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Pony Girl Dreams

- Where the fuck are you?

Lisa felt her phone vibrate and picked it out of her pocket.  She looked at it and read the message.  Her first thought was fuck you Adam, you know where I am.  Lisa considered her response when she saw that Adam was typing again.

- Doing an extra shift?  No, not like you care that we need the money.  You’re down the fucking stables again aren’t you?

Yes I am, thought Lisa.  And is there any chance you got out of bed today you lazy shit?  There was no point lying to him, he’d be able to smell the horses and hay when she got home.

- Yes, I’m at the stables.  I got out of bed at five am and did 10 hours at Wendy’s. What have you achieved today?

- Don’t start on that again.

Jesus, here we go again Lisa thought. The self-pity.  And you’ll expect me to cook and clean when I get home.  Why the fuck do I put up with him, she wondered.  Because I moved a thousand miles to live with him and I can’t afford to leave him.  The useless shit.

Lisa moved away from the horse in front of her and studied it while Adam typed back his self-pity.  When he finished and hit send she read it.  It was the usual about how its not his fault, he was depressed, he couldn’t face work.  And then the kicker.

And what about me she thought?  I work 60 hours a week flipping burgers for minimum wage so that we can keep up the rent on a shit hole of a trailer surrounded by dead beats and drug addicts.  She looked at the horse, the mare was magnificent.  Long brownish red hair, not unlike mine she thought to herself.  Quite a lot darker than my hair, but still red.

Two days a week I come here, she thought.  I come after work so I don’t have to face you anymore.  Lisa started to run the brush over the horse, smoothing its hair.  Flash (the horse) clearly enjoyed the attention, pushing against the brush as Lisa ran it up and down.  Absently as she worked Lisa thought it must be great to be a horse, having all this attention lavished on you.  What attention will I get tonight?  Adam will shout at me for being late, demand food and beer, then watch the TV while I clean up after him, the lazy shit.

Her phone vibrated in her pocket and she just ignored it.  Flash deserved another 20 or so strokes on her left side before Lisa repeated the action with the brush on the other side.  When she’d finished Lisa offered her a couple of sugar cubes which she ate greedily.  Lisa smiled, all the horses loved a sugar cube or two, shame Adam never showed the same delight when she cooked for him.  The smile left her face as she thought about what awaited her at home.

Lisa put the grooming kit away and started back to the office.

“I’m off now Sally.”

“Thanks Lisa, when will we see you again?”

“I don’t know, depends when I can get back.”

Sally thought, then said, “You should leave him you know.”

Lisa didn’t answer.  She knew that Sally was right.  As she started to move away Sally spoke to her again.

“If you leave him you can move in here for a while.  There’s a bed in the office and you already do so much for me I won’t charge you any rent.”

Lisa paused; she still had her back to Sally.  Sally knew that Lisa was tempted.  The seed had been sown.  Sally knew that Lisa would move in soon, it might not be this week, but it would happen soon.

“Thank you Sally, that’s very kind.”

Lisa walked back to the car and drove back to the trailer park.  As soon as she opened the door she could smell Adam, fuck’s sake when did he plan on taking a shower.

“About time your back girl,” he shouted, “I’m fucking starving.  And did you get the beer?”

Lisa sighed out loud, to make sure that Adam could hear her.  “No Adam, I got out of bed at five am, put in a 10 hour shift and . . .”

Adam shouted over her, “Oh, here we go again, me, me, me.”  He stood up, wearing nothing but his underpants (same pair four days running Lisa noted) and crossed the trailer towards her.  Lisa slammed the door behind her – she had standards and there was no way she was going to let the neighbors see and hear the argument that was coming.  As he advanced on her she thought about what was to come next?  Was he going to be pathetic about himself?  How it wasn’t his fault?  Or just come and let his fists do the talking?  She braced herself to be hit for talking back to him.

He did neither, when he was level with her he extended his muscular right arm and wrapped his hand round her throat.  Lisa took a deep breath; she didn’t know when she’d be allowed to breathe again.  “Where I come from, women cook, they clean, they look after their men.  My mother told me I was a fool for taking on a northern girl.”  Despite her situation Lisa silently laughed to herself, you are a fool she thought.  And so am I for putting up with this. 

Adam pushed her back against the door and lifted her up by the throat.  “When I tell you to cook, you cook, understand?”  Lisa nodded.  She kept her arms down, she knew from experience that if she tried to resist him in any way it would just get worse for her.  “If I tell you to clean, you clean.”  Lisa nodded again.  “And if I want a blowjob, you give me a blow job.”  Lisa nodded again, he didn’t normally hold her for this long and her vision was starting to go black.

Adam held her for a few more seconds before releasing her.  She fell to the floor and he instantly kicked her in the stomach, hard enough that she would feel it for days.  Lisa doubled over and he walked back to the sofa.  As soon as she could Lisa stood up and stripped off, he was less violent when she was naked.  She didn’t speak and went to the kitchen area and fixed Adam something to eat.  When it was ready she presented it to him with a couple of beers on the side, then sat on the floor and started to suck his cock.  This always placated him.

Lisa thought while she blew him, she knew he wasn’t going to feed her that night.  She made up her mind, she would take up Sally’s offer tomorrow.  She wouldn’t miss Adam, all she had to do was get him really drunk tonight then he’d sleep though anything.  While he was asleep she could gather her few things and leave him in the morning.  She’d drive to the stables, drop her things, go to work, drive back and dump the car – it was Adam’s, and then ride the bus to town.  Adam was not stupid, he’d hit her privately, he wouldn’t do it in public.

How had it come to this?  She’d been 17, going on 18 when they met online, playing a computer game.  He was older than her, in his late 20s.  As soon as she turned 18 he suggested meeting and moving in together.  That was when she rebelled against her parents.  They warned her about him, but she was 18 and headstrong.  All she wanted was to meet Adam in person.  When she told her parents that she was moving to Arkansas to be with him they freaked out.  She could remember standing at the Greyhound station with her father as he handed her a one way ticket.

“You get on that bus Lisa, don’t you ever come back.  I mean it, the door to this household will be closed for ever.”  No doubt he meant it as a threat to stop her going, but she didn’t care and wouldn’t listen and got on the bus.  She was an 18 year old who thought she knew everything on her way to meet a man she’d never seen in the flesh.  She should have known better.

At first things were OK, then when Adam lost his job he became an abusive drunk.  Lisa wanted to leave, but where could she go?  Not home, her father had made that clear.  No, she thought she was stuck with him.

Lisa moved her head up and down, sucking Adam’s cock.  It grew quickly, he was reliable like that.  Lisa switched off from her task and thought more and more about her situation.  Leaving him was the right thing to do.  At one point her mind wandered and she stopped sucking.  Adam instantly hit her face, knocking her off his cock.  Lisa took the blow silently, she knew not to antagonize him.  Instead she apologized and turned her full attention to getting him off.  It was the last blowjob he’d ever get off her.

Lisa sucked hard, taking him up and down.  Adam was drinking and eating, Lisa knew she’d have to keep it up for a long time, he wouldn’t cum while he was eating.  She sucked up and down his shaft, occasionally breaking off to lick his balls.  Adam loved having his balls sucked, as soon as she took one in her mouth he groaned.  Lisa quickly started to wank him as well.

She continued for 20 minutes while he ate.  Her knees ached but she didn’t dare move.  When he pushed his plate to the side Lisa knew she’d be finished soon.  She just wanted it over so she popped his ball out of her mouth and instead licked towards his asshole – it stank and she wanted to puke, he’d clearly not showered for days.

“Dirty cunt,” he said softly, “You fucking dirty cunt.”  Lisa was afraid she’d over done it and he’d hit her again, but he just slouched further down the couch, lay back and enjoyed it.  She wanked him quickly, wanting him to cum.  She pushed her tongue inside his ass and Adam groaned.  “Keep that up cunt, you’ve finally found something you don’t suck at.”  Adam laughed at his own joke.

Lisa fucked his ass with her tongue for several minutes until Adam moved, she could feel his cock twitch, he was about to cum.  She moved quickly, if any of his cum missed her mouth she’d be made to pay.  She got onto his cock just in time, he squirted load after load into her mouth.  Lisa hated the taste, but she made loving mmmmmm noises as he filled her mouth.  When he finally stopped cumming she broke off and swallowed, then took him back into her mouth.  When they first got together he'd told her, a blowjob isn't over just because I’ve cum, it’s over when I tell you its over.

Adam made her suck for another 10 minutes before releasing her.  Lisa sat back on her ankles, waiting for his next instruction.  When he finished his beer he crushed the can and threw it at her.

“Get me another then tidy up this mess,” he ordered.  Lisa didn’t speak, an order like that when he was in this kind of mood didn’t require any acknowledgement.  Lisa picked up the can and went to the fridge.  Hopefully he’d get drunk and fall asleep quickly.  As she tidied up Lisa smiled to herself.  She’d be free of him by this time tomorrow.

******

When they went to bed Adam was drunk and asleep in minutes.  Lisa waited for an hour before getting out of bed.  She packed her clothes – that was all she had, the trailer was Adam’s.  She wrote him a note, and left him $1,000, enough for two months’ rent and food.  She put it in the freezer compartment – he wouldn’t look in there.  She didn’t want him to find it before she came home.

In the morning she got up and dressed into her uniform without him noticing.  Lisa had a key for the stables, she drove there and dropped off her bags, then went to work.  When she left work she drove straight back to the trailer park, but parked half a dozen trailers away from Adam’s.  She didn’t want to see him.  She left the keys in the pickup and walked to the road.  As soon as she was on the bus she sent Adam a message, then deleted him from WhatsApp and blocked his number on her phone. 

Next she texted Sally to ask her if the offer was still open.  Sally responded instantly that it was.  Lisa hugged herself, she had escaped.  No doubt Adam would come to the restaurant but he was a coward, she was sure that the other members of staff would help him see what was right.

*****

Sure enough, he was there the next day.  He apologized, promised it wouldn’t happen again. 

“Too little, too late Adam,” Lisa told him.

Adam started to shout, “You fucking whore, you moved into my place.  All I expected from you was to keep it clean and stay away from those fucking horses.”

His voice was heard inside and the manager and one of the larger cooks came outside.  As soon as Adam saw them his voice subsided, but Lisa could hear the naked rage in him.  There was no way she’d ever return to him.

Daryl, the 300lb chef grabbed Adam and spoke to him.  “Time to leave moron.”  As soon as Daryl released Adam he backed away, as he walked to the pickup he turned and shouted.  “Only thing you ever cared about, whore, was those fucking horses.  Sometimes I think you’d be happy if you were a fucking horse.”

Adam got into his pickup and drove off, Lisa never saw him again.  Daryl spoke quietly to Lisa, “You OK?”  Lisa nodded, she was better off without him.  Great she thought, middle of January and my home is now a camp bed in a stables.  And the joke?  That’s an improvement.

******

Sally left for the night, she assured Lisa that she was safe, the walls would keep him out and if he did get into the place it was alarmed and the police would be there in minutes.  Lisa lay on the camp bed and took stock of her life.

She was 18 years old, about 170lbs, so somewhat overweight, with long red hair.  She was estranged from her family, her father had told her if she quit school to move in with that dead beat Adam don’t get back in touch with him, ever.  She worked a dead end job.  All she cared about were the horses, she loved the horses.

As she lay there she thought about Adam, what was the last thing he said to her?  “You’d be happy if you were a horse.”  She thought about what he’d said.  She imagined being a horse, shit he was right.  More than anything in this moment she wanted to run like a horse.  Without thinking Lisa picked up her phone and opened a browser window.  Slowly she typed “Human Horse” into Google and hit search.  Lots of results about centaurs.  Lisa sat up, she found the images exciting.  She searched some more and after 20 or so images she stopped.

There was a picture of a woman, somewhat older than her.  In her mouth the woman held a rubber bar, connected to some head gear.  Her long hair was up in a high pony tail.  The woman was basically naked, she had some form of leather harness on but her tits were on display.  The woman was holding the arms of a buggy, on which was sat a man.  She was wearing knee length leather boots.  The man on the buggy was holding reins which were attached to the woman’s head.  The description described her as a pony girl.  This was a new phrase to Lisa.  Pony girl.  The woman was pretending to be a pony. 

Lisa clicked on the image.  Under it there were dozens more images like it.  Lisa couldn’t help herself.  Her right hand slipped down her naked body, between her legs and onto her pussy.  She gasped as her fingers touched herself, normally it took her ages to get wet (not surprising when Adam was your boyfriend) and she realized she was already very turned on.  With her left hand she scrolled and scrolled, occasionally enlarging a photo she really liked.  Her right hand was rubbing her slit, sliding two fingers in and out of herself.  Lisa gasped and started to pant as she finger fucked herself.  

Lisa loaded a video of a pony girl pulling a man on a sulky.  She was fucking herself hard now, hand moving quickly in and out of her pussy.  She added a third finger, then a fourth.  She was breathing deeply and quickly, begging herself for a release.  She knew if she touched her clit she’d cum, but she wanted to prolong the excitement as long as she could.

In the film the pony girl approached a small incline and she slowed.  The man picked up a whip and struck the girl across the shoulders.  She shook her head, her mane flowing down her back and she sped up.  The man struck her again twice more and thin red lines started to appear on the girl’s back where the whip had dug into her skin.  Lisa couldn’t take any more, all she could think about was being in that harness, pulling that man and being whipped.  She pulled her fingers from her soaking wet hole and touched her clit.

Lisa came instantly, her body doubling up as she came, Lisa was screaming in delight, fantasizing about being a pony, being whipped.  On the film the man whipped the pony twice more and Lisa came again, she wanted to be the pony, to have no control over her actions, to be whipped for not trying.

Lisa left the film running as she came down from her high.  She’d been just 18 when she moved in with Adam and he was her only partner.  She’d never cum anything like that hard with him, not that she ever came much with him, he didn’t care about her – for him a woman’s role in sex was to pleasure him.  Lisa kept watching the film.  It ran for another 20 minutes, the pony ran the man around and eventually they went back to a stable.  He dismounted and she was led away.

Lisa switched off her phone.  This was for real, women could become ponies.  She wanted to be a pony, this was now her focus in life.  The only problem was, how?

******

“Lisa!”

Lisa jumped, shit she wasn’t paying attention again.  “Sorry,” she said, “I’m on it.”  The timer on the fries was beeping, she had no idea how long it had been going.  Lisa killed the alarm and raised the fries out of the fat to drain.

“Thinking about that asshole boyfriend of yours?” asked Daryl.

Actually, thought Lisa, I was thinking about being stripped naked, harnessed to a sulky and pulling a man around for an hour while he whipped me for not pulling hard enough, then have him bend me over a gate or wall while he fucked me like I was an animal.  Lisa smiled at Daryl.  “Yes, thinking about him.”

“You’re better off without him, girl.”

“I know, it’s not easy.”

“I bet.”  Daryl looked at her, “Look Lisa, ask for a few days off.  You’ve worked here for six months, you put in 60 hours a week, you deserve a couple of days off.  Spend time at the stables.”

Lisa thought about it.  He was almost right, but a few days off would be good.  At the end of the shift she asked for a long weekend.  The manager agreed, he wanted her in the next day, but she could have Friday through Monday off.

Lisa helped out at the stables during the day. Sally asked her if she’d like to come to her house at the weekend for a night or two but Lisa asked to stay at the stables, just to help clear her head.  As soon as the horses were in the stables for the night Lisa pulled out her phone and started to investigate.  She quickly found several BDSM websites that would allow her to model for a few hours as a pony girl, but that wasn’t what she wanted.  It took her a few days but eventually she found what she was looking for.  A specialist ranch that offered a variety of experiences.  Minimum term one week, maximum three months. 

What the fuck thought Lisa.  I’ve got no ties, nowhere else to be, no one would miss me.  I’ll tell Sally I’m travelling for a few months, I’ll quit work.  Lisa sent off an email and fell asleep, dreaming of a leather harness and a bit gag in her mouth.

******

When she woke in the morning she checked her email.  She had a reply.

Dear Lisa,

Thank you so much for your enquiry.  I’m sure you’ll understand but we are very secretive.  We offer the full experience and out prices are reasonable – a single week will cost you $1,200, plus shipping (i.e. the cost of getting you to our ranch).  You can’t make your own way here, we like to keep it secret.  Longer courses are cheaper by the week, for the full 13 weeks you’ll be down to $500 a week, call it $6,000.  If you’re still interested let us know how long you want to come for, and please enclose a naked full length photo of yourself, with your height, age and weight. 

Master Travis

Lisa hugged herself.  $6,000 was a lot, she didn’t have that much money but could earn it.  Her outgoings were minimal now, she could eat old food at work.  Lisa stood up and looked at herself, she was overweight, there was no doubt about it.  She took several photos of herself, picked what she thought was the best and mailed it off with her stats.  Lisa went for a shower and got dressed, then went to work with the horses.

She didn’t have to wait for long for a response.

Lisa,

Thank you for getting back so quickly.  I think you are serious about this.  Where do you live – we’ll come to meet you at your convenience.  Let me know when is a good time for you, we’ll book a night in a local hotel and meet you there – somewhere public so you can see we are to be trusted.

Master Travis

PS – from now on you call me “sir”.

Lisa swallowed, this was very exciting.  She typed up her reply and sent it quickly. 

Sir,

I work 6am to 2pm or 6pm in a Wendy’s.  I can meet you any evening.

Pony girl Lisa

Once again the reply came quickly:

Lisa,

Wednesday?  We’ll book into the Marriot.

Master Travis.

Wednesday worked.  When Lisa went back to work on Tuesday she struggled to concentrate, all she could think about was meeting Travis the following day.  Lisa asked to work until six on Wednesday, she needed the money.  The manager was only too happy to oblige. 

When she left work on Wednesday she walked to the Marriot, it was only six blocks away.  Travis had said that they would be in the bar, waiting for her.  She paused as she went in, in all his emails Travis has said they, presumably there would be at least two people coming to meet her.  She went to the bathroom and freshened up as best she could – after 12 hours at work there was a limit to what she could achieve.  She fixed her makeup and went into the bar. 

Lisa scanned the room as she went in, there were 30 or 40 people in the bar, sat in several groups.  She had no idea who had come to meet her.  Lisa went to the bar and waited.  She ordered a diet coke, she didn’t have her fake ID on her, and waited.  Her drink arrived and she turned round to scan the room. 

At the back of the bar a man stood up, he was sat at a table with a very attractive woman of about 30.  As he approached Lisa decided he must be about 40, maybe a little older.  He walked up to her and spoke.

“Lisa?”

“Travis?”

“I’ll let that go Lisa, remember you address me as sir.”

A thrill went through Lisa, this man expected submission from her.  “I’m sorry sir, it won’t happen again.”

“Good.  Follow me.”

Lisa stood up and went to follow him.  When they approached the table Travis pulled out a chair for her and the woman stood up.  She extended her hand and spoke, “Rachel,” she said.  Lisa studied Rachel, she was tall, but probably 20lbs lighter than Lisa, with long blonde hair and a firm, athletic body.  Lisa was shocked as she realized she was attracted to her, she’d never been attracted to a woman before.  Lisa took her hand and shook it, before sitting down.

“So,” said Travis, “tell me about yourself and why you want to be a pony.”

“Well sir,” Lisa started and talked for five minutes about herself and her interest.  Travis occasionally interjected to ask her a detailed question.  When she’d finished speaking he sat back and Rachel started to quiz her.

“How far can you run?”

Lisa laughed, “Look at me,” she said, “300 feet?”

Rachel and Travis exchanged a glance, “Being a pony is hard, physical work Lisa.  You might be expected to run 20 miles in a day pulling a man.  Before we can accept you onto the ranch you’ll have to get fit.  Very fit.  We’ll train you on the ranch but you must be fit before you can come.”

“OK.”

Rachel talked for 20 minutes about what she could expect, Lisa sat, enthralled about what she could expect.  Travis didn’t speak he just watched and listened.  When Rachel had finished speaking Travis stood up.  Rachel stood as well and instinctively Lisa stood with them.

“Dinner, ladies?”

They went to the restaurant and ate and talked, Rachel quizzing Lisa on her reasons for wanting to be a pony girl.  Travis was mainly silent.  After dinner he spoke.

“I think you’re suitable for this program Lisa.  Come up to our room now and we’ll give you some more details.”

“Yes sir,” Lisa replied and they stood to leave. 

Travis and Rachel’s room was on the top floor.  It was enormous.  Travis opened the door and held it for Rachel and Lisa who went in.  Lisa was slightly nervous, but figured she had to be safe, there were enough cameras around to capture them all.

Lisa swallowed as she heard Travis close the door and put the lock on.

“Remove your clothes ladies,” said Travis.  Lisa watched as Rachel reached behind her back and unzipped her dress.  Lisa stood silently, watching as Rachel slipped her dress off her shoulders, pulling it slowly down to reveal her bra-less breasts.  She couldn’t breathe, the woman was stunning, her tits defying gravity and not moving.  Rachel wiggled her hips to get the dress off, she wasn’t wearing any panties.

Lisa focused her eyes on Rachel’s hairless pussy, she’d never see another girl’s cunt up close, on display like this.  Sure, she’d sneaked a glance at other girls in the changing rooms, but they were all girls with hair.  Rachel looked at Lisa, she loved the attention.

“You too Lisa, we need to see what we’re going to be working with.”

Lisa tensed, she’d only really been naked before in front of Adam.  And he was always critical of her body, pointing out her flaws, telling her how she was fat and ugly.  After six months of verbal abuse like that Lisa believed it, she didn’t realize it was Adam’s way of making sure she never left him.

Slowly, nervously Lisa unbuttoned the bright red shirt, exposing her worn out bra.  Travis and Rachel didn’t speak, they just watched.  Lisa unbuckled her belt and let the black slacks fall to the floor.  She stepped out of them and stood there in her bra and panties.  No one spoke until it dawned on Lisa, she was expected to be naked.

Lisa swallowed and removed her underwear, using her hands and arms to hide her tits and pussy.  She looked nervously at the floor before finally managing to raise her head.  Travis and Rachel were smiling at her, encouraging her.  Finally she put her arms at her side.

Travis spoke softly, but kindly to her.  “Lisa, I’d like you to be silent please while we examine you.  If you want to leave at any stage just say, but if you leave your chance to experience being a pony will be gone forever.  If we ask you a question please answer.”  Lisa nodded to show her understanding.

“Good.  Please spread your legs, get your feet about two feet apart.  Put your hands on the back of your head.  Good,” he added as she moved to obey.  For the next five minutes she stood there as Travis and Rachel examined her, squeezing her legs and arms, opening her mouth to inspect her teeth, inserting fingers into her pussy.  When Rachel held her breasts, assessing them, a real thrill went through her.  Lisa had been raised to believe that lesbianism was an evil, this was another way to defy her parents.  When there were satisfied Travis ordered her to kneel on the floor.  He pulled out a chair and sat on it, barely six inches away from the kneeling Lisa.

“Lisa, let me be honest.  You are not in suitable physical shape to be a pony on my ranch.”  Lisa’s face fell, she didn’t want to hear this.  “My ponies are expected to run from day one.  Be honest, can you run 10 miles without stopping?”  Lisa shook her head, “I thought not.  However, all is not lost.  My stable is currently full, we’ll have an opening in . . . late April,” Travis added as he checked his phone.  “That will give you almost 10 weeks to get into shape.  Still interested?”

Lisa nodded and spoke, “Very much so sir.  And thank you sir for allowing me the opportunity to prove myself to you.”

Travis continued, “Rachel will be responsible for your training program.  She will contact you once a week with targets for you, you will report back at the end of the week with how you are progressing.  Lisa nodded again.  This was working out well, she had virtually no expenses now, could work extra shifts and had enough time to save up the money she would need.

“Rachel, please take over,” said Travis, standing and leaving the room.

Rachel moved over and sat on the chair. 

“OK, let’s go over the basics.  How long an experience do you want to have?”

“The full 13 weeks please.”

“That’s commitment,” said Rachel, “Most girls start with one week or four.  You realize that while you are with us you will have no contact with the outside world.  None.  We will not allow it.  Will that be an issue?”

“No, I have no family, no friends here.”  Rachel raised an eyebrow as Lisa said this.

“For the 13 weeks you will be with us you will be treated as an animal.  If you use human speech you will be disciplined.  To be absolutely clear you will not be allowed to utter a single word for three months.”  Lisa nodded her acceptance.

“You will be required to obey every order. Failure to obey will result in punishment.”  Lisa looked worried.  “Don’t panic Lisa, on day one no one expects perfection and you will be being trained, most probably by me.  I won’t expect perfect high stepping or position.  But if you don’t master it quickly you’ll suffer.”  This reassured Lisa.

“Do you have a job?  Apartment?”

“I have a job, I sleep at a stables.  No one will miss me for three months.”

“It will actually be 15 weeks, when your turn as a pony is up you’ll move into the house for two weeks while you get readjusted back to reality.”  Lisa was pleased to hear that, she’d been worried she’d just be turfed out at the end of the program.

“You’ll be required to have sex with anyone who wants to fuck you, male or female.  Is that an issue?”

Lisa surprised herself, her face was six inches from Rachel’s pussy.  “No, I’m looking forward to being used like an animal.”  Rachel smiled.

The conversation continued as Rachel explained what Lisa would need to do.  To start with, she needed to start running.  Rachel explained that she would devise a program, based on feedback.  Lisa looked out of the window, running, in January?  Even in Arkansas it could get to well below freezing.

The conversation droned on and Lisa went to move, she’d been on her knees for a while and they were getting sore.  As soon as she moved Rachel spoke with a harsher tone of voice.

“You were told to stay on your knees by the master, you stay as he ordered you, until he orders you to move, understand?”

Lisa paused before answering, “I understand.”

“That’s your first lesson.  Tomorrow I’ll meet you and take you to get running gear, some shoes and clothes.  You’ll need to practice, a lot.  Towards the end of next week a package will arrive for you at the stables where you stay.  Don’t open it but mail me.  Then I’ll send you instructions.”

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course.  Maybe seven or eight years ago?  I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience.  I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer.  But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa.  Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment.  It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.”  Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence.  Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness.  She thought for a moment.  “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks.  I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?”  Lisa nodded.  “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want.  And generally get you used to be being a human again.”  Rachel smiled at Lisa.  “Any more questions?”

“No.”

Rachel picked up her phone and texted Travis.  When she put it down she looked back at Lisa.  “Are your legs sore?”

“Very.”

“Good girl for not moving.  Travis will be back soon, you’ll sign the contract and then serve us both, then you can leave.”  Rachel grabbed a handful of Lisa’s hair and pulled her in, towards her pussy.  “Put your arms behind your back and keep them there.”  Lisa moved them quickly.

Rachel let go of Lisa’s hair.  “I don’t have to tell you what to do, do I Lisa?” she said as she slid forwards in the chair

Lisa was breathing deeply.  She’d never even kissed a woman, now she was about to perform oral sex on someone she’d met less than two hours before.  A woman who was about to control her life for the next six months.  Lisa didn’t want to disappoint.  Rachel opened her legs wide and Lisa started slowly, kissing Rachel’s legs, working her way up towards her pussy.  When she was an inch away from Rachel’s slit she extended her tongue and allowed it to just touch Rachel’s slit, before kissing her way down her other leg.

Rachel spoke, her voice was slower and deeper.  “Oh, you tease.”  Rachel put a hand onto Lisa’s head, she grasped one of her firm breasts, squeezing it gently, teasing her nipple as it grew hard.  Lisa kissed part way down Rachel’s leg, before Rachel took Lisa’s hair into her hand and pulled gently.  Lisa did her best to kiss her way back up, but Rachel's control was too strong.  As she got close Lisa could smell Rachel’s pussy, she was clearly wet.  Lisa took a deep breath and kissed a pussy for the first time.

