which the others were supposed to fill in, and she wasn’t shy about telling them off if they painted outside the lines.

This was all done by hand, so it took a fair amount of time, and Rose was a perfectionist.  I still couldn’t see the point, since the color difference was minimal, and I began thinking it was all a huge waste of time.  Oh well.

When it was finally my turn, I felt a little stupid for not figuring it out earlier.  I thought they were wearing safety goggles to keep paint out of their eyes, but they were much more than that.  They were using the special black light paint we’d used during our secret night training, and the glasses let them see exactly what they were doing!  I wish they would’ve given me a pair, since my curiosity was damn near killing me.

Once the bulk of our body art was done, Rose had them work on the rest of our gear.  Our jewelry got a simple spray by Master before being reinstalled in our piercings, Master Paul did all our harnesses and bridles, and Mistress Jill worked on our tails.  Rose outlined our boots in the same way she did our bodies, and then put them aside for her Master to finish once he had the time.

Makeup came next, and curiously, we had our nails done as well.  I suspected that meant we wouldn’t be wearing our armbinders tonight, and I was right, although the difference was minimal.  Instead of a single long, leather pouch, our arm restraints were made out of a series of leather straps that did the same job, but would leave most of our skin exposed.

The worst part for me was when she did my hair.  The same stuff that Mistress Jill worked into our tails was applied to our hair, and then it was braided super tight into almost a cornrow style.  With how long our hair was, though, it made it look like a row of a dozen or more small ponytails, and I thought it probably looked a lot like a real mane.

Our boots were done by this point, so our legs were freed so they could be put on.  We were getting close to the end, and even though our arms were still tied, I was glad to be able to move my feet so I could burn off a little of my excess energy.

My new harness looked a little like the fancy one I wore earlier, except it had a few extra straps that went all the way down to our thighs, and offered exactly zero support for our breasts.  I guess they really wanted them to bounce for the crowd tonight!

My bridle had a tall white plume this time, and based on the taste of my bit, they’d coated it with more of the black light paint as well.  I hoped it was worth it, because it sure tasted like shit.  We got a few minutes to stretch our arms before they installed the binder harness, plugged us with our tails, and then touched up all our paint.

We were finally done, but of course now we had to wait while they cleaned up and changed into their own show finery.  We were allowed, and even encouraged to stretch, but also promised severe retribution if we scuffed the paint they’d worked so hard to apply.  It was a good thing they’d decided to start so early, since it was already fully dark outside.

Their preparations didn’t take as long as I thought, since while they were quite fastidious, any black light additions to their wardrobe must’ve been done well in advance.  Mistress Jill had gone for a sort of mixed Victorian look, with a corset that looked as tight as any I’d ever worn, thigh-high riding boots, a sparkly top hat, and a long, flowing silk cape.

In contrast, Masters Paul and Oliver wore only open toe sandals, leather arm braces, and a loincloth.  It was about as simple as you could get, but God did they ever look hot, especially once they’d oiled themselves up!

When we got the call to go to the arena, they quickly attached our reins, activated some horseshoe shaped glow sticks and stuck them on the bottom of our hooves, and lined us up in pairs at the stable door.  This was the moment we’d been working so hard for; it was Showtime.


Night Run

Our Master led Ruby and Fi, Mistress Jill took Sherri and Ruby, and Master Paul led Rose and myself.  It was about a ten minute walk from our stable to the arena, but with my nerves working overtime, it felt like ten years before the bright, stadium lights even came into view.

The Japanese team was just finishing when we arrived, and I was a little disappointed I wouldn’t get to see their full routine.  In fact, the Germans were already standing in their holding pen, so apparently, we were the last ones up tonight.  It sucked to miss everything, but on a brighter note, at least I wouldn’t get intimidated by what was probably a pair of flawless displays.  I already had enough to worry about.