Lisa had tasted her own juices from her fingers before and was surprised that Rachel tasted a bit different, she could do this.  Lisa ran her tongue up from Rachel’s hole to her clit, along her labia.  Rachel groaned.  Lisa flicked her tongue on her clit, just touching it softly.  She was rewarded with another moan.  Lisa opened her mouth and sucked on the clit, pulling it out from it’s hood.  Rachel moved her hand to the back of Lisa’s head and pulled her in closer.

“Put your tongue inside me, fuck me with your tongue Lisa.”

Rachel pushed down, Lisa obeyed her and pushed her tongue inside Rachel’s pussy.  Lisa had a long tongue, she could extend it a couple of inches.  She pushed in and out, forcing her tongue into the hole and Rachel threw her head back.  As her excitement grew Rachel released her grip on Lisa’s head and instead forced her fingers onto her own clit.  Rachel gasped loudly as she touched herself.

“Keep that up . . . don’t stop,” Rachel gasped.  Lisa ignored the pain in her legs and just kept fucking the beautiful woman with her tongue. 

“Don’t . . . don’t . . . oh Christ, don’t stop . . . Lisa . . . Lisa . . . I’m going to cum Lisa, fuck I’m cumming . . . YESSSSS.”  As she came Rachel’s stomach muscles tightened and she half sat up, bending forwards.  At the same time she clamped her legs tightly on Lisa’s head, holding it in place.  Rachel didn’t release Lisa for a long time, Lisa could still breathe but couldn’t move.

Eventually Rachel released her grip, as soon as she was free Lisa looked up at her and smiled.  Rachel leaned down and they kissed, open mouthed, she loved the taste of her own juices on Lisa’s lips.

“For a first time that wasn’t bad,” Rachel said, “Not bad at all.  I won’t have to spend much time training you on your oral skills with a tongue that long.”

Lisa was proud of herself, all she’d ever got from Adam was a slap and comments that he’d had a better blowjob from a $10 hooker.  “Thank you,” she said and beamed at Rachel.

“Not bad at all girls,” said Travis.  Both girls looked at the door, Travis was standing there, neither had heard him come in.  “Still on for this then Lisa?”

“Yes sir, I’m looking forward to it.”

“Good.  Stand up and move if you want to.  Any more questions?”

“No sir.”

“I’ve got the contract here for you.  We’ll come back and pick you up on the last Saturday of April.  We’ll take payment then.  Get dressed now and go home.  Call me when you get out of work tomorrow, then come here, we can take the contract off you and Rachel will take you shopping.

Rachel smiled at Lisa.  Lisa smiled back as she stood up and got dressed.  She could hardly wait.  She was going to become a pony girl, albeit for a short time.

After Lisa left Travis sat on the chair and Rachel knelt down at his feet.  “So,” said Travis, “What do you think?  Suitable for us?”

“Very suitable sir, I don’t think she’s got any ties and you’ve got another redhead starting soon haven’t you?”

Travis thought about it, Rachel was onto something.  A pair of redheads working together, they would be in with an excellent chance of winning something at the annual show.

“I presume that the timings will all work out sir?”

Travis smiled, the timings would all work out. 

“We just need to make sure that she loses the weight and develops her running ability.  Has she got the desire?”

“I think so sir, I could see it in her eyes.  She loves horses and was very submissive, very obedient.”

“Excellent.”


Pony Girl Preparation

At work all Lisa could think about was her forthcoming transformation into a pony girl.  She’d read and re-read the emails from the ranch owners who would help her on her quest to become the perfect pony.  She smiled when she thought of her (ex) partner Adam – this was his doing.  All it needed from him was that one comment about how she should become a horse.  The abusive shit was right though, it was what she wanted.

As soon as Lisa escaped from work she texted Rachel and started towards the hotel.  She’d only gone 20 feet when her phone pinged, Rachel said she’d be ready for her.  Rachel was good to her word, she was waiting for Lisa in the hotel lobby.

The previous day Lisa had confessed that she was no runner and knew nothing about running.  Rachel assured her that she could help and took her to a local running shop.  She also made it plain that Lisa was paying.

The shop assistant was very knowledgeable and soon had Lisa on a treadmill.  She filmed her for gait analysis and selected an excellent pair of shoes.  The assistant assured her that they would be good for 400, 450 miles.  As she went away to pack them Rachel leaned in.

“That’s about how much you need to run in the next three months.”  Lisa panicked a little, that was more than she’d run in her life so far.  Next they picked out leggings and waterproof jacket.  The assistant tried to sell her technical shirts, Lisa decided to keep her money and just use old shirts, they wouldn’t fit her for long anyway.  They picked out a few odds and ends, a phone holder, some padded socks etc.  After they finished shopping they returned to the hotel where Travis was waiting.  Lisa eyed him up, she’d come from money, her parents were rich and could tell that the suit and shirt he was wearing were custom made.  Travis knew that money always impressed the girls.  Funny though, they never asked where his money came from.

They all went to their room where once again Rachel stripped off on entering.  Lisa was far less inhibited this time and was quickly naked.  She was still very aware of how much better Rachel’s body was.

“Don’t be ashamed of your body Lisa,” said Travis – he could guess what Lisa was thinking.  “three months of exercise, then three months of training and poor Rachel here will be the one looking at you with envy.”  Lisa smiled, she didn’t believe him.

“Have you read the contract Lisa?”

“Yes sir.”

“And will you sign it?”

“Yes sir.”

Lisa opened her bag and handed the contract to Travis.  In the space for the owner’s signature he signed and dated the contract.  Next Lisa signed and dated, then Rachel witnessed it.

“Later in the week a box will arrive for you at the stables.  Open it when you are alone and email Rachel as soon as you get it.  She’ll contact you with instructions.  I don’t know if we’ll be able to see you again before the contract starts – if we have any prospects in the area we’ll call in, but you’re a long way from the ranch.”

“Where is the ranch sir?”

Rachel and Travis exchanged a glance.  “It’s in the south west Lisa.  When we pick you up we’ll drive, it will take about 15 hours to get there.  It’s on the Arizona – New Mexico border.  You’ll be blindfolded for the journey.  When we are close by you’ll be taken from the car and put in a horse box for the last few miles, makes it more realistic.  Once we take you, that’s when your right to speech comes to an end.”

Lisa nodded, she wasn’t sure about being blindfolded, but had to accept it.  All she could think about was being a pony girl.

“Any more questions?”

“Not at the moment sir.  If I do, can I contact Rachel?”

“Of course you can.  And have you got your deposit?”

“Yes sir.”  Lisa opened her bag again and handed over $1,000 in cash.  Travis didn’t count it, it just handed it to Rachel who put it on the room desk.

“Right, if there’s nothing more, shall we eat?”

The two girls got dressed and they went to the hotel restaurant.  Travis paid and they went to the bar afterwards.  Lisa ordered a diet coke again.  They talked for a while until the conversation petered out and Travis said it was time for Lisa to leave.  He ordered her an Uber and they went to the lobby to wait.  He spoke to her one more time.

“If you don’t make the fitness Lisa, your adventure will end here.”

“I’ll make it sir.  I’ve started to diet and will start the exercise program as soon as Rachel sets me one.”

“Enthusiasm, I like it.  Right, well I won’t see you again until the end of April.  I’ll be checking on your progress with Rachel weekly.”  He thrust out his hand and Lisa took it.  They shook hands and waited, the taxi was there in moments and Lisa went back to the stable.

As she turned to leave Travis spoke once more.  “Never speak in my presence again Lisa.”

Lisa paused and turned to face Travis.  She was about to speak and say Yes Sir, then thought better of it.  She held her gaze and nodded.  Travis smiled to himself, breaking in Lisa was going to be easy.

******

When she awoke Lisa checked her phone, there was an email from Rachel.

Good morning Flame (that’s your pony name – I won’t use your human name again).  Excellent day for your first run, not too hot.  Download Strava onto your phone and sign in with these details.  Then I can check on your progress.  I’ve plotted you a two mile route from the stable block, run it after work.  Your time isn’t important, and you can rest (i.e. walk) when ever you need to.  Once you start moving don’t stop until you finish the course.  Also record your weight in the app whenever you can, at least twice a week.

Rachel

Lisa/Flame read the email twice.  She wasn’t looking forward to running, she’d happily spent the last 18 years avoiding any form of exercise, but she could see the sense in getting fit prior to becoming a pony.  After work she helped with the real horses until Sally left, then she got changed.  Flame downloaded Strava, signed in and walked out of the small room she now called home.

She stood outside the office, the cold winter air biting into her face and hands.  She had thin running gloves on, but they did little to keep out the cold.  Flame opened the app on her phone, hit start and locked the screen.  She knew she was alone but looked round anyway, she was very self conscious of being a fat girl filly out for a run.  She took a deep breath and started to move.

The stables and office were on a hill road, about 800 feet long.  Flame was grateful that she would start by running downhill.  Her heart rate and breathing increased rapidly as she sucked in the clean, cold January air.  She didn’t know how fast to run so settled in at what she thought was a steady pace.  The app would tell her when she got back.  At the end of the road she slowed and started to walk.

Flame had done some research and was intelligent enough to know that she wouldn’t be able to run the whole two miles on her first attempt.  She walked for a while and when her beathing returned to normal she started to run again.  Flame repeated this cycle of walking and running until she’d made it to the road up to the stable.  Flame intended to run up the shallow incline but couldn’t manage it.  In her mind she set that as her first target, to run up the hill.

Back at the stables she waited for her breathing to subside.  As she waited she thought about it and checked her time – the two miles had taken her almost 34 minutes.  What was the target Rachel said she had to meet?  To run 10 miles in 100 minutes.  Shit, that was a hell of a long way off.

When she’d calmed down Flame showered and put on a T shirt before weighing herself (162lbs) and going to bed to dream about what was to come.

******

In the morning she checked her phone.

Flame

Good first run – don’t be downhearted about your time or the amount of time you spent walking.  We all have to start somewhere.  When I was your age I was much heavier than you are now.  Repeat the same run tonight.  I FedEx’d you a box yesterday, it should arrive tomorrow for you.  Let me know when it arrives.  You may not open it until I tell you.

Rachel

Flame’s day at work passed slowly.  She asked for more hours and the manager was only too happy to oblige.  At lunch she picked up a burger and fries, then looked down at herself.  As much as she wanted the burger and fries she knew that running alone wasn’t going to shift the 40lbs that she needed to lose.  Reluctantly she replaced the calorie loaded meal and picked up a salad.

Flame ran again in the evening, her legs were tired and she was disappointed that her time was worse than the previous day, only by 30 seconds but slower all the same.  She didn’t get an email over night from Rachel – this led to more worry for her, was Rachel disappointed in her?

At work she got a text from Sally, a parcel had arrived for her.  Flame emailed Rachel to tell her it had arrived.  Rachel responded quickly, when she got home she could open the box.  Inside were several numbered packages, she could open box one.  She was not to run that night, just follow the instructions in package one.

The day passed slowly for Flame, she was desperate to open the box and find out what was inside.  She’d started on the breakfast shift and was working through until four pm.  Flame had calculated the money, she had 12 weeks to save just under $4,000, so she needed to save about $330 a week.  After expenses that meant working an average of 55 hours a week, added to her training times and helping at the stables meant she would be permanently tired.

In the evening Flame opened the package, Sally had asked what it was and Flame had been non committal – she said it was a present from her family.  After helping Sally with the horses for a couple of hours Flame finally got to open the box.  There were several smaller boxes inside.  Flame opened number one.  Inside was a simple rubber bit gag and a sheet of paper.

Flame,

One of the hardest parts of being a pony girl is wearing a gag.  It will go into your mouth and stay there, sometimes for hours, your jaws being forced apart, saliva dripping down your chin.  All you’ll be able to think about is closing your mouth and swallowing.  So it’s important that you get used to wearing it.  Start small, put this in tonight and wear it for one hour.  Don’t run in it until I tell you to.

Another thing you need to learn is submission.  Part of your role will involve kneeling in front of your owner, user, or me from prolonged periods of time – sometimes for hours.  No one can do this straight away, so you need to practice. 

So, put the gag in, fasten it tightly behind your head and assume a kneeling position.  Hold your position for 20 minutes then you can stand and walk to relieve the pressure for 20 minutes, then back onto your knees for 20 minutes.  Move as little as possible.  Later in the program we’ll work on getting your legs apart – it’s much harder to kneel with your legs open, as you’ll discover.  If you want to open your legs you can, but once you’ve opened them you must keep them open until the end of the 20 minutes.

Download this app Flame and film yourself – set it to five frames a second, then I don’t have to watch for a full hour – send me the film. Make sure you’re naked – ponies don’t wear clothes.

Rachel

Flame took out the gag and looked at it.  The rubber bit was about eight inches long, connected to two metal hoops.  The hoops were also linked by two leather straps with a buckle and various holes.  Flame put it to one side and went for a shower – she wanted to look her best before assuming her submissive pose.
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When she came back and dried herself off Flame picked up the gag.  She opened her mouth and pushed it as far back as it would go.  Flame bit down onto it to keep it in place as she felt round the back of her head to secure the belt in place.  She fastened it as tightly as she could, but made sure that she could slip it off the top of her head if she needed to.  Flame set up her phone with the app filming her and got down in front of it.  She made sure that she could see the clock.

Kneeling for 20 minutes she thought, that’s going to be easy.  How many hours have I spent on my knees sucking Adam’s cock?  And the gag was much smaller than Adam’s cock, she’d had that in her mouth for what felt like hours as well.  This was going to be an easy introduction.

As she eased herself into position she was very aware of her fat rolls touching her legs.  I may not be the most attractive pony, she thought to herself, but I can damn well be the most devoted and obedient.  Flame checked the clock, 7.34pm.  She made a promise to herself, Rachel had told her to kneel like this for 20 minute before moving, she was going to hold her position for 25. 

Fuck, what should I do with my arms . . . my forelegs she thought?  Rachel hadn’t given her any instructions about that.  Flame half laughed when she thought I should have brought a book, but that would be cheating.  Instead she placed her wrists onto her thighs, arms slightly bend at the elbow, palms face down on her legs.

After 10 minutes Flame realized the difference between having her mouth open for Adam’s cock and the gag.  With Adam when she needed a rest she would slide his cock out, then lick it, or one of his balls for a moment.  When her mouth filled with saliva she could swallow, again by allowing his shaft out of her mouth.  But the gag never relented, her jaws were forced open.  Rachel was correct, all she could think of was closing her mouth and swallowing.  Flame checked the clock again, shit had only 12 minutes passed?

Saliva dripped from her mouth when she couldn’t hold it in any more.  It ran down her chin and dripped off, landing on one of her large, saggy tits.  Flame looked down as a second, then third drop landed.  The spit gathered together and ran down her breast, over her nipple and fell down onto her protruding belly.  How have I never noticed how fat am I, Flame thought to herself?  Because all Adam did was put me down so I ate at work as an easy way out she thought.

When the clocked passed eight Flame stood up.  She was grateful to move, the pain in her legs was starting to build.  She stood and shook her legs, the sensation of moving felt fantastic.  Flame moved around the room, getting sensation back into her body.  Sadly there was still no relief for her jaw.  She only moved for 10 minutes before getting back down on the floor in front of the camera. 

This time, as soon as she was in place Flame stared straight into the camera.  Her breasts were covered in spit, her jaw was agony.  But she was determined to show her masters the strength of her will power.  Slowly she opened her legs wide to display her mound of red pubic hair.  Flame was a little surprised she’d not had instructions to remove it, but for now it would stay in place.

Within five minutes Flame was regretting her decision.  The pain in her hips was intense – she tried to find a source of comfort – all she could come up with at least the pain in her legs detracted from the pain in her jaw.  But there could be no going back – Rachel’s email had made it plain that she was to keep her legs open wide. 

By 10 minutes she started to shake a little, sweat was starting to form on her head.  Flame decided to think of something, anything to take her mind off the pain.  This was what it was about she thought, find something to act as a distraction.  She didn’t have to think for long.  The camera, she thought, represented Travis and Rachel.  Her owners.  They would be pleased if she obeyed and she would be rewarded, with an orgasm.  She would masturbate as soon as the clock hit 8:34.

Flame watched the clock patiently, the pain building all the time.  Her mouth was dry, all she wanted to do was move and cum.  She imagined herself kneeling at the feet of a man who was ignoring her.  But soon he would finish his conversation, soon he would want to use her, to throw her onto her back and pin her down while he fucked her.

Flame fantasized about what it would be like to be used.  Adam had been useless in bed, he was only interested in his own pleasure, but he would at least pretend and spent time playing with her tits.  She imagined that her owner would just use her – throw her down and mount her, like a stallion does with a mare.  She checked the clock as she thought about being used like a horse.  Only three minutes to go . . . two . . . one . . . 8.34pm.  She was about to move, then thought no, I’ll wait another five minutes to prove my desire for this life.  As soon as the clock ticked over to 8:39 Flame collapsed onto her side and stretched out her legs.

It took her a minute or two to fully extend her legs.  As soon as she had some feeling in her feet she lay on her back, legs open and facing the camera.  She slipped her hands between her legs and started to rub her already wet pussy – she’d been thinking about her release for almost 20 minutes.  Flame didn’t wait, she pushed one, then two fingers inside her cunt and started to fuck herself.  As soon as the fingers went in she gasped, to finally get some release felt incredible.

Flame’s hand moved quickly, she rapidly added a third finger.  With her other hand she grasped one of her breasts and started to squeeze.  Her nipple grew quickly and she pulled her breast up, Flame bent her neck and extended her tongue under the gag, she could just lick her own nipple.  She stayed like that, licking her nipple, finger fucking herself.  Flame was moaning in delight, she hadn’t felt this sexy since the first few weeks with Adam.

Flame pulled her fingers from her cunt and slowly touched her clit.  She let out a long, loud groan of delight.  She knew it would only be seconds until she came.  Then Flame paused, a pony wouldn’t be used like this.  Despite her closeness to orgasm she pulled her fingers away, whining while she did it.  Flame flipped herself over onto her front.  She pulled her knees under her, keeping them wide apart, showing her cunt to the camera. She raised her ass up and resumed rubbing her clit.

Flame was gasping, begging through the gag.  She was thinking about being used like this, a man behind her fucking her cunt, unable to see him.  Flame started to beg and plead through the gag, making strange gargling noises. 

“I’m cumming, holy fuck I’m cumming . . . .YESSSSSSSS.”  As she came she stopped rubbing her clit and pushed her fingers back into her pussy, the wet walls of her cunt throbbing as her orgasm continued.  Flame fucked herself until she calmed down, then turned round and switched the camera off.  She removed the bit gag, her jaw was painful to close.  She replied to Rachel, attaching the film.  Then she showered again and went to bed.

In the morning there was another email from Rachel.

Flame,

I am impressed at your self control – your owner also enjoyed watching the film.  Today is a rest day for you, tomorrow you are to run again.  Send me you weight after you run.

Rachel

Flame groaned as she got out of bed, her thighs were agony and she struggled to move.  She stayed late at work and when she got home she helped with the horses for an hour.  Sally was still pleased with the extra help.  The following day was similar, Flame was very pleased to see that she had shaved 20 seconds off her run time and almost beside herself with happiness to discover she had lost 2lbs.

******

The next week passed in a similar manner, running, kneeling, stretching and eating better.  When her total weight loss passed 6lbs Rachel allowed her to open the second box.

Flame,

We are impressed with your weight loss and the improvement in your running speeds.  For now on your training plan will vary, you’ll be doing some longer, slower runs and shorter, faster runs.  The combination will help your develop speed and strength.

As a reward for your efforts you may open the second box.  Film yourself when you open the box and wear it, we both want to watch your reaction.  Then kneel in place for 40 minutes.  You may not masturbate from now on without explicit permission.  Your next cum will be when you’ve lost 10lbs in total.

Rachel.

Flame lifted up the second box.  It was about 12 inches by 12, maybe three or four inches high.  She shook it, wondering what could be inside.  She resisted the urge to open the box, she had to go to work.  All day at work she was thinking about the box, what could be inside?  Flame declined the offer of a few extra hours, her desire to open the box was too great.

When she got back to the stables she helped with the real horses for a couple of hours until Sally left for home.  Flame couldn’t wait any longer, she didn’t bother with the shower and went straight to her little room.  She set the camera up and started filming.

First she stripped naked, she had lost 6lbs and was starting to see the progress she was making, her stomach was noticeably flatter (she was still very aware that she was anything but thin) but making progress.  Even her colleagues at work had been passing comment.

She got to her knees, opened her legs wide and opened the box.  It was a collar.  It was made of black leather to go next to the skin, on the outside it was lined with stainless steel.  A stainless steel ring hung down at the front, on the back were several eyes for the belt buckle.
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Flame looked in the box, there was piece of paper with the collar.

Flame,

From now on you are to wear this collar when you are alone, from the moment you get home to the moment you leave for work.  When you go running you are to wear the collar.  It doesn’t matter if anyone sees you, you must get used to wearing it.

Rachel

Flame looked at the collar, she got very excited looking at it.  She’d never worn a collar before (sure she’d worn necklaces and even chokers when she was younger, but nothing like this).  She lifted it out of the box, feeling the rich black leather.  She knew she was smiling, holding the adornment that would mark her out for what she was becoming.  Flame lifted it to her neck and put it on, pulling it tight to her skin.  It took her a few attempts to fasten the buckle so it was secured to her neck.

Flame opened her legs and put her hands onto her thighs and stayed in position.  She loved this, knowing that she was marked out as property.  She wanted to masturbate, to cum knowing she was now a marked slave pony.  She knelt in position for 40 minutes, desperately wanting to touch herself.  She could feel her thighs getting wet, her nostrils were full of the smell of her pussy juices.  She was determined to lose the four pounds she needed for her next orgasm.

As soon as her 40 minutes were up Flame turned the camera off and emailed the film.  Then she slipped on some leggings, a long sleeved top and her running shoes and went out.  She wasn’t scheduled to run that night but thought it would help with the weight loss.  She ran down the drive to the road, then turned round and ran back up.  For the first time she made the full length of the drive.

Up and down she ran, only walking on the downhill stretch.  Up and down, up and down.  Flame managed the path eight times before she’d had enough.  Then she cooled off, showered and went to bed.  In the morning there was another email from Rachel.

Flame,

I am disappointed in you.  I control your training program, it has been designed to ensure you reach peak fitness at the correct time.  Do not disobey me again.

Your punishment for this is to open box 5 tonight.  I had hoped it would not come to this.  Follow the instructions in the box and film yourself, then kneel in position for one hour, legs spread wide apart.  After the hour you are to run on the 5 mile route.

Additionally, from now on you should wear the bit gag from the moment you are alone until you go to sleep.  It will cause you much pain and suffering, but it will help you in the long run.

Rachel.

Flame couldn’t believe the sense of disappointment that swept over her, when Adam had hit her after a crap blowjob or failed meal all she wanted to do was improve so that he didn’t hurt her again.  Rachel was disappointed with her, that hurt more than the physical pain that Adam dished out.  She had thought that she was doing well by running further.  She wasn’t looking forward to the evening.

******

Once she was alone Flame removed her clothes, she was already feeling much more confident naked.  She attached the bit gag and then opened the box.  Inside was a piece of paper and a length of ginger root.  Flame was scared, it looked so innocuous, how could this be a punishment?  She removed the paper from the box and read the instructions.

Flame

I am truly sorry to do this to you, but you have broken the rules you’ve been given.  Ponies work on a carrot and stick basis – this is going to be the stick.  Shave the skin off the ginger root, then kneel in front of the camera.  Film yourself as you insert this into your cunt.  You will hold it in place until you have permission to move.  Once you have permission to move you can remove the ginger.

By all means search for a video of a girl being figged.

If you fail to take your punishment this is the end of your experience.

Rachel.

Well, at least it’s not a red hot chili thought Flame.  She picked up her phone and googled.  Five minutes later she was wishing it was a piece of chili.

Flame shaved the skin off and set up the camera.  Slowly she knelt in position and opened her legs, displaying her red bush to her owners.  She smiled defiantly to camera as best she could through the gag and pushed the ginger root into her pussy.

Instantly her walls contracted, this made the pain worse as the ginger started to bite into her.  Sweat formed on her face and she wanted to scream in pain.  Flame did a quick time check – this was going to be hard, incredibly hard. 

Within five minutes she found herself thinking about pulling the ginger out of her cunt.  The burning sensation got worse over time.  She found herself subconsciously flexing her cunt walls, when she didn’t pay attention she would tighten and this made it worse.  But if she loosened too much it was in danger of sliding out.

No, no I can’t do this she thought to herself.  I can end this, all I have to do is pull it out and the suffering is over.  At one point she lifted a hand off her thighs and moved it towards her pussy.  Flame flexed her fingers before replacing her hand.  I want to be a pony, she told herself.  Don’t lose your dream for 35 minutes of pain. 

Normally once the period of kneeling was over Flame would hold her position for another five minutes to show her commitment – not this time.  As soon as the clock ticked over one hour Flame moved, her hands shot to her cunt as she pushed the ginger out.  She stood quickly and made for the bathroom to wash her aching cunt.  Once the burning died down she got dressed and went to run.  She paused at the door, her hand on the back of her head.  Should she remove the gag?

No, no I shouldn’t she thought.  I am alone, my instructions were explicit.  I am to wear the gag until I go to sleep.  Flame started to run, it was a cold night, just below freezing.  She was quickly down the hill, along the pavement at the side of the road.  The cold air and the desire to please spurred her on and she ran for almost three miles before pausing for a rest.  She ran/walked back, weighed herself, showered and uploaded the film.  Surely Rachel would have a kind word for her?  She would find out in the morning.

******

Flame,

Good filly taking your punishment without complaint.  And an excellent run last night – I hope you had your gag in, from now on you are to wear it on all your runs.  Tell me if you didn’t wear it and I will think of a suitable punishment.

Open box three, it contains food supplements and birth control pills.  I’m sure you’re already on birth control, at the end of this cycle I expect you to start taking these – they are different from other brands in that you won’t have periods at all while you are on them – your owner expects your cunt to permanently available.  Don’t worry about them, I’ve been using them for years.

Rachel

Flame opened the packet, there were three bottles inside.  She was told to take one of each a day, at 5am, the birth control pills were in bottle C.  No lie-ins for me she thought.  Flame checked the clock and took the pills from A & B and got ready for work.

******

The weeks passed for Flame, her weight dropped dramatically and quickly – her colleagues at work passed comment on her new look.  When she started the birth control pills she had expected some reaction from her body, but she adjusted seamlessly.  The instructions from Rachel kept coming, and every time she lost five pounds she was rewarded with an orgasm.

Rachel started setting target times for her runs, when she beat the time she was allowed to cum (always on film), when she failed a punishment was handed out – usually hitting herself.  She got to open box four – a pair of nipple clamps that allowed for small weights to be applied.  Now when she knelt she had to put the clamps on – Rachel explained in an email:
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Flame,

Pony girls usually wear bells on their nipples – their owners like to hear the noise of their ponies as they run.  To get you used to the weight and sensation start wearing these when you kneel.  Later you’ll wear them when you run.

Rachel

Flame grunted as she first applied the clamps – they hurt as they went on but the sensation rapidly dimmed (she decided that they must only hurt as they went on).  The real pain came when she took them off as the blood rushed back into her tortured nipples. 

Flame was also pleased that as she lost weight her breasts didn’t change size, she’d expected to lose a couple of cup sizes but she’d only lost a tiny amount.  If anything, she thought, they might even be getting bigger.  At her largest she’d been a 36C, she measured herself after she’d lost 15lbs and was very pleased to see she was now a 34D.  Her breasts were also becoming much more sensitive, another side effect of losing weight she thought.

******

Flame,

It’s time to start practicing some more pony skills.  Most men, your owner in particular, love to have their cocks sucked.  He would be disappointed if you were not skilled in this area!  Open box six tonight, you’ll find a 10 inch stick on dildo.  Stick it up somewhere and practice for 15 minutes, three times a day.  The bit gag should have made it easy for you to keep your mouth open, so aim for depth.

You must be able to take eight inches of it into your throat when I come to collect you – only six weeks to go now!  If you can get nine or ten inches down you will get an orgasm for each inch.

Rachel

Flame opened the box, she had never seen a dildo or real cock anything like that size.  It had marks on it, a dark ring at every inch.  Adam had always told her that he had a huge cock, she had nothing else to compare it to and no reason to doubt him.  As she held the enormous phallus she now knew that Adam had been lying to her.  Flame panicked a little, how the hell was she supposed to get eight inches of this monster down her throat?

She picked up her phone and googled – there were lots of videos of girls taking much bigger cocks into their throats – she found more than one where it looked like the girl was taking 18 inches or more.

Flame took it with her to the shower.  She licked the base and attached the sucker to the wall, then knelt down – the end was level with her eyes. Flame didn’t realize it but subconsciously she had opened her legs wide, this now came naturally to her.

She started with the rubber balls, licking and sucking them.  Her tongue worked its way up and down the length of the shaft.  She circled the helmet, then opened her mouth wide and sank her head down on the huge shaft.  Flame pushed her head down, one inch, two, three, four, five.  She started to struggle and gagged as she tried to get the 6th inch in.  She forced herself to hold it at the back of her throat, spluttering and gagging until she thought she was about to puke.  She pulled back and gathered herself before trying again.

This was going to be a challenge for her, but she would try until she succeeded.  On the bus the next day Flame researched how to learn to deep throat.  After work she bought some bananas to practice with.

******

The weather was warming up now towards the end of February and the last day of the month was unseasonably warm.  Flame got an email from Rachel while she was at work.  She didn’t dare read it with anyone else around, so she made an excuse and went to the bathroom.  She read the email.

Flame,

I’ve checked the weather forecast, looks like it’s going to be into the 60s today and tomorrow for you!  Tonight I want you to open box seven, it contains a pair of reins and a leash.  When you go to sleep tonight I want you to sleep in the stables.  Find an empty stall, attach the reins to your gag and tie them to a ring in the bay.  Wait, standing with your arms folded behind your back, for two hours.  Then take the bit out and attach your leash to the ring in your collar and the other end to the stable ring!  Set your phone up to film the whole night, one frame every 10 seconds will do.

Ponies don’t wear clothes, so for tonight’s run be naked.  When you are at the ranch you will wear a harness that will provide some support for your breasts, today you’ll just have to suffer.  Wear the nipple clamps as well Flame!

Normally the ponies don’t get to experience sleeping in the stable until they get here – you are lucky staying where you do.  I hope you enjoy your night – as a reward for your hard work over the last few days you can cum before you sleep.

Rachel
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Flame hugged herself in the bathroom, Rachel was proud of her pony and she had noticed!  Weight loss was coming much more slowly now and she had thought it would be another two weeks before she got to cum again.  Work dragged when she got back from her ‘break’ but she made it to the end of the shift. 

Back at the stables she tended the horses until Sally left for the day just after six pm.  Flame was looking forward to what was to come.  She went to her little room and stripped naked, attached the nipple clamps (gasping again when they went on), inserted the bit gag (strange – four weeks ago it caused nothing but pain, today she was looking forward to her transformation) and put on her running shoes.

Flame checked her phone, 15 times up and down the ranch drive, so about three miles.  Her target time was 26 minutes.  No issues, she thought.  The idea of running naked, sleeping in the straw and knowing that she would get to cum before she slept had her very excited.

Flame opened the door and stepped out into the night.  The sun had set but she could see her way via the lights on the driveway.  Flame clicked go on the app and started to run.  Instantly she could feel her breasts starting to move – this was not pleasant, they were loose and getting quite painful as she ran.  Rachel had given her no instructions about her arms and hands, so she held her breasts as she ran.

Seven weeks ago Flame had hated running, she did it as she needed to get fit.  Now she was looking forward to running, her passion for running consumed her.  She sped off into the night, loving her nakedness. 

As she approached the road she worried a little – it was a quiet road, but there would still be the occasional car at this time of night.  For a moment she toyed with not running all the way to the end, but Rachel would know and would punish her for her disobedience.  So she ran to the end and hoped for the best.

She needn’t have worried, as she ran she heard two, maybe three cars in the distance but Flame was lucky, they weren’t crossing the drive when she was at the end.  Flame ran as best she could, her body was sweaty mess at the end, her breasts covered with her own drool.  At the ranch after her 10th lap she slowed and pulled her phone out – she was pleased with her time, almost 30 seconds inside Rachel’s target.

Rather than go to her room Flame diverted and went into the stables.  Maybe her senses were more alert after her run but she could smell the horses like never before.  As she walked down the center aisle in the dim half-light the occasional horse would flick its tail or nod its head as she walked past.  As she walked Flame felt like this was where she belonged.

She had prepared a stall for herself earlier that afternoon and she opened the gate and let herself in.  She set her phone up and started filming, then attached the reins to her gag.  She stood as still as she could, with her arms behind her back.  Rachel hadn’t said if she could remove the nipple clamps so she left them on.  As she cooled Flame noticed the sweat on herself, it drew the night air in and she started to shiver. 

After 20 minutes she’d stopped sweating and just stood, thinking about the life she was about to embark on.  She watched the horse in the opposite stall, watching its mannerisms as it moved in the limited space available to it.  She noticed how it whished its tail when something annoyed it, or how it moved its legs, the sound of its hooves on the floor.  Soon Flame was wishing she could be down on her knees, legs apart.  The pain gave her something to concentrate on, standing like this was just boring.

When the two hours were up Flame removed the reins and lay down in the straw.  She slipped her hands between her legs and was surprised at how wet she was already.  Flame had barely realized how exciting it was for her, standing in the stalls with the horses.  She imagined herself being pinned down in the straw, a man behind her, fucking her from behind like the animal she was about to become. 

As she was now used to, Flame was on her front, face down in the straw, her nostrils soaking up the musty smell of it.  Her fingers slipped in and out of her cunt, fucking herself.  It wasn’t long before Flame started groaning to be allowed to cum, but being careful to not speak.  Her breathing was shallow and fast, gyrating her hips on her hand.

Internally she was pleading to be allowed to cum.  Flame knew that all she had to do was rub her clit to give her the release she craved, but at the same time she reasoned that any owner fucking his pony wouldn’t play with her clit.  Instead she just ground her cunt on her hand.  She pushed a third, then fourth finger in, before slipping her entire hand in.  She’d never had her cunt stretched that wide and she came as her thumb entered her. 

Still she restrained herself from yelling as she came, a pony wouldn’t make that sound. Instead she grunted and moaned, her hand still embedded deep within her.  As her pussy contracted and moved Flame could feel it on her hand, her fingers being crushed together.  Even after she stopped cumming she left her hand inside herself for a few minutes.  When she finally pulled it out she raised it to her mouth and sucked her fingers through the bit gag as best she could, loving the taste of her pussy.

Flame removed the bit gag and snuggled down.  It was colder than she expected and she had to cover herself with the straw.  It dug into her skin and was uncomfortable, but she accepted it as a price worth paying. 

******

She woke early in the morning and left the stall, showered and went to work.  Again she received an email while at work.

Flame,

You are a natural as a pony, you are going to make me and your master very proud.

Tonight I want you to open boxes eight and nine.  There will are instructions in both.

Rachel

In the evening as soon as she was alone Flame opened the boxes.  Box eight was tiny and she opened it first.  Inside was a small metal butt plug.  Flame read the instructions
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As a pony you will wear a tail all the time, unless you are defecating.  You will be allowed to defecate every other day.  To get you used to your tail this is to be inside you from now on.  You may take it out to shit when you wake every other day.  Best to wet it before you insert it!

Flame studied the butt plug.  It was about three inches long and maybe ¾ inch wide at the widest point.  Without thinking she put it into her mouth and started to suck and lick it.  When it was wet she lifted it out in her right hand and lined it up with her asshole.  She tried hard to relax but it wouldn’t go in.  In the end she used her left hand to pull her ass apart and she slowly tried to insert it.  No matter what she did she couldn’t get it in.

Finally she grabbed her gag and bit down on it as she pushed hard.  She screamed as her asshole opened and finally it went in.  Fuck, she thought to herself, surely next time has to be easier.  Then she panicked, if it was that hard to get in what would it be like getting it out?

Flame stood up and could feel it moving inside her as she walked.  Even standing still she was very aware of its presence.  And what would it feel like for tonight’s run?

She tried to put it out of her mind as she opened the next box.  She was looking forward to this one, it was easily the largest, at least two feet long.  Flame smiled and gasped as she opened the box and saw the contents.  It was a pair of almost knee length boots in black leather.  Flame rubbed them, they must be the most expensive pair of footwear she had ever owned.

The heel . . . holy fuck thought Flame as she turned them over.  They must be four, no five inches high.  She studied them for a moment before looking in the box for a piece of paper.  She soon found it.

Flame,

Ponies wear specialist pony boots, as you will soon see.  These will bend your foot to about 45 degrees, so your ankles can get used to it and your toes used to the weight of your body.  They might be slightly large so use the socks to pad them out.  From now on you should wear these at work.  They will hurt at first, but better getting used to it now.

Rachel
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Flame tried them on, Rachel was correct, they were slightly large and her feet moved inside them, so she took them off and put on the long socks.  Not very sexy she thought, but hey, no one would see them under the boots.

Flame put them back on.  Jesus, she thought, this is what it’s like to be tall.  Flame was about 5’ 5” but with these on she was almost 5’ 10”.  She tried to walk and almost fell over.  These would take some getting used to.

Flame took them off and went for a run, the plug in her ass was a constant reminder of her life to come but over the course of the night’s 10 mile run she got used to it.

******

The next day at work everyone commented on how Flame looked, her long red hair hanging down her back, the extra height.  Only she knew the thrill she was getting from the plug in her ass.  A couple of the guys asked her out on a date, which she politely declined.  Even the manager eyed her up, he called her into his office but didn’t really say anything.  Flame decided he just wanted to see her up close.  She liked the attention.

******

Over the next few weeks Flame settled into the routine of running, exercise, sucking on the dildo.  With two weeks to go she finally managed to get past her gag point, once past it she found that she could get all of it in easily.  She resolved to practice more frequently and took the dildo to work with her, sneaking it into the restrooms whenever she could. 

Flame handed her notice in with seven days to go.  The manager begged her to stay on, but she told him that she was flying home to be with her family.  Grudgingly he accepted and said he was sorry to see her go.  The same day Flame also thanked Sally and told her the same lie.  Sally hugged her and said how sorry she was to see her leave, but like the staff at work was happy for her.

******

On her last day in Arkansas Flame took her suitcase to work, containing all her worldly possessions, such as they were.  She had the $5,000 she needed, Rachel was going to pick her up after work and take her to the hotel.  They would spend the night together, Flame was free to ask any questions.  The following day they would fly to Denver, then taken Rachel's car to the ranch.

Over dinner they talked.  Flame asked lots of questions and Rachel answered them, but warned her that her life so far had been the easy part of the experience.

“After all,” she said, “you could have stopped at any point.  From now on when I give you an order you will have to obey it.  If you refuse, hesitate or don’t carry it out to my satisfaction I’ll whip you, and then you’ll carry out the order.”

A thrill shot through Flame.  The cool way in which Rachel said this as she ate was so exciting.  Rachel had total control over Flame, Flame would do anything for this woman.  All she wanted to do was please.  Rachel told her that she was very pleased with her progress, she’d lost more weight than expected and could run further and faster than expected.

After dinner they had a couple of drinks in the bar, Flame sticking to diet coke as per her age.

“Enjoy your coke,” said Rachel between sips of her wine, “You’ll get nothing but water for the next three months.”  Flame and Rachel’s eyes met and Rachel smiled.  Flame knew that she meant it.  After two glasses of wine Rachel said it was time for bed.  She took Flame by the hand and led her to the elevator.  Several members of staff and customers stared – some in disgust, most of the men with desire.  Once in their room Rachel locked the door and took Flame to the bed.

“Kneel,” Rachel said, pointing to the floor.  Flame assumed position and opened her legs wide.  This was what she wanted, direct orders from her . . . handler.  That was how Flame decided to think of Rachel.  Flame stayed in position while Rachel undressed.  Rachel then opened Flame’s suitcase and examined the contents.  When she found the money she stopped and counted it.  Just over $5,000.

When Rachel was happy with the money she put it into her bag and returned to Flame.  “Strip off,” she ordered Flame.  Flame stood up and removed her clothes, she didn’t try to do it slowly or sexily, she just did it while Rachel watched.  She got the feeling that she was being examined as though she was a piece of meat.  Once she was naked she wasn’t sure what to do, so in the absence of any instructions she thought back to the stables and folded her arms behind her back.  Rachel looked at her and smiled, then disappeared into the bathroom.

Flame heard the shower go on.  She stood motionless, waiting on instructions.  When Rachel came back out she was pleased that Flame hadn’t moved.  The now naked Rachel moved behind Flame and wrapped her arms around her, placing her hands onto her breasts.  Rachel squeezed gently, cupping and holding her tits.  She was much gentler than Adam had ever been Flame thought.

Rachel started to nibble Flame’s ear.  She whispered, “You can move your arms Flame.”

Flame unfolded her arms and slipped one behind her onto Rachel’s ass, pulling her in.  She felt something slide between her legs and touch her pussy.  Flame span round and looked down.  Rachel was wearing a giant dildo strapped above her pussy.  She stared at it for a few moments, before looking into Rachel’s eyes.

“Well,” said Flame, “You said you can deep throat.  Travis will want to use your throat frequently, he’s got a thing for redhead ponies.  And it’s my responsibility to make sure that you can.  You have been practicing, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” replied Flame, breathlessly.  “That’s huge.”  Flame put out a hand and rubbed it up and down.  She spat onto her hand to get some moisture onto the cock and then started to wank it slowly.  Flame was very turned on, Adam had always been about the end result and didn’t like slow, sensual touches.

“On your knees Flame, I want to see if you’re any good.”

Flame kissed Rachel on the mouth and then worked her way down her toned body.  Rachel’s tits were smaller than Flame’s but she paused to kiss them and suck her nipples.  Rachel rewarded her with a low groan of pleasure.  Flame looked up at Rachel to see her smiling down.  She put a hand onto Flame’s red hair and pushed her to her knees.

Flame opened her legs wide as she knelt.  After three months of practice this was now instinctive to her.  She didn’t realize it but this was part of the training, to stop her from thinking and to get her to react to instructions or situations without being told.  Rachel smiled, Flame was very submissive and her training would bring that out.  She watched as Flame went to work.

On her knees Flame started at the base of the shaft.  She kissed it slowly and started to work her way up.  Rachel grabbed her hair and pulled it hard, forcing Flame’s head up.

“That’s a rubber dildo Flame.  When you suck a real cock start slowly, but I get nothing from this.  I’m just here to make sure you can take it all.”

“I’m sorry,” replied Flame, quietly.  She’d started slow to put off being tested, but she wouldn’t be allowed to get away with it.  Flame knew what she had to do.  As soon as Rachel released her grip Flame opened her mouth wide and moved her head back.  She took the end of the giant dildo into her mouth and closed her lips over it.  Rachel slapped her face, hard.  Flame looked up, what had she done this time?

“Are your teeth touching the Dildo?”

Flame hesitated before answering.  “Yes.”

“Would you let your teeth touch your owner’s cock?”

“No.”

Rachel slapped her face again, Flame took the blow without question.  Adam had dished out much worse.  “Then show the same respect to this dildo as you would to a real cock.”

“Yes, of course.  I’m sorry.”

Flame opened her jaw a little wider to take her teeth off the penis.  Rachel grunted her approval and slowly Flame sucked her head down the thick shaft.  Inch after inch disappeared into her mouth until about five inches were inside.  Flame took a deep breath and pushed.  She still wasn’t very used to deep throating and she gagged as the dildo hit the back of her throat.

Normally Flame would have pulled back and tried again, but she didn’t want to be hit.  Instead she doubled her resolve and pushed her head forward.  She gagged again but this time her throat opened and she took more and more in until the full ten inches had gone.  She looked up at Rachel who was beaming down at her.

“Good girl,” said Rachel, “Good girl.”  Rachel put her hands on the back of Flame’s head and pulled her even closer, until Flame’s nose was stuck against Rachel’s pubic bone.  20 seconds passed, 40, then Flame started to panic.  She tried to pull back but Rachel held her in place. 

“You stay there until I release you, understand?”

Flame understood, but there was no way she could answer.  Rachel held her until Flame started to buck, she was at breaking point.  Rachel released her and the grateful Flame pulled back quickly.

“You need to work on getting to your gag point faster and how long you can hold it for, but otherwise well done.

Flame nodded, she couldn’t believe how clinical Rachel was.

“Now it’s time to pleasure me.  Get on the bed, lie on your front.  Put your arms behind your back.”

Flame moved quickly, when she was in position Rachel tied her wrists together, then rolled her over onto her back.  She then climbed over Flame and lowered her pussy down onto her face.  As she did so she undid the dildo and put it on the bed at her side.  Rachel then put her hands onto Flame’s breasts and squeezed them hard.  Flame didn’t make a noise.

Rachel was soaking, she loved being with a compliant pony like Flame.  Flame opened her mouth and extended her tongue, she ran it over the top of Rachel’s thigh, eventually touching her smooth, hairless labia.  Rachel gasped, that first touch was always exciting for her.  She ground her hips, moving slowly from side to side, back to front, guiding Flame’s tongue with her body.

Flame found Rachel’s clit and lifted her head to suck, Rachel groaned as she breathed out, “Oh . . . oh fuck yes.”  Rachel released her grip on Flame’s tits and grabbed her own instead.  She pulled them into her palms, sinking her fingers into her own flesh.  Flame continued to suck and lick.

Rachel bent forward and opened Flame’s legs, pushing them wide open.  She extended a finger and ran it down Flame’s pussy.  Rachel was pleased that she was wet.  She pushed her finger inside Flame’s cunt and started to fuck her with it, then she opened her labia with her other hand and started to lick Flame’s clit.  She smiled to herself as Flame reacted, moving her hips.

The two women stayed in their 69 position, licking and sucking.  Rachel controlled Flame’s breathing by occasionally raising and lowering her hips.  She stopped fucking Flame with her fingers as she approached orgasm, she sat herself back up and took hold of Flame’s tits.  She started to beg.

“Fuck me Flame, fuck me with your tongue . . . . don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop.”

Under her Flame was fucking her handler as fast as she could and she was in pain, Rachel had sunk her long nails into her breasts and her pussy was pushed down into her face.  Flame knew that the only way she’d escape was to make Rachel cum.  Desperately she pushed her tongue up and down into Rachel’s cunt. 

“Fuck me Flame, fuck me . . . . oh, God, fuck me, yes, yes, fuck me Flame . . . .YESSSSS.”  Rachel came but there was no escape for Flame, instead Rachel collapsed down onto Flame’s face.  Before she’d been holding some weight on her legs, now her full weight was supported by Flame’s face.

Flame started to shake her head, she was desperately trying to move her head so she could breathe.  Eventually Rachel moved away and Flame started to drink in the air.  Rachel hadn’t meant to suffocate Flame and felt sorry for her, but she wasn’t going to say it.  Instead she resumed licking Flame’s cunt – Rachel decided that she deserved to cum. 

Rachel picked up the dildo and inserted it into Flame who yelled in delight, she’d never had anything that size inside of her before.  Flame could feel the shaft sliding in and out, stretching her pussy and rubbing against the plug in her ass, she’d never felt anything like it.  As Rachel licked her clit Flame was begging and yelling, screaming as she came.  To tease Flame Rachel kept fucking her as she came. 

“Please stop Rachel . . . please . . . oh Christ Rachel, please stop.”

Rachel ignored Flame, she had to learn her place and learn quickly. 

“Oh Christ, fuck . . . I’m, I’m going  . . . I’m going to cum again . . . oh Jesus, fuck, YESSSSSSS.”  Flame’s first orgasm had barely stopped when the second hit her – she’d rarely cum with Adam, her only outlet had been her own fingers and now Rachel had made her cum twice in as many minutes.

Rachel finally pulled the dildo out and moved to lie next to Flame.  The girls kissed passionately, Flame loving the taste of her own pussy on Rachel’s mouth.  Rachel brought the dildo up and sucked it before offering it to Flame, who took it into her mouth.  Rachel pushed the dildo in and it slipped easily down Flame’s throat.

“Easy when you’re turned on, isn’t it Flame?”

Flame nodded – she couldn’t speak with it in her mouth.  Rachel kissed Flame on the head and pulled the dildo out.  Next she flipped Flame over and untied her.  They took it in turns to use the bathroom before getting into bed.

“Sleep well Flame, this is the last night in a comfy bed you’ll have for a long time.”

“Sleep well too Rachel.”

Rachel turned out the lights and Flame snuggled up to her handler.  Her adventure would begin for real in the morning.


Flame’s First Day

Flame woke early on the Saturday morning – she was snuggled up to Rachel, her handler, her trainer.  She was on her side, with her arm draped across Rachel’s chest, her hand cupping Rachel’s breast.  Flame smiled, she used to wake up next to Adam like this sometimes, before he turned violent.  Flame squeezed her hand, loving the sensation of holding Rachel’s breast.  She raised her head to look – just before five am. 

Three months of preparation had led to this.  Three months of hard work, running training and now she was about to embark on her dream – to spend three months under the total control of this woman, to be trained as a pony girl, to live as an animal, without rights.  The thought of it still sent a thrill through her body.

At five am the alarm on Rachel’s phone sounded.  She grunted and moved to turn it off.  Rachel looked at Flame.

“Good morning Flame, last day as a human for a while.”

Flame smiled, she couldn’t wait.

Rachel was quickly out of bed and into the bathroom.  When she came back Flame got out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

“Wait, come back Flame.  Bend over the bed.  Good girl.”  Flame wasn’t sure what was going on, but she obeyed silently.  Rachel ran her hand over Flame’s naked ass, then pulled her cheeks apart to reveal the jewel in the end of her butt plug.  Rachel grabbed it and pulled.  Flame relaxed her ass and it came out with a pop.  Flame was confused, her orders were to keep it permanently inside her. 

Rachel stood the plug on its end on the table at the side of the bed.  Flame rolled over and looked at her.  Rachel smiled and ran her hand through Flame’s long red hair.

“Any guesses at what happens when you go through the metal detectors with that up your ass?” asked Rachel, grinning like a child.  Flame laughed, she could see why it had to come out.  “Use the bathroom Flame, and clean this,” Rachel added handing the butt plug to Flame.  Flame went to the bathroom.

When she came back Rachel was dressed and she’d picked out some clothes for Flame.  They were poorly fitting but then she’d lost 30lbs in the last three months, and given that she was going to be naked for the next three months didn’t see the point in buying new ones.

She was soon dressed and they caught a cab to take them to the airport.  It was early and there was almost no queue at the bag drop, Rachel had checked them in the day before, and they sailed through the TSA checks.  Flame was glad that Rachel had removed her butt plug. 

Inside the airport they found a café and had a coffee and pastry while they waited for the flight.

“Any nerves?” asked Rachel as she ate her pastry.

“I’m full of them,” replied Flame.

“That’s normal, most ponies are a bag of nerves the first day.”

Flame thought for a moment.  “Do you train many ponies?”

“Normally I’ll be the main trainer for four ponies, and I’ll take on an additional two or three.  Later in your training you’ll be introduced to another pony and you’ll work with her as part of a team.  We may even get you as part of a four pony team.”

Flame thought about this, she’d thought she’d be on her own.  Working as part of a team would be exciting.  Rachel carried on talking.

“When you’re part of a team it’s all about learning to work with the other pony, to keep in step, to act in an identical manner – your owner or trainer will expect that your and your sister ponies stay together in formation.”

Flame digested this for a moment then asked another question.

“What’s the hardest part for the ponies?”

This time Rachel thought before answering.  “Each pony is different.  For some it’s the inability to speak.  Some decide after a few days or weeks that it’s not for them – be warned, if you decide it’s not for you, you will not be released until the end of your contract.  If you speak or rebel you’ll be whipped and made to obey.”  Flame hugged herself as Rachel spoke, there was no way she’d quit.  Truth be told, she was almost looking forward to being whipped.  Rachel continued to speak.

“For most though I guess the hardest part is being separated from their family and friends.  Speaking of which, what have you told your family?  Are they going to be contacting the police to find where you are?”

“No, I . . . I don’t speak to my family.”

“At all?”

“No, never.  They disapproved of my boyfriend and when I moved four states to be with him they warned me to never contact them or come back.”  Flame sighed as she continued, “That was six months ago.  They have my number, but they’ve never been in touch.”

Rachel took Flame’s hand.  “I’m sorry, that must be so hard for you.”

Flame wiped a tear from her eye.  “I don’t miss my father much, he wasn’t very nice to me growing up – no, not like that, he didn’t hit me or abuse me, he just had no interest in me or my sister.  I think he just wanted boys.”

Rachel absorbed this and asked Flame another question.  “Where did your interest in horses come from?”

“Don’t know.  I was interested in them since I was tiny – my father would pay for me and my sister to ride, then I started to work at the stables.  I loved spending time with the horses.”

The conversation continued throughout the flight.  Rachel’s story was similar, she had been into horses for a long as she could remember.  At college she had a boyfriend that liked to tie her up, she found herself wanting less and less control.  Then one day she found a pony girl video and was obsessed with the life.  She spent a year thinking about it, before signing up for a year as a pony girl.

At the end of that year she knew it wasn’t for her, instead she’d watched her trainer and thought that that would be the role for her. 

“And that was almost six years ago.  Every year I sign a one year slave contract with Master Travis and he keeps me on as a trainer.

“You’re a slave?” asked Flame, shocked and surprised.

“Oh God yes, I can’t imagine not being a slave.  For me it’s the most exciting part of life, submitting to another person.  As long as I train you well, I get rewarded.  I’ve found over the years that I’m naturally submissive to men, but dominant to women.”  Rachel ran her hand through Flame’s red hair, “And I love being with horses, so dominating a pony girl is the best thing in the world for me.”

“I’ll try very hard to please you Rachel.”

Rachel kissed Flame, much to the disgust of the passing stewardess.  “I know you’ll work hard Flame.  You’ll be a natural at this.”  Flame beamed at the compliment.

The plane landed and they quickly disembarked.  Flame’s suitcase was already waiting for them in baggage reclaim, she collected it and then followed Rachel to the car lot.  Rachel stopped at a huge SUV and popped the trunk.  The suitcases were deposited and Rachel opened the rear door.  Flame made for the open door, when Rachel stuck out her arm.  Flame stopped and looked at Rachel.

“This is the point of no return Flame.  If you get into the car and then change your mind, it’s too late.  You will belong to me until July.”

Flame didn’t speak.  She pushed Rachel’s arm to one side and climbed into the car.  Rachel smiled.  She had her now.

“First lesson, you may not speak from this moment forth.  If you speak, or make anything I deem to be a human sound I will punish you, understand?”

Flame nodded her head.

“Second lesson, have you ever seen a horse nod agreement?  Of course you haven’t.  But a horse can be trained to stamp its leg.  So you will stamp your right leg once for yes, twice for no.  If you don’t understand what is being asked of you stamp your left leg once.  Understand?”

Instinctively Flame opened her mouth, then closed it silently.  Rachel smiled, so many girls had to be slapped or hit at this point.  Instead Flame raised her right leg and stamped the floor. 

“Good pony,” said Rachel, “Good pony.  I need to get some things out of the trunk, while I’m away strip off.”  Flame looked at Rachel, they were still in the lot.  “Ponies don’t wear clothes do they?”

Flame stomped her right leg twice, then started to undress.  The rear windows were tinted and the lot was quiet at this time in the morning.  Rachel closed the door and went to the trunk, returning with a small bag.