The moment we were lined up on the first mark in the arena, and did our opening bow, all the lights went out and I flinched a little from the surprise.  I hoped nobody noticed, but I think everyone was just as surprised as I was, so it was probably okay.  I could only see Mistress Jill walking towards the next mark due to her pair of glowing whips, which she cracked three times as our signal to begin.

Coming in right on cue, Rose jumped in place, coming down with her right hoof a fraction of a second after the left, which was proper for our intro.  I was already in the air myself, and came down right after she did, with the rest of the girls following suit to make it sound like a drumroll.  All you could see of us were our glowing horseshoes, and we repeated it three times each to prove it was no fluke.

At the end of Ruby’s third jump, both Masters cracked their whips for us to begin moving, and at the same time, the arena was flooded with black light.  We walked in formation to the next arena mark in our best parade ground form, and as each of us passed it, we switched to the passage gait and trotted towards the center X.

Our dressage song, Horse with No Name
 began playing, which was a real relief, since I was counting on it to help me keep my timing correct.  It probably
 wasn’t necessary after all the practice we’d done, but every little bit helps, right?

When we hit the center, we slipped to the left in a half-step and went to the rail marker, switched to a right half-step from there to the next centerline marker, and then kept going backwards to make a four point diamond shape, finishing up back at the X.  Going backwards meant I was now at the ‘rear’ of our line, and I finally got to appreciate the true extent of Rose’s body art.

The base white was practically blazing under the black light, and the stripes were a deep, deep blue that made us look like fantastical zebras!  Our harnesses and jewelry glowed ruby red, and whatever they’d used on our manes and tails looked almost electric.

I couldn’t get a good look at the intricate patterns on Mistress Jill’s outfit, but Master Paul and Oliver looked like a pair of tribal warriors, spinning their whips so fast they were leaving light traces behind them.  I was so stunned by the beauty of it all, I almost missed a beat, but luckily my body knew what to do without input from my conscious mind.

When we reached the X, we all needed to pirouette one-eighty in order for Rose and I to be facing forward in the lead again, and with the outside leg extended out fully, we managed the spin perfectly, and went straight into a two second bow.  The roar of the crowd almost drowned out our song, but by now my adrenaline was pumping full blast, and their cheering just increased my determination to perform flawlessly in this next, tricky part.

Coming out of our bows, we split left and right and walked to the arena sides in a full-step gait, turned forty-five degrees, and cantered towards the markers on the far fence.  The tricky part here was we needed to extend our stride by precisely one inch, while Rose’s group shortened theirs by the same amount.  This let us pass through each other’s groups without running into one another, which would be disastrous.

We pulled it off and made it to our marks without a hitch, turned to the middle, and finished right at the very first marker in a perfect line.  With another crack of the whip, we performed another two second bow towards the middle of the arena, and then went straight into piaffe.

At the next crack of the whip, we stopped trotting in place, and began moving forward at a walk.  At the first marker we did a flying lead change and skipped forward into a trot, again into a canter at the next one, and finally into a full gallop for our run to the end.  Another one-eighty spin on the right hoof got us ready for the next stage, which was one of my favorite parts.

This was a reasonably easy walk to the middle, but with each high-step we took, we added a high kick before completing the step.  I thought it made us look like the Rockettes, and the crowd seemed to love it too.  Now it was time for the hard part.

Rose and I performed a bow, raised our forward leg, and did a spin towards each other.  The moment our legs were in line with each other, we leaned forward to lock our hooves together, making a steeplechase hurdle for the rest of our team.

The ponies on Rose’s side circled towards the gate, while the ones on mine circled towards the rear.  Alternating between the front and back groups, they jumped our impromptu hurdle running in three consecutively tighter circles around us, and finished with a final bow in each direction.

Our song was over, but we had one last surprise in store for them, which was our grand jeté exit maneuver.  Working towards the sides in two serpentine patterns, we performed our flying split kicks right as we did the first crossover, and an instant before the second one so we could all land in a straight line.

We exited the arena with a passage gait, and a thunderous roar of approval.  We’d done it!