In the back of the car Flame stripped quickly.  When Rachel came back she was naked.  Rachel smiled – after a few weeks of hard training Flame would soon lose the remaining eight pounds she needed to make the weight.  Rachel opened the bag and handed Flame the familiar bit gag.  Taking it silently she placed it into her mouth, then fastened it behind her head.

Next she took the butt plug and inserted into herself.  She almost welcomed it back, after weeks of wearing it constantly she missed the familiar sensation.  Next she fitted the offered collar to her neck and let the chain hang down between her breasts.  Rachel then took Flame’s wrists and secured them behind her back.  Finally she put a hood over Flame’s head – she could still breathe but couldn’t see anything.  Rachel secured it into place by pulling on the draw strings and fastening them behind her head in a bow.

Rachel studied the naked Flame.  Inside she was probably panicking a little, but why should she explain to a pony what was about to happen?  Does a huntsman explain to his horse where they are going in the morning?  No, he saddles the horse and the horse obeys.  That’s the way it is between human and beast.

Rachel bent down and took a nipple into her mouth.  She sucked it gently for a moment, Rachel loved sucking another girl’s breasts, especially when they were as firm and young as Flame’s.  When she released it she put the seat belt over Flame’s naked body and fastened it in place.  Rachel got out and closed the door, then climbed into the driver’s seat.  She pulled the car out of the lot and was away, heading south towards New Mexico.  Rachel smiled, she didn’t want Flame to see where they were going – Flame believe that they were heading towards Arizona, in reality they wouldn’t leave New Mexico.  At least it kept the drive shorter. 

******

Inside the hood Flame panicked a little as Rachel drew the string closed.  Suddenly she was very aware that she was naked, bound and gagged inside a car with a woman she’d know for three months, but only spoken to on three days.  What was to stop her from driving her into the desert, taking her money and just dumping her?  Flame calmed down when Rachel sucked her nipple, the sensation relaxed her a little.

She wanted to see what was going on, to look out of the window to help pass the time as they drove but had no choice.  When the SUV finally stopped she had no idea how long they had been travelling for – she estimated three hours, but if someone had told her it was six, or two, she’d have believed them.

Flame heard Rachel get out of the car and walk away.  She estimated that she was gone for 15 minutes, when she returned Rachel opened the back door, undid the seatbelt and helped Flame out.  Outside the cool air hit her, her nipples instantly going hard. 

“First lesson Flame,” said Rachel.  Her voice was muffled through the hood.  “At all times you are stood up on your hooves you will be on tip toes.  Forget and you’ll be punished.”

Flame stomped her right leg once and raised herself up onto her tip toes.  Rachel smiled, she really was obedient.  Rachel removed the hood and Flame blinked rapidly in the sunlight.  It took her a few moments to adjust, when she saw Rachel she calmed down.  A pony should be calm in the presence of its trainer.  It is reliant on its trainer for food and water.

When her eyes had adjusted Flame looked around and instantly Rachel lashed her ass with a riding crop.  Flame grunted, the blow stung.

“Second lesson, you don’t look around.  You keep your head still and look ahead.  Understand?”  Flame raised her right leg and stomped the ground.

“I operate on a carrot and stick approach.  Do well and you’ll be rewarded.  Mess up and I’ll hurt you.  If I have to repeat a lesson you’ll really suffer.”  Flame couldn’t decide if she should reply or not.  The pain from the crop was receding – she resolved to give Rachel as little reason to hurt her as much as possible.  Flame thought back to her time in the stables, she used the same approach herself with the livestock. 

Rachel took the leash attached to her collar and pulled.  Flame followed Rachel, although Rachel couldn’t see her she still kept her head still.  She thought that maybe someone else would be watching.  Instead she studied what she could see.  The ground was white dust, with small shrubs and stunted trees.  Flame had never been to the south west, but this was what she thought the desert would be like.

They only walked for five minutes before a building came into sight.  Flame thought it looked like an abandoned gas station, set back from the road.  Rachel walked Flame to the entrance then stopped and tied the leash round a wooden beam. 

“Don’t go anywhere Flame, I’ll be back soon.”  Flame stomped her leg to show that she wouldn’t and stood in the morning sun.  She liked having the gentle breeze on her skin.  Rachel had placed her in the shade, just as well as like most redheads she burned easily.  Flame concentrated on standing on her tiptoes – she found it difficult to maintain for any period of time and occasionally stumbled.

When Rachel came out she had a bottle of water.  Flame looked longingly at it as Rachel opened it and drank from the container.  Flame had had her mouth jammed open by the bit gag for several hours, her mouth was dry and she was thirsty.  Rachel could see Flame’s need but ignored her pony – this was part of the learning process for the new pony girl.  Rachel was going to control every aspect of her life for the next three months.

Rachel sat down and started to read.  Time wore on, eventually the women heard an SUV pull off the road and drive up to the station.  It parked and a man in a white coat got out – not that Flame could see from where she was.  Rachel put her book down and walked over to see the man.  Flame desperately wanted to see what was going on, but she didn’t want to be punished so stayed as still as she could.  Flame could hear the conversation.  Rachel spoke first.

“You’re late sir.”

“Traffic.  Is this the new pony?”

“Yes sir.”

“Right, walk her in and let’s start.”  The man walked in front of Flame and she got her first look at him.  He was about 50 she thought, with fading grey/white hair – he looked like a doctor.  Rachel untied Flame and walked her into the station.

Inside it was a white washed room, with a small bench/table.  Around the edge of the room were a variety of metal instruments and devices that Flame didn’t recognize. 

“OK,” said the man, “Get her on the scales.”  

“Yes sir,” replied Rachel.  Flame started thinking – was this man her master?  She’d only seen Travis once, but he was about 40 she thought.  Then she remembered – Rachel may well be her trainer but she was a slave herself.  Just showing respect for a man she thought.

“141lbs sir.”

The man picked up a clipboard and wrote her weight down.  Next Rachel measured Flame’s height, 5’ 6”.  Again the man wrote the details down and then pulled out his phone.  He punched the screen a bit and then looked at Rachel.

“Bit fat isn’t it?”

Flame couldn’t believe it, he was discussing her weight in front of her with no thought as to her feelings.  Did he have any idea how hard she’d worked to lose 30lbs before submitting to the life?  She shook her head in disgust.  Rachel instantly lashed her with the crop.

“Be still – no one was talking to you.”  Rachel turned to the man.  “It has worked hard to lose weight, it should lose the next 16lbs quickly under my training.

“Well, no one could ever accuse you of being an easy-going trainer, could they?”  Rachel and the man both laughed.

From where they were standing Flame couldn’t see their faces as they spoke, although their tone was hard they were smiling.  It was all part of the process for a new pony – she had to believe that her life was going to be hard, and her handler harder.  Flame drew in her breath as she thought about this.  Unseen by Flame Rachel and the man smiled at each other, this was done for Flame’s benefit, to scare her a little.

“OK, bloods.  Pass me the kit please Rachel.”

“Of course sir.”  On the table in front of Flame the man opened a small box and took out a syringe.  Flame recoiled a little, she was terrified of needles.  Rachel had to hit her three times before she stood still.  The man took hold of Flame’s arm and wrapped a strap around it, pulling it tight to make her veins stand out.  He held the needle level with Flame's eyes.  He spoke to Flame.

“Don’t worry, I need to draw your blood so I can test it for diseases and your general health tests.  We’ll be testing once a month while you are here.

So that was it, the man was a doctor.  He rubbed the prominent vein and gently pushed the needle in, before extracting a few ounces of blood.  He then pulled the needle out and covered the hole with a band aid before applying strapping to seal the wound.  He ordered Rachel to apply pressure while he sealed the sample up.

Next he removed the bit gag and inspected her teeth.  When he was finished he left the gag out of Flame’s mouth and pushed his hand between Flame’s legs.

“Hmmm, not a virgin,” he said, the pulling at her pubic hair, “Is this something new? I thought Travis likes them bald.”

“When she’s finished with you sir her next stop is at the beauticians.”

“Then for a fitting?”  Rachel nodded, the man spoke again, “And then the blacksmiths?”

Rachel smiled, “Of course sir.”

“Excellent, excellent.  Shall I make an appointment for a months’ time?  Shall I come to the ranch, I think you’ll have, what four ponies for me to inspect then?”  Rachel nodded again.  “Right, now for a down payment.  On your knees Flame.”

Flame dropped to her knees, she could guess what was coming.  The man unzipped his fly and his cock came out.  Rachel spun Flame round and pushed her back, until her head was against the side of the table.  Flame opened her mouth and he inserted his soft cock.  She closed her lips gently and started to suck.  She saw Rachel move, she removed her top and bra to expose her breasts, then Rachel climbed onto the table and crawled across it until she was level with Flame’s head.  Rachel then swung her legs off the edge and shuffled forward until her pussy was touching the back of Flame’s head, Rachel’s legs open wide. 

Flame couldn’t see what was happening above her, but she could hear the doctor and Rachel kissing.  As she sucked the cock in her mouth started to grow, he wasn’t huge, which Flame was happy about.  He started to thrust his hips, Flame kept her head pushed back against the table.  Above her the man and Rachel continued to kiss, while he used his hands to manipulate Rachel’s tits.

There was no finesse to the man, he was using Flame’s mouth as a cunt.  As his excitement grew he started to fuck her mouth faster and faster, Flame was struggling to breathe but she didn’t complain.  She used her tongue as best she could, opening her mouth wider to stick it out, so when he was all the way in she could lick his balls.  Above her he was getting vocal, grunting as he continued to fuck her mouth and throat without mercy.

“Keep sucking pony, suck my cock . . . . don’t stop . . . .don’t you fucking stop bitch . . . . that’s it . . .”

Rachel started to whimper as the man took her nipples between his fingers and started to twist and pull them, causing her pain.  The man enjoyed inflicting pain on a woman.

“Suck me . . . yes . . . yes . . . that’s it Flame . . . fuck . . . yes . . . yes . . . YESSSSSSSS,” he was practically shouting as he came into Flame’s mouth.  She hated the taste of cum but just as she had done with Adam faked her love for the taste of it, making mmmmm noises as the man filled her mouth.  She made sure none of it leaked out and when he pulled out she swallowed it all, mouthing her happiness at being allowed to swallow.

The man looked down at her and pushed forward again.  Flame opened her mouth without question and sucked, cleaning his cock off.  She sucked for another minute or so before he pulled out and replaced his cock in his pants.  He looked down at Flame.

“OK,” he said, “OK.  I suspect you’re not very experienced but Rachel here will train you well.  He continued, “I’ll be in touch when I get the bloods back Rachel.”

“Are we free to go then sir?”

He looked up from the notes he was reading, “What, oh yes, yes, take her to the next appointment.  See you later Rachel.”

“See you soon sir.”

Rachel helped Flame to stand, re-inserted the bit gag, picked up her clothes and led her back to the SUV.  As soon as they were outside Flame could see the man’s car.  On the side it said “Johnson & Smith, Veterinary Surgeons.”  The truth hit Flame and she stopped moving, she’d just been examined by a vet.  Rachel smiled, she’d brought Flame this way on purpose so she’d be aware of her humiliation.  Rachel didn’t even flog Flame for stopping, the humiliation was enough.

Rachel was also very aware of her own status, the man hadn’t told her to cover up after he’d ordered her to remove her top, so she was naked from the waist up.  The two women crossed to the SUV and once again Rachel secured Flame in the back, bag over her head, before getting into the front topless.  Rachel started the car and they were soon on their way.

******

The drive was much shorter this time, Flame estimated only 20 or 30 minutes.  When they stopped Rachel took Flame straight out of the car, Flame naked and Rachel naked from the waist up.  They were at another apparently deserted building, with a large campervan parked at the side of it.  Rachel walked Flame up to it and opened the door, leading Flame in.  A couple of Asian women, about 40 years old stood up as Rachel and Flame entered.

“This the new one?” asked one of the Asian women, pointlessly.  Of course this was the new one.

“Yes, I’ll help get her restrained, then I’ll get something to eat.  I’m hungry,” said Rachel.  As soon as Rachel finished speaking Flame was very aware of her own hunger and thirst.  She didn’t dare ask for food or water, she knew that she just had to place her trust in Rachel.

Flame soon found herself on her back, with her legs secured in stirrups, with her arms similarly restrained out to the side.  She was desperate to know what was about to happen to her.  Rachel and the Asians weren’t going to speak to her.  Once she was fully secured Rachel stood back and looked at Flame, their eyes met for a few seconds before Rachel moved to the door.  When she opened it she paused and spoke.

“May I get dressed please before I leave?”

“Of course dear.  How long will you be?

“About an hour, traffic depending.  Will the pony be ready?”

The lead Asian slapped one of Flame’s tits.  “Oh, your pony will be ready by then.  We work fast.”

“Leave a landing strip, we want everyone to know she’s a natural redhead.”  The woman nodded.  Rachel closed the door behind her and Flame was alone.  The two women went to work, not speaking to Flame or each other. 

The two women started to apply hot wax to Flame’s lower body, systematically covering her legs and cunt with it then removing it sharply with strips of fabric.  The wax stung a little but removing her long body hair by pulling it out by its roots was worse.

Flame couldn’t help herself, she cried out in pain.  The women ignored her and continued to work, after the fifth strip came off Flame spoke in pain.  “Ow, fuck,” she said through the ever present bit gag.  Instantly the woman that hadn’t spoken slapped one of Flame’s tits as hard as she could with her hand.

“Don’t speak, ponies don’t speak – ever.  I will report this to your handler, she will discipline you for that.”

Flame took that on board and just grimaced and whined as the hot wax and strips were removed.  When her lower body and arm pits had been done the women ran their hands over her body, searching for small hairs that had been missed.  They found a dozen or so and pulled them out with tweezers.  This hurt even more than the wax removals, but Flame absorbed the pain.

Finally one of the women picked up an electric hair trimmer and ran it over what was left of Flame’s pubic hair, shortening it down to a few millimeters long.

Next they went to work on her nails, filing them down and applying a deep red nail varnish.  At least this didn’t hurt Flame in any way.  Then it was false eyelashes, they were very long, maybe three quarters of an inch and a deep red color that matched her nails and hair.

For the next stage they half sit Flame up, one lifted the hair on her head, the hair at the side was still hanging down.  Sadistically the woman held the shears in front of her face.

“Now I’m going to half shave your head pony.  Keep still, if I fuck this up because you move I’ll report you and the whipping you get will be intense.  You wouldn’t want to endure that level of suffering.”

Flame’s eyes opened wide, she loved her hair.  It was long, straight and red, reaching half way down her back.  It had taken her years to grow it so long.  Despite the threat she shook her head.  The woman put down the shears and picked up a device Flame didn’t recognize.  She held it up to Flame’s face, then put the end against one of her breasts.

“I’m going to use this on you now, I’m not sure how many times.  But next time I ask you if I can shave your head you will say yes.”  Will I fuck say yes thought Flame.  The woman smiled and made sure her assistant wasn’t touching Flame or the metal restraints holding Flame in place.  She smiled at Flame and pressed the button.

Pain exploded in Flame’s breast.  She screamed and howled as the pain continued, the woman looked on, unconcerned by the agony she was causing Flame.  Flame thrashed around, but couldn’t escape the device.  After ten seconds the woman released the switch and the pain subsided in Flame’s breast.

“Now for the other one.”

Flame was crying and shaking her head, but the woman ignored her and applied it to her other breast.  She went back and forth between them, Flame was a crying, slobbering mess as she applied the device over and over.  After inflicting pain on Flame for over a minute she stopped and held the device up to Flame’s eyes.

“This is a cattle prod, and that was the lowest setting.  Pray that no one ever uses it on you on the highest.”
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As she spoke, Flame knew what was coming next.

“So pony, ready for me to shave you head?”

Flame couldn’t move her legs to indicate her willingness to be shaved, so she nodded as the only available options.  The Asian smiled and ran her fingers through Flame’s hair.

“Good pony, good pony.”  She waited until Flame had stopped shaking and her tears subsided.  “Stay very still pony, very still.”

The woman picked up the shears and held them to the side of Flame’s head.  She switched them on and ran them up the side of Flame’s head, from her temple to the point where her cranium started to bend in.  Then she ran it down the side.  She repeated this on the other side, leaving the sides of Flame’s head as bald as her cunt.  Flame started crying again as she saw her long red hair fall to the floor.  The other woman swept it up and emptied it into a bag.

The whole process took just under an hour.  When then were finished they unstrapped Flame and led her outside, tying her leash to a post.  Flame stood still on tiptoes as best she could until Rachel returned.

Rachel examined Flame when she got back.  She shook her head at the mark on Flame’s breast where she’d been slapped, then went inside.  The two women informed Rachel of what had happened and how they’d shocked her.  One handed Rachel a bag as they walked out side.  Rachel apologized to the two women. 

“I’m sorry, I thought I’d already trained her better than that.”  Flame overheard this, as Rachel had planned.  “How would you like to punish me?” Rachel asked.  The lead woman smiled and brought the cattle prod out again.  Rachel stared at the end as Flame watched.

“Strip naked,” the woman ordered Rachel.  Rachel obeyed quickly and the woman grabbed Rachel by the hair, dragging her in front of Flame.  The woman looked at Flame.

“See the pain you’ve caused your handler?  When you hear her scream, just think to yourself, she’s only in pain because you fucked up.”  Flame was startled, she didn’t want Rachel to be in any pain.  The woman then leaned into Flame and whispered in her ear, “And if you cause her to be in pain, she’ll put you in pain.”

Flame wondered what she had got herself into.

The woman then returned to Rachel and lifted up on of her breasts by her nipple, pushed the end of the cattle prod under it and released her grip, Rachel’s generous tit falling down and covering the end of the cattle prod.  The woman smiled and pressed the button.  Instantly the silence was shattered as Rachel started to scream, her head twisting in agony as the electric current ran through her chest.  Flame was in despair, looking at Rachel being tortured like this, knowing that it was her fault.  She wanted to step forward to offer to take Rachel’s place, but she knew that this would probably make it worse for her handler. 

Flame started to cry, she tried to look away but the second woman slapped her again.  “You caused this, you watch,” she was told.

Eventually the torture stopped and the prod was pulled from under Rachel’s tit.  The torturer looked to Flame and spoke.  “Should we do the other tit?”  Flame didn’t move, she didn’t want Rachel to be hurt, but also wanted to give the right answer.  As she thought the woman yelled at her, “Answer me, or I’ll go to level three on her and for much longer.  Should I hurt her other tit?”

Flame raised her leg and stamped the ground.  The woman watched, waiting to see if there was going to be a second stamp.  When she decided that there wasn’t she smiled and spoke.  “Right answer pony, right answer.”  She turned back to Rachel and again lifted her tender breast and jammed the prod into place.  Flame had to stand and watch as Rachel screamed in pain as once more the electricity coursed through her body.  When she had finished she pulled it out and crossed over to Flame.

“Open your mouth pony,” she told Flame.  Flame knew what was coming, she opened her mouth and the woman lifted the prod to it.  She carefully lined it up and slid the prod into Flame’s mouth.  It took every ounce of concentration for Flame to not pull away, she knew it would be worse than what was coming.  The sadistic woman looked into Flame’s eyes, excited by the look of fear on Flame’s face.

Agonizingly slowly she lifted up the control so that Flame could see what was coming.  She ran her thumb over the master control once, twice and then on the third pass she pushed the button down.  Flame steeled herself, internally she was panicking – but she’d seen Rachel take the pain without moving and knew that she had to do the same.

But there was nothing, no pain.  The woman laughed and pulled it out of Flame’s mouth.  “Whoops,” she said, “Looks like I had the safety on.”  She walked back to the trailer, laughing with her friend. 

Rachel walked over to Flame and unhooked her leash, she led Flame to the SUV and put her in her seat.  She put the seatbelt on Flame then walked back to the trailer.  The two Asian women were sat outside.

“How did I do?” asked Rachel.

“You were brilliant,” she replied, “Same as always.  No one can act electrocution like you can Rachel.”

“Do you think Flame believed it?”

“Absolutely, she was terrified and upset at the pain she caused you.  You’ll have to punish her tonight though, otherwise she might work it out.  By the way, she also spoke once.”

Rachel considered that before replying.  “Right, punishment it is.  When are you coming to the ranch next?”

“We’ll be there next Friday.”

“See you then, then.”  Rachel left the trailer and got into the SUV.  Once she was secured in the driver’s seat she adjusted the mirror and looked at Flame in it.  She didn’t speak for a few minutes, before finally speaking in a harsh tone.

“As I’m sure you know, that really fucking hurt.  And you’ll pay for that later.”  Flame didn’t respond, she knew that she would.  For the first time she started to doubt if she was doing a stupid thing.  But it was too late now.

In the front seat Rachel put the car into drive and set off.  One more stop before heading home.  She hadn’t put the blindfold on Flame, but they were just going down dirt tracks and there weren’t going to be any road signs.  Rachel checked Flame in the rear view mirror, every new pony had to go through this charade, it helped to breed obedience into them.  Rachel smiled, Flame was going to become a very obedient pony, like it or not.

******

The next stop was 10 miles or so down a dirt track.  You could approach it from the road, but Rachel thought it made for a better experience for the ponies to be cutting through the scrub and desert to approach it.  Plus, the ponies got to see the back of the two stores – it would be more of a surprise for Flame when she got to see the inside.  Rachel wasn’t afraid of arriving naked, well, not arriving at the back door anyway.

Rachel pulled the SUV into an empty space and pulled out her phone.  The conversation was swift, just announcing her arrival.  When she put the phone down a door opened at the back of the shop and out came a man wearing cowboy gear, the Stetson, a neckerchief, shirt, waistcoat, jeans and boots.  Every time Rachel saw Steve she was filled with lust, his ripped torso was visible through the shirt, his biceps solid, his legs like tree trunks.  She always wanted him to bend her over and fuck him, but she knew he would be using the new pony.  At best she might get to suck his cock later.

“Afternoon Rachel, how are ya?”  He had a strong southern drawl, “What’cha got for me today?”

“New pony for you sir, she needs boots?”

“And then straight to see old Abel?”

“Of course sir.”

“Well, get her out, let’s see what ya got for me today.”

Rachel bent over to open the door to the SUV, deliberately showing her pussy while she wiggled her ass.  Fuck me, she was thinking, please, just this once, fuck me sir.  Rachel was doing everything she could to appeal to him, but it was no use.  Rachel pulled Flame’s leash and dragged her out of the car.  She stumbled as her feet hit the ground, trying to stand on tiptoes.  Rachel was pulling the leash hard, trying to make her fail, so that Steve would see how clumsy she was.  When Flame was level with Steve Rachel stopped pulling.

Steve examined her, as he would a horse.  He opened her mouth to look at her teeth, moved her head from side to side.  Next he held her big breasts.  He was gentle with her at all times.  Flame enjoyed the touch, the only man she’d ever really experienced before was Adam and gentle was not a word she could apply to him.  Steve pulled on her nipples and bent down to suck them.  When he straightened up he looked at Rachel.

“She’s not ready yet sir.”  Flame wondered what Rachel meant by that.  “Another few weeks.”

Steve rolled his eyes, “They never are when I get to see them.”

“You should come to the ranch later sir.”

“I would, if I knew when it was.  Or got an invite.  Just once would be nice.”

“I’ll ask my owner sir.”

“Thanks Rachel.”

Next he ran his hands over Flame’s belly, then pushed a hand over the tiny strip of pubic hair before pushing fingers between her legs.  He was always surprised to find that the ponies were wet.  He’d assumed that they were kidnaped and force into this, but their cunts gave them away.  They liked being used like this.

“Why the hair?” he asked.

“To prove she’s a natural redhead sir.  They are always the most popular.”

“I guess so . . . right, get her into the shop.”

Rachel pulled at Flame’s leash and pulled her into the shop.  Inside Rachel went into the side room at the back of the store.  She sat Flame down on a chair, then knelt on the floor next to her pony.  Flame was surprised, but she supposed that Rachel was a slave after all.

Steve arrived back momentarily, he had a foot measuring device.  He took her measurements then left again.  When he came back he had several pairs of boots under his arms.  Flame took a deep breath when she saw them.  They were long, would come half way to her knees.  But what really caught her eyes were the instep coming from the toe area – it was only two or three inches long before it bent upwards at 45o – and there was no heel.  Kneeling on the floor Rachel smiled, all the ponies reacted like this when they saw their first pair of boots.

When Flame saw the soles she took a deep intake of breath.  They were two, no three inches high and sloped outwards.  They looked just like a horse’s hoof.  A thrill shot though Flame, from her feet to her head.  They looked incredible.  Flame couldn’t take her eyes off them or wait to try them on.

[image: Hoof boot III by HORSEKING on deviantART | Boots, Two boots, Ballet heels]

Steve put them down then produced a long pair of socks.  He slipped them onto Flame before looking at the boots.

“Socks ain’t sexy Flame,” he said, “but you’ll be glad of them – they’ll make your life much more comfortable that being barefoot in these boots.  Now, let’s get them on you.”  Steve opened them up and worked them onto Flame’s feet.  She pushed hard against them to get her feet in.  Steve pulled the laces tight, then helped her to her feet.  He felt round the leather, checking where her toes were.  He walked her up and down the room, examining the way she walked.

When he was satisfied her brought Flame back and took off the left boot.  He put an insert in and retied the laces.  Next he put Flame onto a treadmill and got her to run while he watched her.  As she ran he turned to Rachel. 

“She pronates a bit on her left ankle, the insert should help keep her strong.”  He went back to the treadmill and turned it off.  He helped Flame down and studied her feet.

“How do they feel Flame?  Comfortable?”

Flame stamped her right leg once.  Steve smiled and nodded his head.  “Good, good.”  Steve went back into the store and came back with a mannequin.  He pulled it in and Flame could see it.  It was a black leather harness.  Flame beamed again, this was what she had seen on the internet.
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Steve took it off the dummy and proceeded to fit it to Flame, starting at her waist.  When that was locked into place he looped it over her shoulders, then fitted her breasts into the leather triangles.  He fastened the straps round her chest, then passed more straps between her legs and tightened them up to her pussy.  He spent a few minutes adjusting the straps to tighten them. 

Then, the final touch.  Steve lifted Flame’s hair and noticed the bald patches where she had been shaved.  He looked at Rachel, kneeling motionless on the floor.  “Temporary tail I take it?”  Again Flame tingled, she was about to get a tail.  But why a temporary one?

“Yes Sir,” replied Rachel, “A red one if you’ve got one.”

“I think so.”  Steve disappeared into the shop and came back 10 minutes later, clutching a box.  He put it on the table and opened it, pulling out a tail.  He walked over to Rachel, who opened her mouth without instructions.  Steve inserted the plug end into her willing mouth and she closed her lips on it, sucking it gently to get it wet.
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“Couldn’t find a red one,” Steve said, “So this will have to do.”  He turned Flame round and bent her over to extract her butt plug.  He pulled it a couple of times before Flame’s ass gave up the rubber torture device.  When it was out he held it in his left hand, then with his right pulled the tail plug from Rachel’s mouth.  He then inserted the plug from Flame’s ass into her mouth.

“Clean that would you Rachel?”

“yss sr,” Rachel replied, doing her best to speak with the plug in her mouth.  Steve showed the tail plug to Flame.  Rachel sucked the plug to get it clean, imaging it was Steve’s cock.  She’d love to suck on that.

“It’s bigger than you’re used to Flame, needs to be to support the weight of the tail, you wouldn’t want your tail to fall out, would you?”

Flame stamped her right leg twice.  She wouldn’t want it to come out, she suspected it would hurt for one, and for another Rachel would punish her for it coming out.  Steve pulled her cheeks apart and lined the end up with her ass.  Flame had learnt what to do and relaxed as best she could.  Steve was gentle but he pushed firmly, helping the fat end into her ass.

Flame relaxed and her body pulled the plug in.  Truth be told she’d missed having one inside her after wearing it almost constantly for six weeks.  When the plug was in Steve had Flame stand up and face him, he examined her once more and stood back, satisfied with his work.  He walked her back to Rachel and handed her the leash.  “All your Rachel.”

“Thank you sir.  Are you coming next door with us?”

“Fucking too right I am.  Store’s quiet and my staff can cope.”

Rachel stood up and led Flame out of the store, again via the back door, Steve following behind.  Flame found it easier to walk in the boots than without, she didn’t have to worry about standing on tiptoes any longer.

Steve went into the next store first, then came back out with another man, of about 40 years.  Flame looked at him, she had been very attracted to Steve – he had a great body but the new man was something else. 

He was wearing a sleeveless T shirt, and over that he had a dirty leather apron.  His arms were solid, she’d seen men with thinner legs!  There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him anywhere that she could see.  His face was dirty with three or four days growth of beard.  He was stunning to look at.

“Well now Rachel, what have we got here.”  He proceeded to inspect Flame as Steve had done, again sucking on her nipples and once again Rachel apologized and said she wasn’t ready yet. 

“Should take about 30 minutes I reckon,” he said.

“Thanks Jim,” replied Rachel, “Shall I wait here?”

“Where else would you go Rachel?”

Rachel smiled.  Steve slapped Flame on the ass and announced he’d be back.  “You know I like to watch them walk for the first time Rachel.  I’ll get the van hooked up and bring another couple of pairs of boots over for Flame.  I’ll be back soon.”

Jim, Rachel and Flame walked into the store.  As soon as they went in Flame and Rachel were hit by the heat.  In the corner there was a coke fire going.  Flame knew what he was now, a blacksmith.  The she panicked.  She was a pony, wearing hooves.  She was going to be shod.

Rachel sensed her panic and stroked her head (Rachel had to reach up now as Flame was now much taller than she was.  “Easy Flame, easy.  You’re going to be OK, ssshhh.”  Flame relaxed under Rachel’s control.  She was starting to trust her handler.  Rachel walked over to a fridge and came back with a bottle of water.  She opened it and drank some, then looked at Flame.

“Thirsty?”

Flame stamped her foot once.  Rachel drank a little more then lifted it to Flame’s mouth.  Flame had expected Rachel to remove her gag, but she left it in place as she squirted the cooling liquid into her charge’s mouth.  Flame struggled to swallow at first, the water spilled down her chin and onto her breasts.

“You’ll get better at that with practice,” said Rachel, “they all do.  Either that or die of thirst.”  Flame opened her eyes wide at that statement, then she heard Jim laugh.

“She won’t let you die Flame, they never let anyone die.  That would be stupid.”  Flame relaxed a little, but she was still wary of what Rachel had said.  “Help me secure her to the bench Rachel.”

Rachel walked Flame over to a small bench, it was about two feet wide and six long.  Rachel bent Flame over the bench, her pubic bone touching one side and her breasts hanging over the other.  Flame extended her arms along the table and Jim tied her wrists to the table legs.  Next he used a couple of ropes, wrapped round her waist and tied them to the other legs, holding her in place.  He didn’t tie her legs, which surprised Flame, she was expecting to be fully restrained.

Jim then got behind her and lifted up one of her legs, holding it between his, as he would with a real horse.  He picked up a shoe from the table, hammer and nails.  Carefully he lined up the shoe – he wouldn’t need to heat and bend it as the boots were all the same size.  He lined it up and knocked in the first nail.  Flame tensed and tried to move her foot, but Jim was extremely strong and used to dealing with ponies, both human and equine.

“Easy girl, easy,” he said, “Not going to hurt you.  These boots have steel soles and anyway, the nails aren’t long enough to hurt you.”  His voice was calm and reassuring and it had the desired effect as Flame relaxed, she stopped struggling and Jim hammered in the nail.  He worked his way round like the expert he was, the shoe took seven nails to secure.  As soon as he’d finished he released Flame’s leg and grabbed the other.  He then repeated the action to secure the other shoe in place.  When he’d done he tied a rope round each of her ankles and pulled them out wide, tying them to table legs.

Just as he finished Steve came back in.

“It’s all ready for you Rachel.”  He put a couple of boxes down on the table before walking over to the immobile Flame.  He ran his hands over her hair, she tried to lift her head but it was too difficult for her.  “Which end d’ya want first Jim?” he asked.

“I’ll take her mouth I think.  Will you hold her head for me?”

“Sure,” replied Steve as they moved round the table.

“Sirs,” said Rachel, “We’ve not had the tests back yet.”

“Ah shit,” said Steve, “I hate rubbers.”  He walked over to a rack on the wall and pulled a small drawer open, taking out a condom.  When he walked back Rachel was watching, she could see the bulge in his crotch growing.  At that moment she’d have given anything to swap place with Flame.

When he was level with Flame he dropped his pants and pulled his cock out form his shorts.  He opened the condom wrapper and pulled it out, before sliding it over his thick shaft.  Flame started to gyrate her hips as best she could, she was showing him that she was willing to take his cock into her pussy.

Steve slapped her ass a couple of times, before pulling her tail out of the way and sliding his cock into her now bald cunt.  He could feel the butt plug through the thin walls of her body.  When he was all the way in he leaned over Flame and took a handful of her hair and pulled it.  Flame’s head jerked upwards and she gasped at the pain in her neck.  In front of her Jim unbuckled the bit gag and placed it on the table.  Then he opened his flies and pulled out his cock.

Flame couldn’t believe what was about to happen to her – in her life to date she’d been fucked by one guy and now she was about to take on two at the same time.  She opened her mouth and Jim pushed past her willing, gaping lips.  Flame was glad of all the practice with the dildo over the previous weeks, Jim’s cock was already big and still growing.  Behind her Steve started to fuck her, slowly pulling in and out.  Flame did her best to contract her cunt muscles in time with him.  As he entered Flame he pulled her hair tighter, raising her head.

Jim, Steve and Flame soon fell into a rhythm, Jim and Steve would both push into Flame at the same time, Steve pulling on Flame’s hair and she in turn would squeeze her pussy and suck Jim’s cock down her throat.  When they pulled out she would relax her pussy and mouth.

“Fuck me,” said Steve, “This pony’s cunt is tight, really tight.  She really wants to please.”  Flame was pleased that Steve was happy.  She was loving getting fucked in two holes at the same time.  Then, with his other hand, Steve grabbed her tail, as he pushed into Flame next time he pulled at the dildo and it moved in Flame’s ass.  She was now getting fucked in three holes at the same time.

Flame was breathing deeply and quickly, Steve’s balls were bouncing against her clit and she was getting close to cumming.  Jim reached down under her and grabbed her tits.  He soon found her nipples and squeezed.  He looked down the table, Flame was opening and closing her hands, she was pulling at the restraints with her arms, trying to free herself.  Jesus, though Jim, she’s going to cum.

Flame was indeed about to cum, she could feel it building inside her.  She wouldn’t speak but was grunting.  I’m slut, a fucking cum slut she was thinking.  I’m being fucked by two hunky studs I don’t know, they’re using me like an animal, oh fuck, I’m an animal, just a fucking animal . . . yes . . . Flame’s cunt contracted, Steve shouted in pain as she crushed his cock as she came on him.

Steve let go of the plug and started to slap her ass.  “You dirty fucking cunt,” he yelled to Flame – it only excited her more.  “I’m a dirty cunt” she was yelling to herself internally.  Jim crushed her nipples and Flame came again, her first orgasm was still going.

“I’m cumming,” yelled Jim, “Oh God I’m cumming.”  Jim pulled out of Flame’s mouth and started to shoot over her face.  Some went into her eyes and she blinked rapidly.  Flame loved this, she’d never had cum on her face before.  It made her feel even more of a slut.  When Jim had finished cumming he moved away.  Behind her Steve continued fucking.

“Get over there Rachel,” ordered Jim, “Lick my cum off Flame’s face.”  Rachel didn’t speak, she just moved quickly and obeyed the order.  The sight of her eating cum pushed Steve over the edge, and he came with a guttural yell of delight. 

“Yeeessssssss,”    he yelled, “Oh fuck yes.”  Flame could feel his cock pulsing inside her.  She’d barely subsided.  As Steve pulled out of her Rachel started to kiss her, sharing the cum in a snow ball.  Steve slapped her again hard before pulling up his pants.  Steve and Jim high fived, they were used to fucking the ponies that came from the Ranch, but this one was something else.  It wasn’t often a pony came like this – usually only the really submissive ones, the ones that got off on the pony lifestyle. 

Jim and Steve walked over to the fridge and took out a couple of beers.  They stood watching the slave and the pony kissing.  “Hey Rachel,” yelled Jim, “Lick Flame’s cunt for a bit, if you can get her off before we finish these beers you can suck Steve’s cock.”

Rachel couldn’t believe it, this was what she really wanted.  She broke off kissing Flame and whispered in her ear, “You’d better cum, and cum fast.”  Jesus, thought Flame, I’ve already cum twice, can I cum again?

Rachel moved quickly and pushed two, then three fingers into Flame.  Flame gasped, they were as thick as Steve’s cock.  Rachel’s expert tongue then touched her clit and she started to grind her hips, pushing her pussy back into her handler’s face.  She could cum again, she knew it.  Against the wall Steve and Jim watched, drinking their beers. 

Jim whispered to Steve, “You’ve got to try Flame’s mouth man.” 

“You’ve got to try her cunt.  Anyway, I really want to put Rachel out of her misery, bitch has been desperate for me to fuck her for years.”

Jim laughed, they’d both noticed but keeping her on edge was even more fun than fucking the horny slave.  As they watched Flame writhe on the table as Rachel sucked on her cunt both men started to get hard again.  It didn’t take long before Steve put down his beer and walked over to Flame.  He grabbed her hair and pulled her head up, thrusting his hard cock down her throat.  Flame gagged, but accepted him into her mouth as he fucked her throat. 

Jim was right behind him, he knelt down behind Rachel and lifted her ass up, before sliding his cock into her pussy.  The four of them fucked, Flame was struggling to breathe as Steve hammered her throat.  She grasped the edge of the table, her knuckles going white as Rachel sucked her clit for all she was worth.  Flame could feel herself getting closer and closer, her inability to breathe intensifying her excitement.  Then her pussy exploded, she came and squirted over Rachel’s face.

“Holy fuck,” said Jim, “Holy fuck, I ain’t never seen a girl do that before.”  Rachel moved her head away, she and Jim watched as Flame’s pussy contracted and twitched as she came.

Steve pulled out of Flame’s mouth and moved along the table.  Jim spun Rachel onto her back and twisted her round, so Jim could fuck her cunt and Steve her throat, as promised.  The three of them ignored Flame, she could only hear the noises from behind her.  Rachel was soon cumming, it felt incredible to finally be allowed to suck Steve’s cock.  She wanted Steve and Jim to swap places, but this was better than nothing.

Rachel put one had onto Steve’s ass and pulled him down her throat, her other hand went onto her pussy and started to rub her clit, soon she started to buck her hips as she came, looking up and Steve.  She was gagging and screaming as she came, loving finally sucking Steve’s cock.  He had his hands on her tits, holding them gently, squeezing them softly.

Rachel squeezed her cunt tight as she came, Jim wasn’t long behind her, yelling in delight as he came for a second time in 20 minutes.  He pulled out to shoot his cum all over Rachel’s toned stomach, wanking himself and grunting as he covered Rachel in hot sticky cum.

“Fuck, hell fuck girl,” hollered Jim, “That’s incredible.  Well worth the wait.”  He stood up, leaving Steve fucking her mouth.  He walked over to Flame and wiped his cock in her hair to clean it off.  Behind him he could hear Steve grunting.  Poor Rachel was struggling to breathe, Steve was showing Rachel no mercy as he continued to pound her throat.

Steve took his hands off Rachel’s tits and wrapped them round her throat.  She knew what was coming and inhaled deeply.  Steve then closed his hands so she couldn’t breathe.  Watching her struggle really turned Steve on, he loved being in control of a girl.  He took one hand off her throat – she still couldn’t breathe and started to slap Rachel’s tits.  She tried to yelp in pain, but couldn’t make any noise.

“That’s right bitch,” yelled Steve between thrusts, “take the pain.  You love it, don’t you?”  Rachel nodded her head as much as she could.  “Take it . . . that’s it . . .”  Rachel’s face was turning purple due to lack of oxygen, she put her hands onto Steve’s arm, panicking, trying to pull his arm off her throat as the corners of her eyesight started to dim.  Still Steve didn’t relax his grip.

“I’m cumming bitch, fuck I’m cumming . . . YESSSS, oh fuck yes.”  As soon as he came Steve relaxed his grip and pulled out of Rachel’s mouth.  She drank in the air and started to recover.  Steve wanked his cock, shooting his cum over Rachel’s tits.  Slowly her breathing slowed and her face returned to its normal color.

“Fucking hell Rachel,” said Steve standing up, “I’d have fucked you years ago if I knew this is what you’d take.”

“My pleasure sir – I hope one day you’ll fuck my cunt,” Rachel gasped.

“You can wait for that pleasure – bring me another like Flame here and I’ll think about it.  Never see a girl take to being a pony as easily as her.”  Rachel started to move and Steve ordered her to stay where she was.

Steve and Jim released Flame from her restraints and ordered Flame to lick the sperm off Rachel.  The two men watched, entranced by the sight of Flame sucking and licking cum off the naked Rachel.

“Kiss each other, share the cum girls,” ordered Jim.  Flame was only too happy to obey, she lifted herself over Rachel, their breasts touching and dripped cum down into her handler’s mouth, before kissing her passionately.

Jim and Steve discussed the girls, comparing their cunts and mouths.  They talked for a few minutes, before ordering them to break off.  As soon as they separated Rachel got onto her knees, legs apart.  Flame took her cue from this and adopted the same position. 

“Fuck,” said Jim to no one in particular.  He walked over to the bench and picked up Flame’s bit gag.  When he approached Flame she opened her mouth wide, eager to accept it back into place.  Jim secured it in place, then ordered Rachel to her feet.

“Bring her back any time Rachel, please.  She’s a natural submissive.”

“May I leave with her now sir?”

“Sure, take her back to the ranch.”

Rachel stood up and pulled on Flame’s leash.  She stood up, uneasily on her new hooves.  Rachel pulled her forward, Flame took a gentle step, balancing on one leg as she walked.  As the iron in her shoe hit the paved ground it made a clumping noise.  Flame loved the sound of the hoof, it made her feel even more like a pony. 

At the entrance there was a full length mirror, Rachel paused so Flame could admire herself.  She took a sharp intake of breath, her full breasts enclosed by the leather triangles, the straps on her body, the gag in her jaw and best of all the boots.  Flame loved how she looked, a real pony girl. 

Rachel smiled, the transformation was almost complete.  Rachel had trained over 30 ponies, but she’d never seen one as completely at home this quickly.  Training her was going to be easy.  Rachel let Flame study herself for a few more seconds before pulling on the leash.  Flame looked away, straight ahead and Rachel led her back to the SUV.

The car had been turned around and a horse box had been attached to the back.  The box was open, on the floor was straw.  Rachel led Flame up the ramp and turned her round.  She stood in the middle.  Rachel attached ropes to her waist harness, securing her to the box in four places.  Next she attached ropes to Flame’s legs and shoulders, again securing them to the box.  Finally she tied ropes round Flame’s shoulders and secured then to the roof of the horse box.

Rachel looked around and pulled on several of the ropes, to ensure that Flame was secure.  Finally satisfied she opened a small box she took down from a shelf.  Flame was desperate to see what Rachel was doing, but had learned her lesson to just stare ahead.  Rachel walked round in front of Flame and held up the contents of the box.
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Nipple clamp bells.  Rachel smiled as she held them in front of Flame’s eyes.  Flame winced as Rachel sucked and bit her nipples, making them grow hard before attaching the clamps.  Rachel tightened them more than was required to keep them on, she wanted Flame to experience pain.

Finally Rachel put a blindfold over Flame’s eyes, then put the hood over her to make sure she couldn’t see a damn thing.  Rachel stroked Flame’s back to reassure her, before getting out of the box and closing it up.  She locked the door and got into the car.  It was a three hour drive back to the ranch.

******

Flame stumbled several times during the drive, but the ropes held her in place.  In the car Rachel was still naked, no one had given her permission to dress.  This was always the part of picking up a new pony that Rachel dreaded – she was naked pulling a horse box that contained a naked, restrained pony girl.  She didn’t rate her chances of avoiding arrest if the police stopped her or she crashed.  The roads were quiet and the drive passed without incident.

******

At the ranch Rachel backed the van into place and parked up.  She got out, stretched and crossed to the house, she found Travis and informed him of her progress. 

“What’s next then Rachel?” he asked the naked woman kneeling before him.

“Sir, I’d like to take her for an evening run, to get her used to her boots.  Then I need to whip her sir, for speaking out of turn.  Finally she can pleasure me before I put her into the stall.”

Travis nodded, then spoke again, “Has Flame pissed yet?”

“No sir,” said Rachel smiling, “That’s something she has to experience yet.”

“Make sure you give her plenty of water.”

“I will sir.  Sir, may I get dressed before I return to her?”

Travis ran his hands through Rachel’s hair.  She really was a stunning slave.  Travis would love to have her in the house as a pleasure slave, so she was available to him 24 hours a day, but she wanted to spend most of her time with the ponies.

“Sure Rachel, sure.”  Rachel stood up gracefully and turned to walk away.  Travis watched her go, when she was at the doorway he shouted at her, “Come to my room tonight when Flame’s in the stall.”  Rachel didn’t answer, she was happy to oblige her owner.

******

Rachel went to the servant’s quarters and put on jodhpurs and knee length black boots.  She wore a white bra and short sleeved shirt.  Rachel selected a pair of black gloves and left to extract and exercise Flame, looking every inch a woman about to ride a horse.

It took her 10 minutes to release Flame from the harness and lead her out of the horse box, still wearing the hood and blindfold.  It was late afternoon, the temperature was up into the low 70s.  Rachel took off the hood and blindfold, once again Flame blinked as she adapted to the light.

Rachel offered Flame a drink and Flame accepted it eagerly.  Flame drank a full bottle of water (Rachel actually fed her three bottles but most of it went down her chest).  Rachel then led Flame down to the track.  She was already desperate to piss, she hadn’t been all day and was trying to show Rachel she needed to use the restroom.  Rachel picked up on it immediately but ignored her.  When she couldn’t hold it any longer she’d learn her position and what it meant.

Rachel walked Flame down to the track, it was a 400m oval in the shape of a running track.  There was only one way in, Rachel opened the door and locked it behind her – Rachel was sure that Flame wouldn’t run away but you can never tell.  No matter what happened to Flame there would be no escape or release for her for the full term of her contract.

Rachel removed the leash from Flame and told her to run.  “Run Flame, stretch your legs.”  Flame smiled as best she could and started to run.  She started slowly at first, getting used to the boots.  The oval was dusty, every time her hoof hit the ground a little cloud of dust rose up.  After the first lap Rachel took out a stop watch to time Flame’s laps.  If she was slow Rachel lashed her with the crop as she came past, if she was on time or ahead Flame got a word of encouragement.

Round and round Flame ran, before Rachel had always set her a target, so she knew when the end was.  This time she had no idea how many laps she would have to run.  Rachel kept her going, lap after lap.  Rachel knew that Flame had to run 10 miles, plus a warm up and two warm down laps.  Almost 10 and a half miles in the heat.

The sweat was pouring down Flame’s body, the bells on her nipples almost playing a tune as her breasts heaved as she ran.  The leather harness she was wearing provided little support and Flame’s tits were uncomfortable. 

When her run was over Rachel led Flame back to the solitary stable.  Flame didn’t know it of course but for her first four weeks she’d be kept isolated from the more experienced ponies.  As she walked Flame tried to show Rachel how desperate she was to piss.  Rachel eventually took pity on her charge and turned to her.

“Do you need to piss Flame?”

Flame stomped her leg into the dirt.

“So piss then.”

Flame was taken aback.  She had expected that she’d be allowed to use the bathroom, but now she knew that wasn’t the case.  She was an animal, and animals didn’t use the restroom.  Instead she squatted down, opening her legs.  Rachel watched, she didn’t enjoy watching a woman piss, but it was important that Flame learned she would have no privacy ever.  The thick yellow fluid hit the ground and rolled away, Rachel watching all the time.  When the flow dried up Rachel pulled the leash and they continued back to the stable. 

In the stable Rachel removed the harness and gag, they were standing in front of a small trough full of water.  Flame assumed she was allowed to drink and she bent down to put her head into it.  Next Rachel walked her over to a St. Andrews cross on the wall.  Rachel stripped Flame naked, removing the harness and boots.  Flame knew what was coming.  She tried hard not to resist as Rachel secured her to the cross.  First Rachel tied her arms into place, then opened Flame’s legs to tie them into place.  Flame had her face and breasts to the wall, her back facing out into the room.

Rachel picked up a multi tailed whip and showed it to Flame.  Flame swallowed, this was going to hurt.

“For your pathetic attempt to sound like a person you’ll get 10 lashes.  For getting me electrocuted you’ll get an additional 20.”  Rachel stepped back and started to whip Flame.  Blow after blow landed, by five Flame started to cry, by 10 she was shaking uncontrollably.  Rachel used the whip like the expert she was, never hitting the same place twice, varying the pace.  She was careful to never break the skin.  She also didn’t want to destroy Flame, a pony needs spirit to survive.

When she was finished Rachel put the whip away.  Flame continued to cry, sob and shake.  Rachel picked up some lotion and rubbed it into Flame’s wounds, her back was covered in red lines where the whip and bitten into her skin.  When Flame had calmed down Rachel released her, then took her to the shower where she carefully doused her down and washed her, smoothing out her hair.  Next she cleaned Flame’s teeth – Flame knew that this meant she wasn’t going to get any food that night.

Rachel led Flame to her stall and locked a chain to her neck collar, then locked the other end to a ring on the stall wall.  Rachel looked at her pony.  Flame dropped to her knees and opened her legs wide, displaying her bald pussy.  Rachel smiled, training this one was going to be easy.  In her stall Flame resolved to be the best pony she could be, she never wanted to suffer a whipping like that again.

Rachel slid her boots off and removed her jodhpurs.  She stepped forward to Flame and pushed her pussy into Flame’s face.  Flame bent her head back, opened her mouth and extended her tongue as she had in the hotel room, what seemed a lifetime ago.  Rachel put a hand onto the back of Flame’s head to pull her in.  Flame ran her tongue down Rachel’s labia and Rachel moaned softly.  She ran her tongue up and down as Rachel started to grind her hips.  Rachel spoke softly and kindly to Flame as her pony sucked her pussy.

“Mmmm, that’s it Flame . . . lick my pussy Flame.  Get good at this, you’re going to be eating me frequently . . . fuck me with your tongue . . . that’s it, further, fuck me Flame, fuck your mistress . . . suck me, suck my clit, ahhh, oh yes, Flame, yes, keep going . . . keep at it Flame, yes, oh God yes, yes, God yes, fuck me, fuck me Flame, push your fingers into my pussy and fuck me . . . YES . . . YES . . . FUCK YESSSSSSSSSS.”  Rachel held the wall as she came onto Flame’s face, covering her pony with her sweet pussy juices.  Flame hadn’t been told to stop so she kept sucking and fucking, prolonging Rachel’s orgasm.  Eventually Rachel released her grip on Flame’s head and she knelt back.

Rachel looked down at Flame, kneeling, legs open wide, her breasts on display.  Rachel smiled, she was going to make an excellent pony.

“I’m going now Flame, I’ll see you in the morning.  You are not permitted to masturbate, ever.  In the morning the stable boy will be in first.  Make sure you are in position for him and obey him.  He has full rights to use you however he wants.  If he gives me a bad report I’ll whip you again.  Sleep well Flame.”

Rachel picked up her clothes and walked out.  The sun had set and as she closed the door Rachel turned out the lights.  Flame lay down, naked in the straw and covered herself to try to stay as warm as possible.  She was hungry and exhausted after her thrilling day and was soon asleep. 


Flame’s First Week

The lights came on long before dawn in the stable.  Flame blinked and quickly got to her knees, legs apart.  She had no idea what time it was – there were no clocks in the stable block.  From where she was she couldn’t even see if it was still night.  Flame yawned, despite her obvious fatigue she had slept badly, straw makes for an uncomfortable bed.  She was also cold, the temperature had dropped a long way overnight and she had no covers – why would a horse need covers?

Flame didn’t know it but she had been monitored, embedded in the ceiling were cameras and sensors that monitored her body temperature, she was never in any danger of freezing.  If the temperature had dropped much more the automatic heating would have come on.

Flame couldn’t hear any signs of movement in the stable, so after a few minutes she stood up and stretched.  Her calves were very painful, she was used to running much more than 10 miles, but until now she’d been in expensive running shoes, yesterday she’d been running in leather boots, effectively in high heels (but heels without the support of a heel).  Flame stretched and rubbed her tired legs. 

After a while she heard the door open and she resumed her kneeling position.  She wanted to look around to see who had come in, but after she’d been beaten for looking around yesterday she maintained her discipline and looked straight ahead.  Her stall was open at the front and she could hear approaching footsteps.  Flame kept her head still as a man walked past the entrance.  He was young, maybe 19 or 20 (same age as me thought Flame).  He was trim, but not heavily muscled like Steve and Jim were the previous day, he was wearing shorts and Flame could see his skin – at first she thought it was tanned, but then realized that he had brown skin, maybe from Mexico or India.

The man didn’t look or acknowledge Flame as he walked past.  He walked to the end of the stable and picked something off the wall, then walked back and stood to face Flame.  He was carrying a clipboard and read the paper, occasionally looking down at the naked girl.

“OK, we start every day with your cleaning routine.  I see your tail went in yesterday, so that will stay there today.  Get up, err,” he added referring to his notes,” Flame.  Suits you.”

Flame stood up silently and he rested the clipboard on the edge of the stall.  He extended his arms and brushed some lose bits of straw off her body, before cupping and holding her tits.

“Nice,” he said, “real nice.”  He then bent down and sucked her nipples.  What is it?  thought Flame, everyone sucks my nipples when they meet me.  Next he pushed his hand been her legs and rubbed her pussy for a moment.  “Smooth, real smooth.  Wonder why they left a landing strip?”  Flame wanted to tell him, but knew better than to speak.  “Turn round,” he ordered the compliant pony girl.

Flame turned round and the man whistled.  “What the fuck did you do?” he asked to no one in particular.  He rubbed her back, noting the fading red lines that crisscrossed her back and shoulders.  He studied them for a few more seconds before ordering her to turn again.

He pulled some keys from his pocket and unlocked the chain round her neck collar, instantly replacing the metal chain with a leash.  He turned and pulled the leash, Flame walked behind him.  He stopped after a few feet and spoke to Flame.  “Actually Flame, this morning we won’t start with cleaning you up.”  He walked to a second stall that had a metal bar across the middle of it, about three feet off the ground.

The man consulted his clipboard again and read.  Flame heard him speak, he said fuck.  She didn’t know why.  The man lifted one end of the bar and pushed Flame past it, then turned her round and bent her over it, so her head was facing him, the bar jammed into her belly, her breasts hanging down.  He moved towards Flame and stretched her arms along the cold metal bar.  He took a couple of lengths of rope from the wall and tied her wrists to the bar.  Next he ducked under the bar and pulled Flame’s hair into a low pony tail.  He tied a rope round her hair and pulled back on it, to the back of the stall and secured it to a ring in the wall.  He pulled it tight, forcing Flame’s head up.

He ducked under the bar again and inspected Flame.  He pushed his crotch level with Flame’s face, she could sense his excitement as his cock was pushed against her mouth.  Flame opened her mouth and extended her tongue, licking his cock through the thin material of his shorts.  The man smiled, not that Flame could see, he was going to enjoy looking after her.