We were led to our holding pen as soon as the real lights came back on, and after catching my breath and taking a long drink of water, I looked around to see what kind of reactions we’d gotten.  Looking at the grandstand was a mistake, since about a hundred camera flashes were going off, leaving behind so many spots on my eyes I could barely see, yet not enough to prevent me from viewing the strangeness happening at the judges stand.

While most of the judges were looking our way and either clapping or taking notes, the Lady Scarlett was turned around and arguing with someone in the shadows.  She should’ve been saying something
 about our performance, or at least moving things along to the final presentations and judge results.

As it went on for long enough for others to realize something was wrong, one of the judges took her mic and filled in for her, putting our routine on the big screen and picking it apart like a sports commentator or something.  I couldn’t help but watch spellbound as I got to see our routine from the unique point of view of a flying drone camera.

Lady Scarlett was still busy when it finished, so he brought up the footage from the Japanese routine, and I got my first look at our competition.  They were so graceful it almost hurt to watch, but halfway through, one of their pony boot pyrotechnics went off early, and completely destroyed several complex crossovers.  They recovered slightly towards the end, but it was obvious the accident pretty much eliminated them as contenders.

The Germans, on the other hand, performed flawlessly, and might have a slight edge on us.  The ease with which they did complicated cross-step passes was insane, and their timing was superb.  I wished the judges would just announce their decision already, because the suspense was damn near killing me.  Yeah… patience wasn’t one of my virtues.

Unfortunately, I’d have to learn some, since instead of announcing the results, he said we’d be moving to the grounds behind the manor, and the decision would be made during the closing ceremonies and celebration.  I felt like screaming, but contained myself so I wouldn’t embarrass my Master.  Instead, I followed behind him like the good little ponygirl I was supposed to be, and prayed the delay wouldn’t last long.


Closing Ceremonies

The fairgrounds, or whatever you called the grassy area behind the manor house, were absolutely packed with every dominant, submissive, dabbler, and pony here for the competition.  Despite my recent foray into the public spotlight, the life of a ponygirl is normally a quiet one, and the press of the crowd started getting to me almost immediately.

While the past week had been fun, I was glad it was over and I could go back to the simple life of a regular ponygirl model.  Well… it wasn’t quite
 over.  We still had to get the results of our dressage routine, go through the formal acceptance ceremony of wreaths, laurels, and ribbons, and then get though any rewards or punishments coming our way.

I probably felt this way because I was coming down from the high of competition, and all I really needed to do was get a drink or twelve in me.  As usual, Master was way ahead of me, and as soon as we were put into the community corral, he had the serving staff get us all some water and champagne.  There was absolutely no shortage of people willing to help us drink, either.

I was finishing my second glass when the Lady Scarlett began to speak, and wandered over to the fence rail closest to her dais so I could watch.

“I’m truly sorry for the delay, everyone, but I hope starting the party early wasn’t too
 much of a hardship for you all,” she joked.  “Now let’s get our ceremonies out of the way so we can kick our little celebration into high gear!”

She continued once the cheering and applause subsided enough to be heard.

“First off, we have the final results from our grand team dressage that many of you have been waiting for with baited breath.  I’m sorry Master Fuji, but the technical malfunction you experienced at the midpoint of your routine cost you dearly, and therefore you finished in third place.”

He didn’t look happy, but he didn’t look surprised either.  He accepted his bronze riding crop trophy with a bow, and a staff member rushed to pin yellow ribbons on his ponygirls.

“If I can get Master Oliver, Master Paul, Mistress Jill, Master Cole, and Mistress Ivy to come forward.”

They were all waiting, of course, so it took no time at all before they were lined up in front of her.

“Certain information was given to me during our last run of the night.  This information is of a most serious nature, and therefore I must inject a little unpleasantness into our otherwise festive festivities.  I now turn you over to the good Master Isaac.”

“As some of you may know, there has been some ugly cheating going on this year,” he began, stepping next to the presentation screen.  “Cheating will not be tolerated in any way, shape, or form on the Onager Puella ranch, and now that we have irrefutable proof condemning the author of this deed, justice will be meted out.”

Goodbye Piper, you rotten skank… I only hope you drag Ivy down with you.

“While the ranch security cameras were disabled to conceal these acts, the one thing our perpetrator didn’t count on, was footage from one of our spectators.  As you can see in this picture, Mistress Ivy is heading into
 the medical center with a full box of enema bags.

“Now I wonder why someone would be bringing full bags into
 the medical center, when that’s where they’re filled and stocked.”

“I had too many to conveniently store, so I put some back,” the bitch snapped back at him.

“How nice of you,” he sneered.  “Of course, if it hadn’t been for the cooler days when we had rain or overcast skies, I’m sure all the evidence would’ve been long gone, but as it stands, many tainted bags remain… bags spiked with chloral hydrate!”

“So what… that one lousy picture doesn’t prove I had anything to do with those particular bags.”

“True… which is why I was so pleased to find your fingerprints on them!  There were two left in the center, three in Oliver’s stable, and two in Fuji’s.  We also searched your quarters and found several vials of chloral hydrate, and a half full bag of grain husks!”

“Whatever.  I’m innocent, but to let everyone get back to the party, I’ll pay a reasonable fine to the crybabies and sore losers.”

“That might’ve been enough if it wasn’t for one detail you happened to overlook.  You see, Rose isn’t the property of Master Paul, she’s his wife, and therefore has status.  When you drugged her, you infringed on his rights and his fully protected
 ponygirl.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, but apparently, the bitch did, since she immediately turned and bolted.  Or at least she tried to, but two large stable hands immediately grabbed her and hauled her back to the dais.

“Let me go, you assholes!  You can’t do this to me!” she screamed, struggling against their grip like a madwoman.

“We can and we will,” Lady Scarlett firmly announced.  “That is, unless you’d care to take your chances in prison, where retribution will come just as swift, except without any controls in place to keep you alive and sane.”

If looks could kill, Lady Scarlett would’ve been a smoking puddle on the floor, but the bitch didn’t reply.  She still looked defiant, but she also stopped struggling, so it was obvious what her decision was.

“Very well.  As a side note, we stopped calculating the final dressage results once your crime became known, since your actions automatically disqualified Cole’s team.  Congratulations, Oliver… you won.”

It was almost anticlimactic after what I’d just witnessed, but nearby people still cheered for us, and gave us a pat or squeeze.  I barely noticed, since I was mesmerized by what was happening to the bitch.

It took them all of ten seconds for the guards to drag her to the pillory and lock her head and arms between the stout wooden boards.  Once in place, Master’s Cole and Fuji began cutting off her clothes, while my Master strapped one of those highly effective inflatable gags in her mouth.  I guess he’d heard enough out of her by now, and several people around him must’ve agreed, since they cheered his actions quite heartily.

“Ivy, I sentence you to one year as a ponygirl for each person your crimes affected.  That’s Paul, Oliver, Fuji, and Cole to make sure everything is crystal clear.  Your assets will be liquidated and dispersed to them and their ponies, and at the end of your sentence you will be released, but banished from any of our gatherings.  You will also be branded with the Onager Puella mark as a sign you’re now the lowest of the low, and I think a fitting new name for you will be Poison Ivy.  Does anyone here argue against my sentence?”

Nobody did, so it was passed.  It was like Christmas had come early this year, with the psycho bitch demoted to ponygirl, and our team winning the blue ribbon in both of our main events.

It was fun to watch the mighty brought low, but a trio of familiar faces peeled my eyes away from the scene as they headed my way.  It was Gary, Sadie, and Piper.

“The boss already knows everything, but I thought you gals had a right to know as well,” Sadie began, but then darted away to snatch some champagne from a passing server.  She drained an entire glass before continuing.