He put his hands on her head, to encourage the pony and pull himself towards her.  Flame licked harder, extending her tongue.  She desperately wanted to please the man.  The man’s cock grew hard and it wasn’t long before he released his belt and lowered his shorts.  His cock extended outwards and Flame tried to take it into her mouth.  The man pulled back, he wanted to see what Flame would do.

She didn’t disappoint, she pushed her head forward, despite her obvious pain from the rope securing her hair.  She couldn’t move much but managed to lick the tip of his shaft.  The man smiled, she was a natural.  He pushed his hips forward, her open mouth willing accepted his cock.  As it entered the warm wet hole she closed her lips onto his shaft and sucked, then she started to use her tongue to lick him. 

The man didn’t know what Flame’s limits were so he pushed steadily but slowly into Flame’s mouth.  Inch after inch went in.  He almost stopped when his cock was touching the back of her throat but decided to test her and push again.  Flame’s throat opened to accept his cock and he sunk his full length into her.

“Holy fuck girl, that’s incredible.  Most of the ponies we get here take weeks to learn that.  Flame couldn’t speak or respond but inside she was very happy to be pleasing and pleasuring this man.  He held himself there, Flame’s nose full of his pubic hair, unable to breathe for a full minute before he slowly pulled back out.  As soon as his cock was out of her throat she breathed out and refreshed the air in her lungs.

He pulled back so only the helmet was in her mouth, then started to pound, thrusting in and out.  Flame breathed when she could, her gasping and occasional gagging just excited him.  Tears were forming in Flame’s eyes as he used her mouth for his own pleasure.  As he neared the orgasm he craved he took his hands off Flame’s head and reached under her to grab her full, firm tits.  He squeezed them between his fingers.  Flame groaned in pain as he extended her suffering by squeezing her nipples, her obvious pain pushed him over the edge and he started to cum, filling Flame’s mouth with thick cum.

When he finally tried to pull out of Flame’s mouth she kept sucking, trying to keep his cock in her mouth.  When he extracted his cock she closed her lips and swallowed.  She looked up at the man and smiled to show her gratitude at being used.  The man smiled back, working with Flame was going to be a treat.

As his erection subsided he pulled up his shorts and picked up the clipboard.  He walked off, leaving Flame where she was.  When he came back a few minutes later he had a coffee.  He drank it while looking at Flame.  Eventually he spoke to her.

“Do you enjoy sucking cock?”

Flame knew what the right answer was, regardless of how she felt at being used like this.  She raised her right leg as best she could and stomped once.  She thought about it as she stomped, she had enjoyed being used like this.  Adam had degraded her through cruelty but this had degraded her by making her feel less human, and Flame already considered herself to be less than human.

After he finished his coffee the man released Flame and walked her to the trough.  She started to drink, bending at the waist, her face in the cool water when the man spoke again.

“Drink plenty Flame, you won’t get any more water until your day is over.  But leave room for food, I’ll get your morning meal.”

Flame drank again, she was so hungry she was terrified it would just go straight through her.  The man was back soon and just pulled at her leash.  Flame stopped drinking and was led away happily.  The man took her to a second trough, in it was a white substance.  Flame didn’t know what it was but she bent down and started to eat, she hadn’t eaten for over a day and was starving.

The substance was utterly tasteless, totally bland.  She didn’t know it but it was rolled oats made up with water.  After she’d eaten the whole bowl the man offered her a sugar cube, which she took gratefully.  As she bit down on it she reflected on how she’d used to treat the horses at Sally’s like this.  Next he fed her the three pills she took daily and Flame ate them without issue.

Next he took her to the shower and hosed her down, the water last night had been refreshing after her long run, now it was just cold.  The man laughed as the cold water hit her, bouncing off her skin.  Her nipples grew hard instantly.  He only let the water run for half a minute before he stopped it and stepped in with a sponge and soap.  Flame stood still with her legs open as the man soaped her entire body and washed her hair.  When she was fully soaped he stepped back and turned on the shower.

Flame shivered again as the cold water washed off the soap, she made the most of the opportunity and pissed while showering.  When the soap was all gone the man turned off the shower and toweled Flame down, the towels were rough but the action warmed her naked body.  Next he cleaned her teeth and dried her mane with a hairdryer.  Next he took her through to the dressing room, here there were all manner of equine apparatus.

First he greased Flame all over with sun block, a redheaded pony was a very valuable commodity and he didn’t want to be blamed if she got serious sun burn.  Rachel would have to reapply the bock several times during the day, but the man found putting it on a pleasure and not a chore, particularly applying it to her breasts and between her legs.  He pushed a couple of fingers inside her cunt – she wouldn’t get sun burnt there, but he enjoyed doing it.

He sat Flame down as he put on the long white socks and pony girl boots.  Flame had only worn them once before but already she felt strange without them.  The man fastened the laces, securing the boots in place.  He selected a harness for Flame and fitted her in it, her breasts were secured in leather triangles.  The sun came up as he fitted and adjusted the straps.

From the wall he picked a leather arm binder and pulled Flame’s arms behind her back.  He inserted her arms and put the straps up over her shoulders.  He adjusted them, pulling the harness up until her hands were in the base of the restraint.  Next he pulled the string, pulling the sides in tight to fully restrain her arms.  Flame’s elbows came together, by the time he’d finished they were only a couple of inches apart.  This caused Flame pain in her shoulders, but she took it without complaint.  The final stage was to fasten the two leather straps and buckle them off.
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Next he took down a head harness for her, it was beautifully made of black leather again.  He showed it to Flame who looked at it.  She loved the look of it.  The man smiled and sat it down.  Before he put it on Flame he applied red lipstick to her lips and subtle eye shadow.  It was important that Flame looked beautiful.

The man picked up the head harness again.  It had an integral rubber covered bit gag connected to large metal rings.  At the back of the rings was a belt, he inserted the gag into Flame’s mouth without any issues, she opened wide as he approached her.  Once it was in her mouth she bit down on it to keep it in place as he continued to fit the harness.

He put the strap through the buckle at the back of her head and pulled it tight, the gag moving slightly further back in her mouth, forcing her jaw open wider.  When satisfied with his work he put the thick forehead strap onto her head and pulled her mane back through the gap between the straps at the back of her head, then fastened the upper strap in place.  When he’d finished he again stepped back to admire his work. 
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The final touch was to remove her existing collar and put on a much thicker one.  It had ring attachments back and front.  Satisfied with his work he led Flame back to her stall and left her standing in place, a long metal chain preventing her from leaving the stall.  He picked up the clipboard and wrote on it.  He hung the clipboard up and took one more look at Flame before leaving her.

******

Flame stood for a long time, she could see the shadows moving as the day moved on.  Saliva dripped out of her mouth and down onto her breasts, getting them wet.  She didn’t know how long she’d stood there, maybe an hour or two she guessed before Rachel arrived.  Once again she looked every inch a horse trainer, her skin tight jodhpurs showing her thin, muscular legs.  Rachel didn’t speak, just picked up the notes that the man had left and read them.  When she’d finished she hung them back up and looked at Flame.

“Did Sarth fuck you Flame?”

Flame stomped twice for no.

“Did he fuck your mouth?”

Flame stomped, she had no idea if Sarth would get into trouble but she also didn’t know what was in the notes and wanted to be honest.

“Good.”  Rachel hung the clipboard up and looked at Flame again.

“Today we are going to work on your presentation skills and walking.  Ponies high step when they are walking, it’s not very natural and will cause you considerable pain until you get used to it.  But let’s start with presentation.  When you are told to present yourself you will push your ass back and bend at the waist.  You will extend your right leg fully, keeping the knee straight.  Your left leg will take the same stance, expect you will bend it back.  Once you assume this position you will stay in it until you are permitted to move.  It’s quite a difficult stance but you will practice it frequently.  Assume the position Flame.”

Flame bent herself as instructed and pushed out her right leg, pushing her left hoof back.  She stayed like that as Rachel adjusted her, pushing her ass back a little more, pushing her back down to enhance the arch in it.  Once in place Rachel stepped out.

“Stay like that Flame.”  Flame couldn’t stamp her foot so she did nothing as Rachel went to find a chair.  She brought it back and sat on it, watching Flame trying to hold the position.  Sweat formed on Flame’s head as she wobbled back and forth.

Rachel made her hold that position for 10 minutes before announcing that she could relax.  “And by relax I mean stand up straight, breasts thrust out, head still.  Understand?”  Flame stomped to show her compliance.

“So that’s two positions for you.  If I say present, you adopt the first position, if I say relax you adopt the second.  The next if kneel, you know that one don’t you?”  Flame went to stomp her foot but Rachel lashed out with the riding crop.

“I said kneel Flame.”  Flame dropped to the floor and spread her legs, displaying her cunt to Rachel.  “Better . . . better.  We’ll work on being more graceful as we go, but that will do for now.  Present!”

Flame brought her knees in and stood up, slowly, unstable on her hooves.  She then pushed out her legs and pushed her ass back.  Rachel spent the next hour moving her between positions, getting Flame to hold them for a few minutes, before moving to the next.  When Rachel was satisfied she told Flame that they’d work on positions for an hour a day from now on.

“The next stage is teaching you to walk.  Ponies like you are graceful and walk in a graceful manner.  It’s called high stepping, and it’s something you’ll find hard at first.  But as with everything else you’ll get better at it with time.  Step out of the stall.”

Flame was desperate to show off, she remembered high stepping from her research back at Sally’s Stable.  Gingerly she raised her left leg until her knee was almost level with her belly button.  Rachel smiled, Flame was keen.  Despite her efforts Rachel lashed out again, this time making contact with Flame’s left tit.

“Right leg first, always right leg first.”  Flame put her leg down and then raised her right leg.  As she raised it she swayed her hips to the left, to balance her weight over her left leg.  Slowly she rocked it forward and down to the ground, about a foot in front of when it started.  Then she raised her left leg, swinging her weight over her right leg and moving it forward.  As she came out of the stall Rachel took the leash and guided Flame.  They walked slowly across the stable and out into the morning sunshine.

They made slow progress across the paved courtyard, Rachel encouraging and helping Flame to walk.  About 200 feet away from the small stable block was a much larger shed and the entered it via a large doorway.  Rachel guided Flame through the building into a separate room, inside it was what  Flame thought looked like a giant hamster wheel.  It was about 25 feet high and six feet wide, made of wood.  Flame climbed some steps up to the wheel and Rachel helped her into it.  She came to a halt and stayed motionless inside the wheel.

“This is the training wheel Flame, we usually call it the hamster wheel.”  Flame smiled to herself, just what she was thinking.  Rachel took two straps down from the central spoke and attached them to Flame’s shoulders where the harness had a couple of hooks.  Rachel pulled them tight and tied them off.

“This wheel is used for two reasons – first it will support you if you stumble, and you will stumble Flame.  You did well crossing to this block, most ponies fall at least once.  Second it will control your speed – part of dressage is walking a set distance at the correct speed.  Master Travis sets great importance on the technical aspects of being a pony, and he will expect you to walk at the correct speed.”

Rachel inspected the harness a second time then walked away from the wheel.  She went to a control box hanging down and pressed a button, the wheel started to turn slowly.  As soon as it started to turn Flame started to high step, her legs had already stiffened while she was being attached to the harness and the first few steps hurt her.

The wheel slowly accelerated until it was up to speed.  Flame didn’t know how fast it was but not very, she estimated slightly slower than walking speed.  Rachel stood next to Flame and watched, occasionally lashing her ass with the crop if she didn’t raise her legs high enough.

After 15 minutes or so Flame’s hips hurt but there was no respite.  Twice she stumbled but Rachel didn’t switch the wheel off, she just had to pick herself up and carry on.  Sweat pooled on her and dripped down to the wheel floor.  Rachel ignored Flame’s pain and just studied her as she walked.  At some point Rachel’s phone bleeped and then she walked out of the stable.  Flame relaxed and stopped high stepping, content to just walk for a few minutes for rest.  She didn’t know it, but from a window above she was being watched.  Sarth picked up his cell and dialed Rachel . . .

The only sound in the stall was the buzz of the wheel motor, the creaking of the machinery and Flame’s hooves stomping on the wooden wheel.  This was shattered by Rachel’s voice over a hidden speaker.

“I don’t recall telling you to relax Flame.  You’ll be whipped for that later.”

Fuck, thought Flame, Fuck.  I should have known she’d still be watching.  Flame started to high step again, ignoring the pain, just trying to minimize the whipping she had earned.  Time passed slowly as she continued to walk.  Eventually Rachel came back and stopped the machine.

“That was 30 minutes Flame, soon you’ll be doing three or four hours without a break.  It will become instinctive for you.  Just like a trained animal.  But first, you earned yourself a whipping.”  Rachel pulled at Flame’s leash and marched her out of the wheel enclosure.  Flame barely thought and moved her tired legs once more in the high step.  Up and down she lifted her legs as they crossed back to her stall.  Rachel stopped her outside the entrance to the stable.

Rachel went inside and came back with a rope and a whip.  Rachel tied the rope to the ring at the base of the arm binder and lifted the other end through a hook on a beam extending from the stable.  Rachel pulled the end, forcing Flame’s arms to lift, she bent double to relieve the pain in her shoulders.  Rachel then tied the loose end off, leaving Flame in considerable pain in her shoulders. 

Rachel walked in front of Flame, dangling the whip so that Flame could see it.  It was the same whip she’d used the previous night.  Flame knew it would hurt.  She was correct, Rachel brought the whip down onto her ass without warning, the long leather straps biting into her skin.  Flame worked hard to suppress the desire to speak, instead she just screamed.  Flame struggled against the pain, but this just made the pain in her shoulders worse.  She did what she could to steady herself.

Rachel brought the whip down again and again until Flame received a dozen blows to her ass.  With each one Flame wanted to struggle, to try to escape but she knew that it would just make the pain worse.  Poor Flame was crying, but she had learned her lesson – next time she would high step no matter who was present.

Rachel went into the stable to replace the whip, when she came back she walked straight past Flame, leaving her bent double, secured to the beam.  Flame had no idea how long she was left like that, time had ceased to have meaning for her.  All she could think about was the pain in her ass, which was subsiding and the pain in her shoulders, which was getting worse.

While she was bent double Flame had an increasing need to piss.  She held it for a long as possible before releasing a thick stream of yellow urine out of herself and onto the ground.  The relief was incredible, but at the same time she was filled with disgust at herself at pissing like an animal.  Flame didn’t know it, but this was part of the conditioning that she was undergoing.

Eventually Rachel returned.  She looked at the dust, the piss still visible in the sun.  Rachel smiled, Flame didn’t know it but she was becoming an animal.  Her human side would retreat and Flame would become nothing more that a pony girl, she would act and behave like an animal, all human instincts trained out of her.

Rachel released Flame’s arms.  She didn’t speak to Flame, she just picked up the leash and started to walk.  Flame followed, high stepping.  The pain in her hips was irrelevant compared to the pain in her shoulders, she’d been bent double for over two hours.  Flame was determined to please Rachel, there was no way she’d be being whipped again today.  Rachel looked over her shoulders occasionally to make sure that Flame was high stepping, she was pleased that her charge was.

When Flame had been fantasizing about being a human pony she’d thought she might get the occasional punishment, but she’d never thought it would be anything like as long or as painful as that.  She’d always imagined that her life would involve running wild, occasionally being harnessed and having to pull her owner around in a sulky, then being fucked by him.

Now all she could concentrate on was not being punished.  With horror she realized that she was less than one day into her 13 week stint as a pony.  90 days to go.  That’s how I’ll stay sane she thought, I’ll count down the days.

Rachel marched Flame to the track again and set her to run.  After high stepping running felt incredible, she was free and her muscles could move as intended.  As on the previous night Rachel had a stop watch and timed each lap, this time Flame was whipped if she ran too quickly or too slowly.  After a dozen laps Rachel had Flame stop, reattached the leash and marched her back to the wheel.

Once the machine was turned on Flame started to high step.  When Rachel left Flame continued to high step, she had learned her lesson and would always walk like this from now on.  Rachel smiled every time she looked back on Flame, she truly was a natural submissive.  When Rachel returned she walked round the wheel, inspecting Flame as she walked.  Rachel was eating as she walked, this was done partially as she was hungry, it was also to re-enforce to Flame that she would get fed twice a day. 

Flame had been concentrating on maintaining her gait, as soon as she saw Rachel eating she was suddenly aware of how hungry she was.  Flame moved her head to watch Rachel before remembering her training.  As Rachel walked past she used her riding crop on Flame.  Must do better thought Flame.

Rachel kept her at it all day, alternating between high stepping, adopting positions and running.  Flame was exhausted when Rachel finally led her back to her stall.  Rachel didn’t speak, she left Flame secured in her stall, picked up the clipboard and wrote something, then walked out.  Flame stood in silence, arms still secured in place.  The sun had set before Sarth walked back in.

He picked up the clipboard and read Rachel’s notes.  Once he had digested them he approached Flame and stroked her hair, softly while making comforting noises to her.  He gently removed the arm binders and hung them up.  Flame’s arms ached but she folded them behind her back as she had been trained.  Sarth removed the headgear, the gag had been in so long her jaw had long ago ceased to ache.  Flame slowly closed her mouth and exercised her jaw.

Sarth removed the harness and boots until Flame was naked.  As he had in the morning he lifted a hand to her mouth with a sugar cube in it.  Flame tilted her head to the side and ate if off his hand, loving the crunch and the sweet taste in her mouth.  Sarth was much gentler with Flame than Rachel was – again, this was part of the training strategy that the stables employed, Sarth and Rachel, Carrot and Stick. 

Rachel was always going to be firm and unforgiving – do well and Flame wouldn’t be punished.  Do badly and she’d suffer.  Sarth was there to provide the alternative approach, do badly and nothing would happen, do well and she’d be rewarded, maybe with a sugar cube or, after her blood work came back, an orgasm.

Sarth led Flame to the troughs and she ate and drank, it was the same tasteless white paste that she’d had for breakfast (and was now pretty sure that she’d have for every meal while she was here.)  Sarth then washed her has he had done in the morning.  He did all this in silence.  When he took her back to the stall he uttered one word to Flame.

“Kneel.”

Flame dropped to her knees and opened her legs.  Sarth smiled, he couldn’t believe that he got paid to do this job – fuck, he’d pay to do this job.  He opened his flies and pulled out his cock.  Flame didn’t need to be told, she was a good pony and knew what he wanted.  Flame opened her mouth and leaned forward, she took his soft cock into her warm wet mouth and sucked.  Flame sucked gently, loving the way his cock grew in her mouth.  Sarth leaned back against the stall wall to enjoy the experience.

Flame was good at sucking cock, she knew that.  Six months with Adam would make any girl good at sucking cock, unless you were the kind of girl that got off of being hit for being shit at your basic function.  This, coupled with the hours spent practicing on the dildo Rachel had bought her meant she could suck any cock, opening her mouth and throat wide to allow it in.

In the morning he had used Flame’s mouth, tonight he was just sitting back to enjoy Flame doing the work.  She sucked and licked, flicking her tongue up and down.  Sarth’s cock continued to grow in her mouth and was soon fully hard.  She popped it out of her mouth and ran her tongue up and down his thick shaft, circling the head.  Sarth groaned in delight, she was very good.  Flame moved down to lick his balls, Sarth enjoyed the sensation.  Hearing his delight she opened wide and took one of his balls into her mouth, gently enclosing it before flicking it with her tongue.

Flame wasn’t sure if she was allowed to use her hands, but she thought Sarth wouldn’t hurt her if she did.  Timidly she raised her right hand and took his wet cock into her hand and started to wank him slowly.  Sarth moaned again, this was pure heaven for him, having his balls sucked and dick wanked.  The only thing that could be better would be a pair of ponies, a ball in each’s mouth. 

Flame moved from ball to ball, sucking each for a moment before swapping sides.  After a dozen swaps she moved upwards, taking his cock back into her mouth.  With her left hand she cupped his balls, loving the way that they moved in her hand.   Gently she groped them as Sarth groaned and moaned as Flame moved her head up and down.  She started to wank him in time, up and down, accelerating as Sarth got more and more excited.

He put his hand on her head, not using any force, just holding her hair.  Flame knew he was close, she sucked harder and harder, moving her head faster and faster until Sarth started to beg.

“I’m cumming, oh, fuck Flame, Flame, suck me . . . . oh God YESSSSSSSS.”  Flame felt his balls tense in her hand and start to move.  Seven, eight, nine, ten times his cock pulsed shooting load after load of his cum into her mouth.  Flame held it all, not allowing any to escape her mouth.  When his cock stopped twitching and balls stopped pulsing she pulled back and tilted her head back, opening her mouth to show him his seed.  When their eyes met Flame closed her mouth and swallowed, then opened wide again to show him it had gone.  Flame then leaned forward to take him back into her mouth.  She sucked gently, remembering Adam’s lesson: A blowjob isn’t over just because he’s cum, it’s over when he tells you it’s over.

Sarth let her suck him for another few minutes before he pulled her hair, pulling her off his cock.  He had her stand and then pulled out a hairbrush and started to comb her hair.  He put his hands between her legs as he did this, she was soaking.  He rubbed her pussy for a few minutes until his had was covered in her wetness then lifted it to her mouth and Flame eagerly sucked her cunt juices off his hand.  Sarth continued to comb her hair.

When she’d sucked all her juices off Sarth reached into his pocket and pulled out a couple more sugar cubes.  Flame was remembering cleaning and feeding the horses at Sally’s Stables, she used to feed the horse a sugar cube or two when she brushed them down at the end of the day.  She felt much happier with Sarth than Rachel, he was much kinder.  When he finished brushing her down she rubbed her head against him, like a horse would to another it liked.

Sarth patted her head, then stepped out and told her to relax.  Instantly Flame stood bolt upright, sucked her belly in and thrust out her ample chest.  She folded her arms behind her back to await further instructions.

Sarth was about to speak, then remembered that relax was a code word (he always wondered about that choice of word – relax meant stand up straight?)  He looked at Flame and laughed. 

“Lie down and go to sleep Flame, you’ve got another long day tomorrow.”

Flame lay down in the straw, the lights soon went out and was asleep soon after.

******

The next few days passed in the same manner, Sarth would get Flame up, usually fuck her mouth violently in the morning, and prepare her for the day.  Rachel would then appear and put Flame through her paces.  The sessions in the wheel got longer and longer as Flame improved, as before these would be interspersed by runs on the track.  Rachel managed to find a fault with her every day which resulted in a whipping.  Everyone just left Flame more determined to succeed the next day.  Rachel never let on but she was very pleased with Flame’s progress, finding fault was just part of the learning process for a new pony.

On the fifth day when she was placed back in her stall Sarth appeared as normal.  As usual he picked up the clipboard, what he read made him smile.  Her blood tests had come back and she was clean, no diseases at all.

Sarth cleaned her as usual, but when he was satisfied he walked her straight past her stall.  Flame was expecting, no looking forward to sucking him off.  Sarth always rewarded her with a sugar cube after she blew him.  His tenderness went a long way to make up for Rachel’s frequent cruelty.  But she was happier than on day one, she was getting used to the way of life.

Sarth took her to the breeding area, he tied ropes round her wrists.  Flame was disappointed, she preferred the evening blowjob, it was more intimate that when he just used her throat in the mornings.  But he surprised her, this time he bent her over the beam, her head facing the wall.  Sarth tied ropes to her ankles and pulled them through hoops on the side of stall.  He pulled the ropes tight, forcing her legs apart, pussy on display.

Sarth dropped to his knees, first pulling her tail out of the way.  He started gently, kissing her labia.  Flame moaned, Sarth reacted by extending his tongue and licking the smooth, hairless lips of her pussy.  Flame moaned again, she loved the attention he was giving her.  Sarth extended a finger and inserted it into her wet hole.  Flame gasped, it felt like months since she had been penetrated.  Sarth finger fucked her with his left hand, he licked her clit and wanked himself with his right. 

When she was soaking and he was fully hard he stood up and lined up his cock with her cunt and pushed slowly.  Flame inhaled slowly, this felt incredible.  Sarth loved looking down at her white skin crisscrossed with thin red lines from the multiple whippings she had received over the week contrasting with his own light brown skin. 

Sarth put his hands on her ass cheeks and started to pump her, Flame pushed back against him, timing her thrusts with his.  She squeezed her pussy muscles , further increasing Sarth’s pleasure.  Sarth was going to cum soon, and he knew it.  He pushed his hand round her hips and between her legs, searching for her clit.  He soon found it and touched it.

“Ahhh,” Flame gasped as he started to rub her most sensitive spot.  Flame wanted to speak, to shout but she knew better than to talk.  Her breathing sped up, she was taking short shallow breaths.  Sarth grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled hard, jerking Flame’s head upwards.  Flame came as he pulled, she was starting to love the combination of pain and pleasure.  Her cunt started to spasm as she came, crushing Sarth’s cock.  He was right behind her, yelling in delight as he came deep inside her.

Sarth stayed inside her as they both recovered, when he pulled out he ducked under the bar and lined his cock up with Flame’s mouth.  She opened wide and started to suck, cleaning their combined juices off his cock.  Sarth allowed her to suck gently for few minutes, before pulling out.  He released Flame from her restraints and led her back to her stall.  As he put her in he bent down and sucked her nipples.  Flame looked down as he sucked, she felt something in her breast.  When Sarth sucked the second she felt the same sensation, she didn’t know what was going on.

Sarth stood up and smiled.  “Sleep well Flame, something new tomorrow.”

What did that mean?  Before he left, Sarth also put a blanket over Flame, “It’s going to be cold tonight Flame,” he said by way of explanation.

******

Flame slept badly that night, despite the blanket keeping her warmer than usual.  In the morning Sarth appeared as usual.  Flame waited on her knees for him, she was expecting to be tied and used orally as usual but instead he didn’t bother.  Instead he just unattached her leash and dragged her to her feet.  Flame didn’t question, hesitate or speak – this was her life, she had chosen it.  She didn’t have the regrets of last Sunday any more, she was enjoying the life, the running, pleasing Rachel, being fucked by Sarth.

He led her out of the stall then bent down to attach wrist and ankle cuffs with rings on them to Flame.  Each was padlocked into place.  Flame was interested, she hadn’t worn these before but many of the ponies and slaves she’d seen on the internet had worn similar adornments – they made it easier for her to be tied.

As Sarth pulled on the leash she instantly fell into a high step, balancing on her tip toes.  Sarth led her out of her little stable block.  Initially Flame thought that they were heading to the main stable with the wheel, she wondered why she wasn’t in harness or gagged.  But she was a good pony, she didn’t question and just followed the stable boy, being as graceful as she could manage.

They walked past the stable block with the wheel and down a short path to another block.  Flame was marched in, it was still dark outside but the lights were on in the block.  Inside it was much like her stall, except bigger.  There were a dozen stalls, in two rows of six.  Sarth walked her into the first and turned Flame round, so she was facing outwards.  Sarth placed two metal bars into the stall, adjusting them so that one was level with her pussy.

He bent her over and put the second bar in further forward, so that her neck was over the bar.  This bar had 2 rings on it and her neck slotted between them.  Sarth took a metal chain off the wall and fastened it to the first ring, then passed it over her neck, securing the other end with a padlock to the other ring, hold her neck in place.

Next he put another metal bar across the stall, pressing down into the small of her back.  Sarth took her arms and folded them behind her back, over the bar, put a rope through the rings on her wrists all pulled them, securing them to rings in the walls.  Sarth pulled them tight, so her arms were crossed behind her back.  He took a rope and passed it under the bar in the back and tied it over her arms. 

The next stage was to tie ropes to the cuffs on her legs, pulling them wide apart and tying them to more rings on the wall.  Finally he tied her hair and pulled it back, tying it to a ring in the back of the stall, lifting Flame’s head up so her mouth was level with Sarth’s groin.