“Right around the same time Piper was ‘meeting’ with Master Isaac, Gary found some footage of her sneaking off into the bushes with one of the guests.  Between the video and his testimony, it pretty much exonerated her, so we rushed over to intervene before her questioning got too intense.  Gary came up with the idea of searching through all the billion pictures she’d taken, and that’s how we found the incriminating evidence and got wheels in motion for Ivy’s downfall.”

“I was absolutely crushed when I realized y’all thought I had something to do with such nasty business, but I guess I can’t really blame you,” Piper interjected.  “I’m just glad it all worked out in the end.”

“Speaking of working
 and end
, I overheard Master Fuji offer Ivy’s tight ass to any and all takers, so she can be loosened up enough to take that torpedo in his pants,” Sadie snickered.  “He’s absolutely livid over her interference in an ‘honorable competition’, although not as much as Master Cole.”

I nodded in understanding.  Master Cole might’ve won if it hadn’t been for the disqualification of his team, and having the prize taken away at the last moment must’ve been tough for him to take.

“But enough chitchat; the judges want you all front and center to determine who wins the wreath for best in show.”

We automatically fell into a synchronized high-step gait as we followed her to the awards stage, and the sound of our hooves and bells was enough to clear a path for us.  I’d envisioned some sort of Olympic style presentation, but I should’ve known by now nothing on the ranch was that simple.

Arrayed around the stage were a number of saddles mounted on a sawhorse, and one by one we were bent over them and tied tightly in place.  We were all facing outwards towards the crowd, and a leather thong was tied to our manes to make sure we couldn’t look away.

“To thank the judges for all their hard work over the past week, and to help them break the tie for best in show, I’d like to invite them all to come forward and take a nice, close look at our finest ponygirls,” Lady Scarlett announced.

Since the judges were drawn for each event from a random pool, it meant several dozen people crowded the stage.  I saw my Master raise a glass in salute to us, before the man who’d taken over at the end of the dressage event squatted in front of me and blocked my view.

“Good job,” he whispered, as he removed the bit from my mouth.  I knew where this was headed, and with my competitive spirit still in high gear, I had my lips already pursed before he unbuckled his belt.

My head was tied too tightly to bob properly, but I managed to take his head in and rub it with my tongue until he was nice and hard.  Just as he was starting to fill my mouth, I felt a finger begin probing past my nether lips, hitting just
 the right spot to make me moan around his cock.

One finger became two, and after pumping in and out a few times, two became three.  Since I was already so wet I could feel my juices running down my inner thighs, whoever it was back there wasted no more time with foreplay, and a moment later I felt the hot, bulbous tip of a cock press against my folds.

He entered slowly, but then began pumping in and out hard enough to rock me over the cock in my mouth, giving all three of us one hell of a wild ride.  The man in my mouth came first, pumping his seed directly into my throat and almost choking me, but I was too close to my own orgasm to worry about inconsequential things like breathing.

My original plan had been to keep my body under control for as long as possible, and try to outlast all the judges who’d be ‘taking a close look at me’, but that ended the moment I felt the strong jets of hot spunk shoot into me.  It caught me off guard and let my body overrule my mind, sending me into convulsions of ecstasy as his orgasm triggered my own.

Since the number of judges far outnumbered us ponies being judged, the two men were almost instantly replaced, although this time it was one of the female judges who stepped in front of me.  Hiking up her leather skirt, she lifted a leg and put it over my shoulder, and scuttled forward until her bare pussy was mashed against my mouth.

It was hot and dark underneath her skirt, and her sweet scent was almost overpoweringly strong in my nostrils, especially mixed with the intoxicating odor of fine leather.  I began licking with gusto, even as a new cock probed for entry behind me.

The sheer eroticism of the scene overwhelmed me within moments, and once again, I exploded into a powerful and unstoppable orgasm.  The lady with the skirt had to practically smother me in order to remind me I had a job to do, and even as waves of pleasure continued to race through me, I resumed my licking and sucking, hoping she wasn’t the type who needed a lot of stimulation to get off.