Sarth stroked Flame’s head and made reassuring noises to calm her down.  He ran his fingers though her long fiery red hair, stroking her over and over until she was calm.  Flame wondered what was coming, why walk her all this way to a new stable just to fuck her throat like this?  There had to be a reason.  When she was calm Sarth walked away and came back a few minutes later.  Flame couldn’t help herself but look, then she panicked and tried to pull away.  Sarth had known how she would react, all the new ponies reacted the same way.

He stroked her hair again, but Flame couldn’t take her eyes off what Sarth was carrying.  She knew what it was.  A milking machine.
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“Shhhhh, Flame, Shhhhh.”  Flame continued to pull at the restraints but they would hold.  “This is going to happen Flame, two or three times a day from now until you leave.  You can’t stop it, but how much pain you suffer while you are milked is up to you.  The more you struggle the more you’ll hurt yourself.  And if you refuse, later you’ll be whipped until you willingly allow us to milk you.”

As he spoke Flame knew that he meant it.  As she started to accept reality and under Sarth’s smoothing words she calmed down until she was ready to accept that this was going to happen.  So that was the drugs they were feeding her and why they sucked her nipples every day, to see if she was ready.

When she was fully calm Sarth lifted up the suction cups to her mouth.  “Lick them Flame, get them nice and wet.  Makes a much better seal.”  Flame opened her mouth and extended her tongue.  Sarth held it there for 20 seconds until it was wet, then he offered her the second one.  When they were both wet he turned the machine on, it was noisy and repetitive, clunk, clunk, clunk it went.

Sarth knelt down and held one of her breasts in his hand, he squeezed it, not sexually, he squeezed in the manner that you’d inspect an orange to see if it was ripe.  Satisfied that it was he picked up the suction cups with his other hand, held her breast still and pushed it over the nipple.  The machine instantly took hold and pulled itself onto Flame’s full, succulent breast tissue.

She couldn’t help it, she screamed in pain as it attached itself and started to suck.  Sarth ignored her and repeated the process on her other breast, poor Flame screamed in pain again.  “Hush, hush, it will get easier with time Flame, you’ll get used to it.”

Get used to it, Flame thought?  GET USED TO IT?  How the fuck could any animal get used to this level of pain.  It did slowly subside as the machine settled into a rhythm.  Sarth picked up the churn, Flame was new into this and it would be several weeks before she produced enough milk to be considered worthwhile, but the body is a strange thing – the more it thinks it needs to produce, the more it does produce.

Sarth checked his watch, time for him to get something to eat.  He slapped Flame’s back, harder than required.  “I’ll be back Flame, don’t go anywhere.” 

******

When he came back Flame had been in this position for 40 minutes.  Sarth picked up the churn, she’d only produced an ounce or so, but it was a start.  They’d up the dose of drugs from now to help her.  Seeing as he had plenty of time he opened his flies and approached Flame.  She’d accepted her place and knew that there was no escape.  Maybe if she sucked his cock well she’d be rewarded with a sugar cube . . . .

Flame didn’t get the chance to suck Sarth’s cock.  He stood in front of her, gently wanking himself, occasionally sticking his semi hard cock into her mouth for lubrication.  When he was fully hard he just approached Flame and thrust into her mouth.  He didn’t ask, he didn’t hold back just pounded her mouth.  When she tried to move her head to one side he slapped her breasts, then held her head in his hands to hold her in place.  Her struggling, combined with the humiliation she must be feeling at being reduced to nothing more than a milking cow meant it wasn’t long before he started to cum.

Sarth pulled out of her mouth and shot his load all over her face, cumming on her hair, her face, in her eyes.   Flame blinked when it entered her eyes, she blinked to try to push it out.  When his erection subsided Sarth turned the machine off and the suckers fell to the floor.  He left Flame where she was and took the machine away.  On his return he released Flame and walked her back to the private stable, cum dripping off her face.  Then, as is if nothing unusual had happened he cleaned her and prepared her for her day with Rachel.

After her morning workouts Rachel took Flame to the milking shed and reattached the equipment.  Unlike the morning with gentle Sarth Flame didn’t struggle and allowed Rachel to secure her.  When she was offered the suckers she licked them to get them wet, then tensed herself for when they’d be attached to her breasts.  It hurt again, but this time she was expecting it and she didn’t cry out.  Rachel bent down and kissed Flame, their tongues entwining.  Flame felt utterly humiliated, she was being milked like a cow . . . and she didn’t mind that much any more.

After the day’s training Sarth walked her back to the milkshed and hooked her up to the machine.  As she was being milked another man walked in with another pony.  This one was placed in the stall opposite her, Flame and the other pony’s eyes met.  Flame studied the other pony, she was thinner than she was, maybe a little shorter with smaller breasts – not much smaller, but what really struck her was the other girl’s hair.  It was bright red like hers, almost a carbon copy.

Sarth and the other handler chatted as the new pony was hooked up to be milked.  Once in position Sarth entered the stall behind the other girl and Flame watched as he rubbed her pussy.  The other man entered the stall with Flame and she gasped as he rubbed her cunt.  The two ponies’ eyes met again, clearly they were going to get fucked by each other’s handlers.

The pony opposite gasped and moved her head back even further, she had her eyes closed and was smiling.  Behind her Sarth was bucking his hips, he had entered the girl and was fucking her.  Flame then gasped, the man behind her had thrust into her and was using her.  Unlike Sarth he didn’t reach under her to rub her clit.  Flame still pushed back, she might not get to cum but she’d be damned if she gave him a reason to punish her for being a back fuck.

The man bent over her and grabbed her tits roughly, but not so rough that suckers came off.  Fucked in the mouth this morning while being milked, now fucked in the cunt while being milked.  The man continued to pump her cunt, he was gasping and groaning and it wouldn’t be long until he came.  Across from her she could see Sarth, it wouldn’t be long until her came.  She found herself willing Sarth to cum, he was gasping and begging for a release.  The man behind her was going to take longer.

“Yes, oh God yes, I’m cumming . . . . yes . . . . YESSSS,” Sarth yelled.  He slowed and stopped, then pulled out of the redhead.  He walked round her and ducked under the bar, approaching Flame.  She opened her mouth and Sarth pushed his cock in.  I am a fucking slut, thought Flame.  A cock in my cunt and one in my mouth, while another pony watches.  And I’ve never spoken to either of them, fuck I only met one of them five minutes ago.

Flame sucked, she enjoyed the taste of pussy on Sarth’s cock, it was saltier than her own juices.  Sarth stayed hard in her mouth, the two men started to thrust and pull out in time with each other.  Then she felt the cock inside her start to pulse, he grunted and was clearly cumming.  He pulled out and ducked under the bar and went to the other girl, Flame could hear her sucking.  They both stayed where they were for a few minutes, enjoying being cleaned by a different girl.  When they were both satisfied they pulled out, put their cocks away and walked out.

Flame studied the other girl, she remembered that Rachel had said she would have to work with another pony, was this the girl that she would partner with?  The other girl didn’t speak, Flame didn’t dare to, she assumed that they were being monitored and didn’t want a beating.  Instead she concentrated on the churn in front of the other girl, it was slowly filling.  Flame couldn’t see the measurements on the side, but when Sarth and the other man came back she thought the container probably had a half, maybe two thirds of a pint in it.  Shit, thought Flame, she’s producing a couple of pints of milk a day.  Then it dawned on her, soon she would be doing so as well.

Sarth released her, took her back to her stable, cleaned her, fed her and left her for the night.


Flame’s First Run Out

The next few days past as normal.  Flame found she had stopped counting the days, she wasn’t sure if it was Sunday or Monday.  She’d not thought about what day it was for a long time – when she thought about it she was shocked to realize that she didn’t even care

Every morning started the same way, she would be milked, fucked in either her mouth or cunt, fed, cleaned, dressed and handed to Rachel.  Neither Sarth nor Rachel spoke to her, except occasionally to bark a single word for a position.  She was losing weight, she was sure.  Her stomach was flatter, her legs better defined.  She hadn’t seen the other redhead again.  After she’d been there maybe 10 days, and she’d been milked, Sarth picked out a new head harness for her.
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This one had ears, three buckles at the back of her head and attachment point lower down for reins.  Flame sensed that today was going to be slightly different.  Sarth dressed her in a different body harness as well.  When he came back the third time she pushed her arms behind her back, ready for the leather arm binder.  She was surprised to see that he didn’t have it, instead he put her hands into a pair of long, leather gloves.  Something was definitely different.

When Rachel collected her they walked out of the stall then turned left, normally they would walk straight ahead.  They walked down the path, Flame settling into her standard high stepping gait without thinking.  In the distance was another shed, maybe a quarter mile away from where they were.

Inside the shed was a sulky, or trap that a person would sit in.  Flame was excited, this was what she had been looking forward to since she arrived.  Rachel walked her to the sulky and made her stop, facing towards it.  Flame studied it, the sulky had two arms, a red leather seat that could sit one comfortably or two at a squeeze.  It had two large wheels.

Rachel turned her round and backed Flame in between the handles of the sulky.  She stepped over the handles and lifted them, getting Flame to hold them in her hands.  Rachel attached the arms to Flame’s waist harness hook points.

“As you advance Flame you’ll start to hold the handles, but for now we’ll start with them attached to your corset.”  Rachel made one last inspection then ordered Flame to squat.  Flame lowered herself down and Rachel got between the arms again.  She attached the reins to Flame’s mouth piece and then sat on the seat.
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“Stand,” Rachel ordered and Flame stood up.  “Before we set off, here’s what you need to know.  If I say walk on, you high step.  Stop is self-explanatory.  Run means just that, run as fast as you can.  If I pull on the left rein, bear to the left.  Likewise on the right go to the right.  If I whip you it’s to make you go faster.  If I pull back on both reins at the same time you’re to stop.  Do you understand?”

Flame stomped her right leg once.  It suddenly occurred to her that she couldn’t remember the last time that anyone had asked her anything – it must have been over a week ago.  She really was being treated like an animal.

“Raise your right leg – gracefully, keep your hoof touching your other leg, that’s it, now stop when your hoof is level with your knee.  That’s a good girl.  When you’re harnessed and not running hold this position, unless otherwise instructed.”

Rachel made a few checks of the sulky, then released the brake, picked up the long whip and lashed Flame’s back gently – she was wasn’t punishing Flame, just letting her know she was there.  “Walk on,” Rachel ordered Flame.  Flame bent slightly at the waist to get going and she started to high step.  The hours in the hamster wheel had paid off and the sulky started to move.

Flame was soon out of the stable and into the morning sun.  Both women blinked as the bright light hit them.  As they crossed the yard Rachel pulled on the left rein and Flame obediently turned slightly to the left.  Flame was a happy pony, this was what she’d been looking forward to.  Her hooves were made a rhythmic sound on the stones in the yard, her breasts were bouncing and the bells on her nipples jangled in time with her hooves.

Rachel was checking Flame’s speed on her phone, the hours of practice meant that Flame was maintaining the correct speed without having to be sped up or slowed down.  Rachel smiled, Flame was turning into an excellent pony.

As soon as they cleared the yard they were out onto a dusty path.  Rachel lashed Flame again with the whip and ordered her to run.  Flame responded quickly, running was easier than high stepping, especially when pulling the sulky.  Rachel again checked the time, Flame was a little slow so she whipped her charge and ordered Flame to speed up, which she did straight away.

This was Flame’s first run with the sulky so Rachel meant to keep the journey short.  The sun was getting higher in the sky and the temperature was rising but Flame was enjoying running.  She found it hard to believe that four months ago she’d almost never run, now it was the thing she looked forward to the most – well, second most.  What she loved most of all was getting fucked by Sarth.  Rachel used her for her own pleasure, Sarth would, at least occasionally, allow her to cum.

The wind was blowing into Flame as she ran, it was cooling on her body as the sweat formed.  Her tail was swishing, its presence made it harder to run, but she loved the feel of it against her legs – it made her feel more equine.

The first part of the run was over level ground.  Flame followed the path, at every junction Rachel would pull one way or the other and Flame would follow the correct path.  After a couple miles the path bent to the left and started to follow a small stream.  She was running against the current, so heading slightly uphill.  Rachel whipped her several times when her speed dropped too much – after a lash Flame would pull a little harder until Rachel relaxed and the whipping ceased.

She’d been running next to the stream for a couple of miles when the path forked again and Rachel pulled on the right rein to divert Flame away from the stream.  Flame took a last, longing look at the cool water, she wanted to dive in but knew that it wasn’t going to happen.  As she moved her head she felt the whip on her again.  Instantly Flame adjusted her gaze, she knew she was at fault.

Ahead there was a rise, steeper than anything she’d covered before.  Flame tried hard, she dug deep and bent further to make it easier for her to pull on the harness, but it was no good.  She slowed down and knew that she would feel the whip soon.  She was correct.

In the sulky Rachel knew that this wasn’t fair, but she felt that Flame needed to know the price of failure.  Rachel had been gentle with the whip before on this run out, now she didn’t hold back.  Rachel brought the whip up and lashed Flame with it, flicking the long whip tail as quickly as she could.  The long, thin leather strap bit into Flame’s skin, causing her pain.  Flame tried harder, but there was no way she could run faster. 

Rachel used the whip again and again on Flame’s back.  She didn’t let up until they made it to the top of the rise.  If Flame expected Rachel to allow her to rest at the top she’d be disappointed.  When she tried to slow for a breather Rachel lashed her again.  Flame knew what she had to do and sped back up.  At least she was running downhill now.

Flame and Rachel made their way back to the stables.  As they entered the yard Rachel slowed Flame down and she started to high step again.  Now she wasn’t running the full heat of the day hit her and the sweat started to drip down her face and into her eyes.  A person would raise their hand to mop it out, Flame half raised a hand, then put it down.  Behind her Rachel smiled, she’d been expecting this and raised the whip ready to admonish Flame, but relaxed when Flame didn’t follow through.

Rachel guided Flame into the stable and brought her to a halt.  Flame raised her right leg up and stood on only her left, panting and dripping in sweat.  Rachel dismounted and got a bottle of water.  She stood in front of Flame, wanting to see how she’d react as she drank the water.  Flame looked on longingly but didn’t move.  Satisfied, Rachel offered the water to Flame and poured it over her face, then into Flame’s mouth.  The coldness of the water shocked Flame, but it felt good to wash the sweat out of her eyes.

Rachel tied Flame’s reins round a beam, then secured her arms behind her back and left the stable.  She had no idea how long she stood there, naked and sweating as she cooled down and her breathing returned to normal.  Eventually Sarth arrived and extracted her from the sulky.  He guided her from the stable block to the milkshed and fitted her into her stall.  Flame didn’t fight, she accepted this now as normal.

Once Sarth had secured her in place and attached the suction cups he slipped under the bars and started to fondle Flame’s ass.  Flame responded to his touch, moving her butt as slowly and sexily as the restraints would allow.  She couldn’t see Sarth smiling but knew he loved the way that she responded to his touch.  Sarth lifted her tail out of the way and draped it across her back.  Flame was happy, she knew she was going to get fucked.

Sarth stood over Flame and inserted a finger into her pussy.  He heard Flame gasp, she could be very loud but over the noise of the milking machine he hardly heard her.  He ran his other hand gently over her back.  Sarth didn’t like the way Rachel used the whip, in his mind it was a last resort, whereas Rachel used it almost immediately.  He started to finger fuck the red haired filly, sliding his finger in and out of her almost permanently wet cunt.  Next Sarth ran his hand under Flame and took hold of one of her tits.  He squeezed it, loving the fullness of her teenage breast.  He was careful to not squeeze too hard, he didn’t want the suction cup to fall off.

Sarth could feel his cock growing in his pants.  He stopped moving his hand to see what Flame would do, she started to rock back and forth, keeping his fingers moving in and out of her pussy.  Sarth allowed her to fuck his hand, he released her breast and moved behind her.  Flame reacted by moving faster, she was desperate for his cock inside her.  Sarth pulled his hand away and Flame groaned, surely he'd allow her to cum?  Sarth undid his belt and lowered his trousers, his cock springing free.

Sarth teased Flame, he rubbed his cock up and down her labia.  Flame pushed back, trying to get his cock inside her pussy.  Sarth ignored her needs and continued to tease her, loving the way she reacted to him – he’d never seen such a needy pony.  Eventually he bored with teasing her and lined up his cock, pushing inside Flame’s aching pussy.  She gasped and took in a long, slow breath as he penetrated her, moaning as she let the breath escape her.  Sarth smiled and placed his hands on her hips as he started to fuck her.

Flame couldn’t help herself, she was in ecstasy as Sarth expertly fucked his pony.  He knew what she liked and he enjoyed pleasuring her.  They fucked in time with each other, Sarth pushing forward as she pushed back against him.  Sarth gripped her waist tightly in his strong hands, trying to hold her in place but she was too excited and continued to push against him. 

Sarth took a hand off her waist and slipped it over her hips and between her legs.  He teased her clit, rubbing her pussy close to it, knowing that all he had to do was touch her and she’d cum.  But he didn’t want to allow her to cum just yet, instead he pushed his fingers inside her cunt alongside his thick cock.  With his other hand he grabbed her hair and pulled, Flame’s head jerked back, her neck hurt but she didn’t care.

Sarth was grunting, he was close to cumming, but he wanted them to cum together.  He pulled his fingers from her cunt and touched her clit.  Instantly he felt her pussy tighten and twitch, he could see her hands clenching and flexing as she came, she was making high pitched screaming noises.  Flame’s cunt was already tight but the sensation as she came was incredible.  Sarth started to yell in delight as he came, pumping her tight pussy full of his cum.

He stayed buried deep in her as they both came down, he let go of her hair and her head fell slightly forward.  Sarth slapped her ass a few times, Flame didn’t react but she loved the attention, any attention that Sarth showed her.  Neither of them noticed as the shed door opened and Rachel entered, pulling Fire behind her.  Rachel smiled as she saw Sarth engaged with Flame, she knew that this was one of the best ways to reward a pony.

As Rachel led Flame down the central aisle Sarth eventually heard the noise of Fire’s hooves on the concrete and he looked up.  When he saw Rachel they exchanged a glance.  Rachel was leading Fire to the stall opposite to be milked.  Sarth had other ideas.

“Bring Fire over here Rachel.”

“Yes sir,” she replied.  Flame looked up when she heard Sarth speak, she’d though that they were alone and was surprised to see the other two women.  Suddenly she was ashamed, she was bound to a metal bar, being milked by a machine and fucked from behind.  Then she thought again, Rachel had called Sarth sir!  She’d assumed that Rachel outranked Sarth, but then it occurred to her Rachel was a slave, like she was, whereas Sarth was a free man.

Rachel pulled Fire into the stall, it was cramped in there with Flame.  Sarth pushed Fire to her knees and she opened her legs and mouth.  She knew what was coming.  Sarth pulled out from Flame’s pussy and turned to present his cock to Fire.  She opened her mouth and leaned forward, taking his still hard cock into her mouth and started to suck.  Sarth looked at Rachel again, she was stood in front of Flame, her cunt inches away from Flame’s mouth.

“May I sir?” she asked Sarth.  He nodded at her and she undid her jodhpurs and lowered them to reveal her bald cunt.  She stepped forward and slightly opened her legs, then grabbed Flame’s hair and pulled viciously, bending Flame’s neck back.  Flame extended her tongue and started to lick her trainer’s hole.

Sarth was happy, he wasn’t going to cum – not this quickly anyway.  He allowed Fire to suck his cock as he watched Rachel grind on Flame’s face.  Rachel had one hand on the back of Flame’s head, with the other she pulled her hair to force her face up.

Sarth pulled out of Fire’s mouth and pushed Fire’s face into Flame’s pussy.  She started to lick her pussy, pushing her tongue inside Flame, darting in and out, taking Sarth’s salty cum into her mouth and swallowing it.  Sarth leaned back and watched the scene in front of him, wanking himself.  Rachel was getting close, Flame was becoming an excellent cunt eater.  Rachel released one hand from Flame’s head and inserted it inside her shirt, squeezing her own breast.

Rachel was breathing deeply, her head tilted slightly back, eyes closed in pleasure.  She was moving her hips up and down, aiding Flame’s tongue as it explored her pussy.  Rachel groaned as Flame flicked her clit, she started to breathe more quickly as she got more and more excited.  Flame wanted to stop sucking, she was getting more and more excited as Fire sucked her cunt, but she knew that Rachel would have to get off first.

Rachel suddenly pushed herself further forward, jamming her pussy against Flame, preventing the pony from being able to breathe.  Flame knew she wouldn’t escape until Rachel came. 

“That’s it Flame, suck my cl . . my clit, oh God yes Flame, that . . . that’s it Flame, suck me, suck, bite me . . . BITE ME NOW BITCH.”  Flame obeyed and closed her teeth on Rachel’s clit, sinking her teeth into the blonde’s most sensitive spot.  “YYEEESSSSSSSSSSSS,” Rachel yelled as she came, still she didn’t release Flame, she was soaking every once of pleasure out of her pony.  When she did step back Flame drank in the air, then started to cum again, Fire hadn’t stopped licking her pussy throughout.

Behind the two ponies Sarth was still wanking himself.  He’d loved watching what was going on in front of him, his cock was rock hard and he started to grunt as he came, he took a half step forward and yelled in delight as he came, shooting his load onto Flame, the cum pooling on her back.  He grabbed Fire by her hair and pulled her up, forcing her to suck the cum off Flame’s back.  When she was clean he pushed her back to the floor to suck his cock.  Finally he pulled up his trousers and came out of the stall.  Fire followed him

Rachel and Sarth kissed, then placed Fire into the stall opposite Flame and hooked her up to another milking machine.  Fire enjoyed being milked, it relieved the pressure inside her breasts.  Sure, the machine hurt her nipples but overall she enjoyed being milked.  When fully hooked up Sarth and Rachel left the two ponies alone and went out of the shed for something to eat.


Pulling Together

The weeks passed for Flame, she would be showered, cleaned, milked and fed in the mornings by Sarth (and usually fucked), then exercised by Rachel all day, with a break for milking.  In the evening she’d be milked and fed again before being put down for the night.  Flame could barely remember what it was like before she’d become a pony, she loved the life.  The days were get longer and hotter and the running harder, but Flame didn’t care.  She enjoyed the life, the hard work and the sex.

Once every 10 days or so the vet would come by and take bloods from her, usually he would bend her over the stall and use one of her holes.  On the same day the Asian ladies would come by and manicure Flame, waxing her body hair, cleaning her nails and body.  Flame presumed that Fire was getting the same treatment, but she never saw Fire with the vet or beauticians.

One morning, instead of being led to the hamster wheel Rachel led Flame into the main yard.  There was a pole set up in the center of it, about 15 feet high.  Across the top of it was a beam about 40 feet long, centered on the pole, making a T shape.  Rachel led Flame under the beam and climbed a ladder to attach her head harness to the beam.  Then Rachel left, coming back 10 minutes later with Fire whom she attached to the other end.

“OK ponies,” said Rachel.  Flame was shocked, this was the first time she’d been spoken to for weeks.  “From now on you will train together, eat together, be milked together and sleep together.  You will function as a single team.”  Rachel stopped speaking and inspected Fire, making a small adjustment to her harness.  “You will start with high stepping together.  Fire, you will lead.  Begin.”

Flame wasn’t sure what would happen but she obeyed and started to high step.  Opposite her Fire also started to move.  The beam turned in a circle as they moved together, Rachel stood to one side, armed with her ever present whip.  As the beam turned Flame concentrated on keeping her head still and looking ahead.  Every time one of the redheads passed her she would be lashed for being slightly out of step.  Flame thought it wasn’t fair, they couldn’t see each other but since when was Rachel ever fair?

Rachel kept them at it all morning without a break, a straight four hours of high stepping.  Both girls’ legs and hips were in pain when they were finally released from the harness.  As she was released Flame looked at Rachel, trying to gauge her mood.  Flame didn’t know it from her face but Rachel was very pleased, the girls were both well trained and were only every slightly out of step.  Rachel led them to the milking shed and hooked them up to be milked.  Flame was now producing almost half a pint at each milking, soon she’d be producing as much as Fire.

When the ponies were released Rachel took them to a different shed where a larger sulky was waiting.  Rachel had them back into place.  She placed Fire on the right (from the driver’s position) and Flame on the left.  Rachel cuffed Fire’s left arm behind her back, then pushed Flame’s right arm through Fire’s before cuffing it behind her back.  The two ponies were now interlinked. 

Rachel spent a few minutes adjusting the girl’s harnesses before sitting on the seat of the sulky.  The seat was wide enough for two people but as she was on her own Rachel sat in the middle of the seat.  Rachel picked up the reins (one on each pony).  She pulled back on them and each girl raised her right leg until her hoof was level with her knee.  Rachel let them stand for a full five minutes in this painful position before she lashed their backs and ordered them to walk on.

The ponies kept in perfect step as they walked off, Fire leading and Flame keeping in step with her.  They high stepped out of the shed, into the yard.  Once across the yard Rachel lashed them both and they started to run, after the morning’s exercise this was an absolute pleasure, to run free in the early summer sun.  As when running solo at every junction Rachel would pull on the reins to indicate direction.

The ponies worked hard, sweat pouring down their bodies.  Rachel used the whip regularly, neither Fire nor Flame was used to running with another pony and occasionally one would force the other off the path, or they would break step with the other.  Rachel would lash them to correct their actions. 

Rachel worked them hard, forcing them to run for over two hours before allowing them to come to a halt by the brook.  The sweat was dripping off both girls and soon the flies were buzzing around them.  Flame wanted to use her arms to wave them off, but instead just shook her head like a real horse would.  Rachel was pleased, she had been prepared to whip them if they used their arms. 

Rachel dismounted and tied the reins to a tree.  She walked down to the stream and filled a container with the cool water.  She lifted it to her lips, making sure that Fire and Flame could both see.  In many ways, thought Rachel, this is probably a worse torture than being whipped – I’m thirsty and I’ve not even been running.  As much as Rachel wanted to deny the ponies water she knew they needed a drink.  She refilled the container and walked over the redheads.  Rachel lifted it to Fire first (as the senior pony) and tilted it, water pouring out of the container and into the grateful Fire’s mouth.  She drank as much as she could, but most of it landed on the ground. 

Rachel repeated this twice more, before offering any water to Flame, again most of the water just fell down her body and onto the ground, but it still cooled Flame.  When both ponies had drunk water and cooled down Rachel opened a small box on the sulky and took out a pair of tiny containers – about two inches long and maybe half an inch wide.  She returned and stood in front of Fire.  Fire didn’t move, as she had been trained.  Rachel gave her an evil grin and opened the small container. 

Rachel licked the end of her finger and inserted it into the open container.  Throughout she kept her eyes focused on Fire, who’d gaze didn’t move.  Rachel didn’t speak or explain as she lifted the contents up to Fire’s eye.  Rachel extended her finger to show Fire what was on the end – it was round, about 1/3rd of an inch across and was jet black.  It was a black out contact lens, but Fire didn’t know what it was.  Rachel continued to extend her finger towards Fire’s eye.  Fire blinked and tried to pull back, the sulky had the brakes on and she couldn’t move far.

Rachel soothed Fire, cooing at her and rubbing her hair.  Eventually Fire calmed down and allowed Rachel to insert the lens into her eye.  Instantly she lost sight in that eye.  Rachel then repeated this in her other eye, before repeating the exercise on Flame.  Flame accepted the lenses more easily than Fire, she’d learned to trust Rachel – she might be overly enthusiastic with the whip but Flame didn’t believe that she’d ever allow her to come to serious harm. 

Once the ponies had relaxed and adapted to not being able to see Rachel had another drink before getting back into the sulky.  Both girls quickly realized that this was an exercise in trust for them – they would have to put all their faith in Rachel.  And Rachel knew that it was going to be hard for her – before the ponies would adjust themselves to keep to the path, now Rachel would have to do it all.