I don’t think she was, but she also had far better control than I did at the moment, and managed to contain herself through three more men, and two more orgasms from me.  When she finally let loose, I also found out she was a squirter like nothing I’d seen before, and the flood of her juices almost drowned me.

While she was recovering, I felt someone pulling on my tail.  The pressure slowly increased until it popped free, but then the pressure reversed directions and it slid back home.  After two dozen or so repetitions it was taken away and I heard it hit the floor, only to be replaced by the real thing almost instantly.

The orgasms I’d experienced had relaxed my muscles quite a bit, so the cock slid deep inside my ass without any of the discomfort normally associated with anal penetration, and to my surprise, actually felt quite good.  It got even better when I felt a finger start to rub my clit, and it was all I could do to keep from cumming on the spot.  The skirt lady had finally recovered enough to step away, and as I blinked my eyes against the sudden increase in light, I was pleased to see it was my Master waiting in front of me.

“It looks like you’re guaranteed to win the best in show award, although the rest of the judges will want to make sure for themselves before presenting the wreath,” he chuckled.  “It may take all night, since they take their job quite seriously, and many will probably come back for a second or third ‘inspection’.  Try not to enjoy yourself too much, since we still have our own afterparty back at the stables later.”

Since he filled my mouth with his gorgeous cock the moment he finished speaking, I couldn’t ask him if he was serious or not, but I guess it didn’t matter.  This was my celebration as much as his, and I felt ready to take on the world.  If I could’ve spoken, I think I would’ve told him to bring ‘em on!

The rewards of being a good ponygirl were well worth the effort I’d put into it, and I could hardly wait to find out what else he had in store for me.  I still had ten months left on my contract, and between the modeling I still had to do, the other ponygirl shows he might enter me in, and our active life on the ranch, I knew this would be an interesting year.  Then another orgasm engulfed me, and I stopped thinking about the future.  That was for my Master to decide.


Epilogue

I don’t know how many pictures I took of Grace while she was ravaged time and time again, but the Wi-Fi here could barely handle the constant string of uploads to my cloud storage account.  I was actually a little jealous of her, but couldn’t begrudge her for the rewards she so richly deserved.

She was the one who’d turned my interest in the ponygirl lifestyle from mere curiosity into a burning obsession, and my only regret was that her handsome Master had a full stable at the moment.  I’d come close to agreeing to becoming a ponygirl for one of the other guests I met here during the show, but now I knew I wanted more.

The grace, the elegance, and not to mention some of the best sex I’d ever imagined, all took place here on the Onager Puella ranch, and I knew I had to be a part of it somehow.  It might be greed or hubris on my part, but if I was going to voluntarily become a lifestyle ponygirl, I wanted nothing less than the best Master or Mistress I could get.

It wasn’t as easy as I thought it’d be.  Mistress Ivy turned out to some sort of psychopath, Masters Oliver, Paul, Benjamin, and Isaac didn’t want to take time and attention away from the ponygirls they already had, Mistress Jill didn’t do this all the time, and the Lady Scarlett was unapproachable.

It was depressing, but I wasn’t ready to give up yet, since Master Isaac had hinted there might be someone he knew who was looking for a long-term ponygirl.  I hoped he was right, but I guess there was always the other guy I’d had some fun with in case it didn’t work out.

Just as I’d finished the thought, I felt a tap on my shoulder.  It was a man and woman dressed in jodhpurs and English riding jackets, and more importantly, each had a riding crop stuck through their belts.

“Hello,” the man said.  “I’m Ethan, and this is my partner Vivienne.  Are you Piper?”

“I… I am, sir,” I stuttered.

“Isaac mentioned you might be interested in staying on here at the ranch and becoming a fulltime ponygirl.  Is that true?”

“Yes, sir,” I quickly replied, my heart racing.

“Why don’t you come join us in our stables so we can discuss this in private.  I think we may be just what the other is looking for, and we have a lot to talk about.”

“I think you may be right… Master.”
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