“Walk on,” Rachel commanded and they raised their right legs and started to high step.  Rachel smiled, she enjoyed being in total control of a pair like this.  Almost instantly they started to pull to the right and Rachel had to pull to the left to straighten them up.  The ponies were close to a wood and the stream, so Rachel would keep them slow until they were out in the open.

The ponies were soon out of step, but Rachel let it go, they couldn’t be expected to maintain synchronization when they couldn’t see.  Rachel guided them for 20 minutes until they were out in the clear, then she whipped them into a run.  Rachel had to use the whip liberally for the first 10 minutes to get them to maintain speed – they were understandably nervous at not being able to see where they were going.  But soon their trust in Rachel grew and they returned to their normal pace.  Rachel was pleased – these two were very well trained.

Rachel took a longer route back to the stables, the original paths were narrow and Rachel wanted to go over wider paths, it was easier for everyone.  Rachel had to concentrate hard to keep them in line, without going too far from one side to the other.  Flame and Fire held their nerve and ran hard for their mistress.  As they approached the stables Rachel slowed them down, then stopped them when they were half a mile from the stables.  The path was getting narrower and Rachel wanted to take care of her ponies.

Fire and Flame didn’t know where they were of course, they were just glad of the rest.  When she dismounted Rachel walked to the front of the girls and led them by the reins, both girls high stepping again as they walked.  On the concrete surface they could hear each other walking and they kept in step with each other, much to Rachel’s delight.

Rachel took them to the milking shed for their evening milking.  She left the contact lenses in and left them hooked to the machines.  When Sarth came to collect them Flame was surprised that she wasn’t separated from Fire, instead they were both led into a larger stable than Flame was used to.  He showered them both, fed them and cleaned them up, before leading them into a larger room.  He placed them both into a single stall before leaving them for the night.

The lights were on and via a closed circuit TV Sarth, Travis and Rachel watched – the ponies of course couldn’t see a thing.  Travis turned to Sarth and Rachel to talk to them both, all the time keeping one eye on the TV.

“What do think Rachel?”

“They are excellent sir, rarely seen a pair take to this life as well as those two.”

“And you Sarth – enjoying your time with them?”

Sarth blushed before he replied, “Very much so Travis, they both respond very well.”

“When will they be ready for me to take them out?”

Rachel replied, “They will be ready soon sir.  Very soon sir.”

Travis smiled and turned back to the TV.  He watched as Fire extended one of her arms in her dark world to feel around.  She could hear Flame breathing softly and felt for her face.  Fire ran her hand over Flame’s face, caressing it gently.  Flame was nervous, she tried to pull back, unsure if this was allowed.  Fire persevered with her affections before moving closer to Flame.  She put both her hands onto Flame’s face and held it still, before pulling Flame towards her.  The two girls paused, lips millimeters away from each other, feeling each other’s breath on their faces, before Flame made the first move and put her lips onto Fire’s.

In the house, Travis spoke to Sarth.  “Time to leave Sarth, you can watch this in your room if you want.”  Sarth turned to leave and walked to the door, he opened it and turned back to look at the screen, Flame and Fire were kissing passionately.  Sarth shook his head and closed the door behind him, then ran to his room. 

Travis spoke to Rachel, who was also watching.  “Get naked Rachel, then on the floor between my legs.”

“My pleasure sir,” she replied.  She was naked in seconds and dropped to the floor, unbuttoning her master’s pants.  Travis smiled, he was going to enjoy this.  He leaned back and picked up his beer as Rachel opened her mouth and started to suck his cock.  She left her pussy alone, she’d watch the video later.

Neither pony could see anything, this made it more sensual for them both.  Flame broke off kissing Fire and licked her nose, enjoying the cold metal.  Flame bit on it gently and pulled, she’d though that it was a clip on, but it didn’t come away.  Flame kissed Fire’s eyes and moved one of her hands to the nose ring.  She pulled it, then twisted it.  Flame was delighted to discover that she could spin it and it moved through Fire’s septum.  There was no doubt, Fire had her nose pierced. 

Flame moved herself and got on top of Fire.  She kissed sideways and pushed her tongue into Fire’s ear.  Fire let a little air escape her lungs, she had sensitive ears and loved someone playing with them.  From the house all Travis could see was red hair mixing as Flame’s hair fell over Fire.  Flame kissed her way down Fire’s neck, Fire put her hands onto Flame’s head to push her down her body.

Flame teased Fire’s breasts, circling them with her tongue.  Fire tried to pull Flame to her nipples, but Flame teased her, resisting.  Flame held Fire’s generous tits in her hands and massaged them, keeping the nipples away from her mouth.  She squeezed hard and started to circle the nipples, she was shocked when she tasted the milk that had been released from Fire’s breasts.

Flame couldn’t resist it any longer, she took Fire’s nipple into her mouth and sucked.  Fire gasped in pleasure as Flame sucked, Rachel never gave any pleasure, she was a taker and Sarth just used her pussy.  Flame sucked hard, she could quickly see the attraction in the warm sweet milk and understood why Travis liked it.

Flame sucked one nipple, then the other, each time extracting half a mouthful of milk.  Fire pushed Flame down her body, towards her pussy.  She stopped at Fire’s belly button and inserted her tongue making her responded with a sensual “mmmmm”, her breathing was accelerating and she was taking deeper and deeper breaths. 

Fire pushed Flame further down, she was the lead pony, the big sister of the pair and was in control.  She pushed Flame towards her pussy, Flame kissed her bald lips gently before teasing her again and kissing her thighs until she couldn’t put it off any longer.  Fire opened her legs wide and pulled on Flame’s hair, forcing her head between her legs.  Fire gasped loudly as Flame licked her, starting at her ass and working up the full length of her labia.  She used her hands to pull Fire’s lips apart and the started to fuck her sister pony with her tongue.

As she pushed her tongue in, Fire whinnied like a real pony, shaking her head.  Flame was happy, she was bringing pleasure to her friend and she loved to serve.  Flame fucked her, moving her tongue in and out until she moved her face up to Fire’s clit.  She formed three of her fingers into a triangle and pushed them in one swift movement inside Fire.  Fire couldn’t help it, she groaned loudly.  She was desperate to use words to beg for release, but resisted – knowing that she’d be whipped if she did.

Flame stuck to her task, fucking Fire with her fingers and licking her clit.  Fire ran her hands over Flame’s head, pulling her closer and closer as she neared orgasm.  Fire was barely breathing, she was holding her breath as long as possible to prolong her orgasm when it came.  Her thighs started to quiver and she half sat up as she came, groaning loudly. 

“Fuck yes,” yelled Travis in the house, watching on the CCTV as Rachel continued to suck his cock

When her body finally relaxed she released Flame who moved up over her, twisted round and lowered her pussy down onto her face.  Fire reached up to grab Flame’s breasts as she started to lick Flame’s cunt.  Flame was soaking, her juices trickled down her thighs and onto the side of Fire’s face.  Flame raised and lowered herself, controlling Fire’s breathing through her motions.

Fire squeezed Flame’s tits, as with her own they released their milk, it dribbled down her body and between her legs where it mixed with her wetness in Fire’s mouth.  Fire loved the taste of and lapped it up gratefully.  Flame grabbed Fire’s tits in her hands and squeezed them hard as she got closer and closer.  Flame’s head dropped, looking down on Fire’s body as she came, her pussy contracting and squirting.

Flame fell forward, her head ending up between Fire’s legs and the two girls licked each other gently until they both came again.  As they entered their 69 position Travis grabbed Rachel’s head and forced his cock down her throat as he came in her mouth.  When he released her he gasped

“Put those two together every night from now on.”

In the stable Fire and Flame separated and moved to lie next to each other, they lay there kissing until they fell asleep.  Flame kept toying with the ring in Fire’s nose, she loved how it moved and what it symbolized.

******

In the morning Rachel spoke to Flame.

“Do you like Fire’s nose ring?”

Stomp.

“Would you like one to match?”

Stomp.

“It will hurt.”  Flame didn’t react, you can’t answer that yes or no to that question.  Later that morning Rachel took a long needle and had Flame lie on her back while Sarth held her head still between his knees.  Rachel worked quickly and in a single thrust pierced Flame’s nose through the septum.  There was a little blood and Flame screamed in pain, Rachel quickly withdrew the needle and put in a ring – not a thin one, the steel was 1/8th inch thick.  She locked it in place and stood up, the ring was about 3/4th of an inch in diameter and it hung down over Flame’s top lip.  Flame could feel it on her lips and bit gag, it felt strange but she liked it.  Now when she was led around it was via the ring in her nose and not the one on her collar.  It made her feel more like a really pony.  That was what she thought of herself now, a pony.  She no longer thought of herself as human.
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The Storm

Fire and Flame were inseparable now – not that that they had any choice in the matter.  Their days were all the same, running, stepping, being fucked or tested.  Most nights they would end up in a 69 position – bizarre they both thought, given that they’d never exchanged a single word with each other.

A couple of days after Flame had been placed in the main stable she noticed that there were another pair of ponies in the same stable.  She didn’t get to see them frequently, their handlers kept them apart, but from what she’d seen they were a pair of blondes with small breasts.  Given that she’d never seen them in the milkshed she presumed that they weren’t in milk . . . at least, not yet.

One day when they were heading back from a long run Flame noticed that the sky was overcast.  By the time they were heading to the yard it had gone cold, the sky was grey and the wind was picking up.  Alone with Fire at night she was actually scared, the wind was very strong, the darkness was pierced by lightning and thunder claps rolled around.  The storm lasted well into the morning – Rachel didn’t appear until well after normal.  Flame’s breasts were huge and full of milk, she was desperate to be milked and butted Rachel when she finally appeared to show her need.

After they had been milked Rachel took them out for a short run – she didn’t use a sulky as the normally hard baked ground was saturated and hard to run on, never mind if they had to pull a sulky.  When they got to the stream it was swollen with excess water, in some places it was coming up over the path.  When they turned off from beside the stream there was a large old tree that had blown down across the path.  Rachel diverted the ponies around it, over some rough ground.

“This will never do,” thought Rachel to herself.  She spoke to Travis and the blonde’s handler and a couple of days later when the ground had dried out Rachel arranged Fire and Flame with the blonde ponies on a large trap.  Fire took the lead position, with Flame to her left and the blondes on the outside.  Rachel loaded the trap with equipment and then she got into it with Sarth.  Sarth and Rachel spoke quietly as they rode, not wanting to let the ponies know what was coming.  When they got to the tree Sarth got out and examined it.

“Good call Rachel,” he told her, “let’s put the animals to work.”  Sarth dismounted and unpacked the equipment Rachel had packed, while Rachel freed the ponies.  When he appeared five minutes later he was wearing chaps, gloves and a helmet with a face guard.  He was carrying a huge chainsaw.  It took him a couple of minutes to fire it up and then he went to work, first sawing off the branches.  While he did this Rachel put each pony into arm binders and arranged them as a team. 

As Sarth moved away from a branch he’d cut, Rachel lined up the ponies and attached ropes round the branches.  Flame knew what was coming, she braced herself for the whip and when it came she started to pull.  The four ponies had no problems in pulling the tree branch out of the way.  The sun was shining down, the heat was intense and Flame knew that she was in for a long hard day of work.  Given the choice she’d rather be running and pulling a sulky.

Rachel didn’t let up – Sarth could cut the branches far faster that Rachel and her team could pull them out of the way.  As the day wore on the ponies tired and Rachel used the whip more frequently to encourage and drive them on.  When it was midday Rachel tied the team to the main trunk and left them to stand while she served Sarth his lunch.  Flame felt very envious as she stood motionless under the hot sun and watched Rachel blow Sarth while he ate.  She wanted to do that for him.

After Sarth had cum he ordered Rachel to water the ponies and they all drank greedily.  Flame could drink quite well now with the bit in and she downed as much water as Rachel gave her.  Flame pissed while she was drinking, she no longer cared who saw her.  The 2 blondes also relieved themselves as they drank.

After lunch the team pulled hard and the branches were soon out of the way.  Sarth started on the main trunk, slicing it half way through, then starting on the other side of the thick trunk.  He cut it into six foot lengths, almost down to the ground – being careful not to ground the chain.  When he’d made all his cuts he got Rachel to hook up the ponies to pull the main trunk over, so he could slice through the base.

The team tried hard, but not even Rachel’s use of the whip could get them to shift the massive trunk.  Rachel and Sarth pulled as well and eventually the trunk rolled just enough so that Sarth could slice the trunk into lengths.  When it came to pulling the sections out of the way it was no use, the ponies were tired and just couldn’t manage it.  Sarth had to tell Rachel to stop whipping the ponies, they just couldn’t do it.

“Any ideas Rachel?” asked Sarth.

“No sir, I just don’t think that they are strong enough.  You could slice the trunk into smaller pieces I guess.”

Sarth grunted, he’d thought of that but didn’t want to.  He was no expert with the chainsaw and was just pleased that he’d managed to break it into sections without losing any of his body to injury.

“We could come back with the quad bike sir,” offered Rachel, “or . . .” she added, her voice fading.  She knew that Travis liked to do as much of the labor on the ranch with ponies, where ever possible.

“Spit it out Rachel.”

“Well sir, Mistress Jane lives close and she’d not been to visit for a long while.  Maybe she could be asked to help and bring her team?”

Sarth considered this for a while.  “Good idea Rachel.”  He picked up his phone and called Travis, they spoke for a moment before Sarth hung up.  While they waited for a response Rachel continued to use the team, harnessed to the branches, pulling them out of the way.  Sarth stood to one side, enjoying watching the girls at work.

When all of the branches were safely out of the way Sarth allowed the team another drink and 20 minutes of rest before they hooked them back to the sulky.  The team was noticeable slower on the journey back to the stables, but Sarth wouldn’t let Rachel whip them.  It was understandable. 

As they neared the stable block Sarth’s cell rang again.  He spoke rapidly and when the call ended he turned to Rachel.

“Jane’s bringing her team over tomorrow.  She’ll be here at about 10, make sure that the ponies are ready.  Jane’s bringing two of her team, one’s injured at the moment.  Should be enough though.  Get the girls into this trap again and have another ready for Jane.”

“Yes sir.  Will Mistress Jane be coming to watch the ponies work?”

“No, she’ll stay at the house with Travis.”

Sarth dismounted in the stable and went for a drink while Rachel freed the ponies.  When he came back Sarth took them to be milked, then cleaned and fed them before putting them down for the night.  He put the blondes in one stall and the redheads in another.  Fire and Flame fucked again before falling asleep in the hay.

******

In the morning the ponies had a lie in, they weren’t going to be used until 10 so Sarth allowed them to sleep late.  After they had been prepared they were hooked into the sulky and led into the yard where he allowed them to rest out of the sun.  Sarth and Rachel talked until Jane arrived, in her large SUV pulling a horse box.

Sarth walked over to her, Rachel followed and opened up the horse box.  Jane got out and they chatted for a moment as Rachel worked.  It wasn’t long before she disappeared into the box and came out leading a pair of stallions.  Each was about 25 years, both had long, dark hair and was wearing a pony harness similar to the girls.  Rachel smiled, she loved being in charge of stallions.

She led them carefully in front of Flame who gasped when she saw the stallions.  They were much taller than the girls, but whereas the girl’s skin was smooth and toned, the stallions had huge muscles.  Their arms were huge and thick, their stomachs had solid, muscular six packs.  And their legs – Flame had never seen a man like either of them.  Their legs were like tree trunks, they had to be incredibly strong.  She was so taken aback by their legs that she didn’t even notice for a while that their cocks were hanging free.  Flame wanted to be fucked by one of them, she could feel herself getting excited just looking at them.

The stallions were well trained, they didn’t look as Rachel led them into the stable and hooked them up to a sulky.  She led them out a few minutes later and stood them next to the female team.  Flame swore that she could almost smell them, she was very jealous of the blonde to her left, she was almost touching one of them.

Rachel crossed the yard, leading the two teams until they were level with Sarth and Jane.  She stood in silence as they chatted, until eventually Jane turned to her horses.

“Do me proud boys,” she said to them.  Both raised their right legs and stamped the ground once.  Jane turned and walked to the house where Travis was stood waiting for her.  Rachel didn’t speak, she knew that she’d be driving the stallions – Sarth would much rather be with the girls.  When they were both in position Sarth lashed his team and they started to high step.  Rachel waited until they were 20 feet in front and lashed her charges, who started to follow. 

It took them over an hour to get to the tree.  Rachel hooked the teams up and they started to pull.  Yesterday the girls had hardly been able to move the huge slabs of tree trunks – maybe they could roll them a little back and forth, but move them?  Today, with the addition of the two stallions they could pull the huge sections out of the way.  It still wasn’t easy but they could do it.  The ponies and stallions were sweating heavily as Rachel worked them hard.  Sarth had cut the tree into a dozen or more sections and it took the team about 30 minutes to move each one.

When they’d moved half of it Sarth had them break for lunch, again he used Rachel after he’d eaten and then got her to water the horses.  When he was eating both he and Rachel noticed that Flame was rubbing up against the stallions, she wasn’t being subtle in any way.  She kept nuzzling and pushing against them, getting her breasts to touch his body.  Rachel and Sarth smiled, they could both see that she was clearly attracted to the stallions.

After their break Rachel put the teams back to work and the path was soon cleared.  Sarth texted Travis to inform them of their progress as they set off back.  He laughed to himself and asked if he could put Flame into a stall with the stallions.  It didn’t take long before he got a positive reply.

At the stable Sarth took the milking fillies to be milked while Rachel washed the stallions down.  Next she did the blondes while the stallions ate.  When the stallions had eaten she placed them both into a large stall and tied their collars to a ring in the wall with a long leash.  They started to lie down, it had been a long day, but Rachel ordered them to stand.  She left to put the blondes to bed before helping Sarth with Fire and Flame.  When they had eaten and showered Sarth led them to the same stall as the stallions.  Flame almost jumped for joy as she was placed in the stall with the stallions.

Rachel smiled, “See you in the morning.”  With that she turned and left – the sun was setting so there was still plenty of light.  In the house Jane and Travis had eaten and sat down to watch the evening’s entertainment. 

Flame made the first move – she was sure she was being watched but didn’t care.  Rachel would come to stop her if this wasn’t allowed.

She approached the first stallion, he was dark haired, about six feet tall and solid muscle.  She’d never been this close to such an attractive male – six months ago someone like him would never have looked twice at her, but she could see his cock twinging as she approached him.  Flame wasn’t even thinking, she was high stepping as she approached.  When she was next to the stallion she nuzzled her head into his shoulders, showing her attraction to him.  Behind her Rachel smiled as she left the barn – she’d turned to watch and Flame had acted just like a pony would.

Flame looked up into his eyes, he was staring down at her.  His eyes were of the deepest blue, she’d never seen anything like them before.  She suspected he was wearing contact lenses.  Bluey, she thought, that’s what I’ll call you.  Next to her Fire was already on her knees, she was kissing the rapidly growing cock of the other stallion – that one had blonde hair.  Blue and Blonde, that’s how I’ll think of you both.  Seeing what Fire was doing she dropped to her knees and opened her mouth.  Both stallions had worked hard today, Flame thought it was her duty to reward them for their work.

Beside her Fire was sucking hard, her head moving rapidly as she brought Blonde to full erection.  Flame took it slower, she wanted the experience to last as long as possible for her stallion.  She started with his balls, cupping them as she licked his growing shaft.  Flame hoped he’d have a fat cock. 

It continued to grow and eventually Blue couldn’t take being teased any longer, he put his hand on her head and grabbed her hair, forcing her down onto his shaft.  Flame opened wide and took him into her mouth, he wasn’t fully hard yet but she wasn’t disappointed, his cock was already fat in her mouth and still growing.

Blue held her in place, her lips touching his groin, the full length of him buried in her mouth.  Flame opened wider and pushed out her tongue to lick his balls.  Some spit escaped and she gagged a little, but she didn’t mind.  She opened her legs to show him how receptive she was to him.  Blue groaned, Flame tilted her head a little to look up at him, pure lust on his face, lost in the moment.

As soon as he let go she pulled back, holding his gaze so she could breathe, then Flame set to work, sucking up and down.  Instinctively she found herself keeping time with Fire, both of them sucking at the same speed.  Flame pushed out one of her hands and found Fire’s breast, she held it and squeezed her nipple, then squeezed the tit.  It gave up some of its milk and a little white dribble appeared.

Blonde pushed Fire off onto her back in the straw and he fell on her, taking Fire’s nipple into her mouth and sucking, enjoying the creamy milk.  Blue took his eyes off Flame and watched as Blonde licked up the milk.  Not to be outdone Flame squeezed her own breasts and creamy milk beaded on her nipple and started to flow.  Flame caught it in her palm, then dipped her fingers in the puddle and lifted them to Blue’s mouth.  He licked the sweet liquid off her fingers, then copied Blonde and pushed Flame onto her back and took a nipple into his mouth and sucked.

Blue sucked hard, filling his mouth with milk.  He swallowed a couple of times, before taking a mouthful to Flame and kissing her, allowing it to drip into her mouth.  Flame drank the warm liquid, enjoying the sweetness and trying not to think where it had come from.  Blue didn’t wait, his cock was fully hard and he pushed it into Flame’s cunt.  She gasped, his cock was huge – not as long as Sarth but much fatter.  Even so, it slipped into her pussy in one go and he thrust it all the way in.  Flame wrapped her arms round Blue as he started to fuck her.

Blue put a hand to the side of Flame’s head and pushed it over to the side, next to him Blonde did the same to Fire so that the ponies’ faces were next to each other.  Flame and Fire moved slightly, allowing their lips to touch and they started to kiss passionately, open mouthed, both being fucked by their respective stallions.

Blue was grunting, Flame was sure he’d cum soon.  She sank her long nails into his back and he moaned in pain.  He was breathing rapidly, snorting like the animal he was.  It wouldn’t be long, Flame knew.  Blue put his other hand onto her breast, Flame’s body was now taking his full weight and she felt his cock start to pulse.  He let out a long grunt, he was cumming inside her.  Flame was happy, she’d satisfied her stallion.  Next to her Blonde moaned, long and loud as he came inside Fire.

All four stayed where they were for a few moments, until the stallions pulled out.  Flame didn’t wait, as soon as Blue was off her she moved, squeezing her pussy tight to keep the cum inside.  She rolled over onto all fours and crawled over Fire, then lowered herself down, her cunt over Fire’s face.  The two stallions looked at each other and moved.  They’d worked together for a long time and didn’t need to speak.

Blonde moved behind Flame, he put his hands onto Fire’s face and tilted her head back, opening her mouth.  Flame relaxed and Blue’s cum started to ooze out of her, dripping down her pussy and into Fire’s open mouth.  Flame looked up at Blue and smiled, then bent down and started to suck on Fire’s cunt.  Her pussy was already relaxed and cum was dripping out, Flame sucked hard and swallowed it all while Blue watched.  Flame licked Fire’s swollen folds and started to fuck her with her tongue, Blue was wanking himself as he watched.  He’d just cum, but was already getting hard again.

Flame pushed two fingers into Fire and looked up at Blue, mouth open wide.  He couldn’t resist and pushed his cock into her willing, wet mouth.  Flame squealed a little as he did this, behind her Fire had pushed two fingers into her pussy and Blue joined in, pushing his fingers in alongside Fire’s.

As soon as Blue was fully hard again he pulled out of Flame’s mouth and pulled her fingers out of Fire’s cunt.  He lifted Fire’s hips, lined his cock up and pushed it into her cunt.  Flame started to lick Fire’s clit, then she gasped as Blonde began to fuck her with his rigid cock.  The four of moved as one, Fire and Flame in a 69 position, licking each other’s clits while the stallions stayed on their knees, fucking their young fillies for the night.

Flame’s legs started to quiver, she wanted to yell as she approached orgasm, but she was determined to get her sister pony off.  Under her Fire could feel her legs twitching, Fire knew Flame was close.  She stopped licking Flame’s engorged clit and instead sucked it, pulled it out and gently bit it.  Flame couldn’t help it, her legs spasmed closed, trapping Fire’s head as she came.  Blonde continued to fuck her, he was panting, his moans becoming more urgent.  Soon he pulled out of Flame and started to wank himself, shooting thick ropes of cum over her ass and pussy.

Under Flame, Fire watched as the sticky white cum landed on Flame.  The sight turned her on and she was soon climaxing herself, her thighs pulled together and hips raised upwards, her arms wrapped round Flame's back, and she sank her nails into her flesh.  Her pussy tightened as she came and Blue pulled out, shooting his second load onto Flame’s face.

Fire instinctively licked all of the cum off Flame’s ass, then turned her round so that they were both kneeling up, facing each other.  Fire eagerly licked the sticky, salty cum off Flame’s face and the pair kissed, exchanging the fluid as their mouths met.  Blonde and Blue lay, spent, in the straw.  When Fire and Flame broke off their kiss Flame moved to lie on Blue, she took his cock into her mouth and settled down to sleep.  Next to her Fire did the same.  All four were less than human, but Flame knew that the stallions ranked higher that she did.  She was there to serve them.  Flame went to sleep and dreamed of servicing the stallions again in the morning.


The Last Week

Flame settled down into her life at the stables.  She found it hard to believe that she’d had a life before coming here.  Adam, her parents, her job were all distant memories.  She lived for running and exercising, when she worked well Sarth would reward her with an orgasm or sugar cube.  She loved cumming, but even more she loved the sugar cube – it made her feel more like a pony.

A beautiful day dawned and Sarth came to collect her.  He took her to the milking shed and she released her sweet, creamy milk into the container.  She loved being milked, her breasts felt so much better after they had been emptied.  Sarth showered and cleaned her before fitting her into a black leather harness.  Flame hadn’t worn this one before, as Sarth approached her with it she could see it was much better quality than any she’d worn before.  Something special was going to happen, she was sure of it.

Before he fitted it Sarth bent her over and gently removed her tail.  She was surprised, she’d defecated the previous day and wasn’t due to shit today.  Sarth put the tail to one side and opened up a box in front of her.  He stroked her hair to sooth her before taking out a new tail. It took Flame a moment to work out what it was, the tail was made of long red hair, her hair.  She thought back to when she’d had her head shaved, the women had gathered up her hair.  This must have taken ages to make.

Sarth greased it before inserting it into her ass.  He carefully inspected Flame, tightening up the harness, making small adjustments to the head gear.  When he was satisfied he led her to the other stable where Fire was already hooked up to a large, covered sulky.  Flame hadn’t seen this one before – as with the harness it looked more expensive, better quality. 

Rachel didn’t get into the sulky, she led Fire and Flame out into the yard and ordered them to get ready.  Both fillies raised their right legs and stood to attention.  They stood for a while, heads stable, arms interlinked waiting.  Rachel walked to the house and came back a few minutes later.  Travis was dressed like an English country squire, wearing a traditional horse riding hat.  He crossed the yard and inspected the ponies, checking their harness, touching their breasts, feeling their pussies.  Flame was amazed when she thought about it, she must have been here for nearly her full time and Travis hadn’t once inspected or used her.

When he was satisfied he got into the sulky and picked up a long, thin, single tail whip.  He brought it down, it was long enough to cross both girls’ backs.  “Walk on,” he ordered and both fillies set off, perfectly in time, high stepping across the yard.  Tied behind the sulky was Rachel, a rope attached to her collar.

Travis watched the ponies as they walked, continually monitoring their speed and motion.  Clomp, clomp, clomp went the fillies hooves on the cobbles and then out onto the concrete pavement.  Once they left the yard and got onto the path the fillies expected to speed up but Travis continued to keep them high stepping.  He forced them to walk for half a mile before forcing them to run.  For Fire and Flame it was a blessed relief to run.  The sun was high in the sky and the heat intense, but at least running generated a breeze.

Flame kept her head very still, she suspected that Travis was expecting perfection and as her owner she was determined to satisfy him.  Not far into running Fire shook her head and Travis used the whip to correct her.  The fillies ran and ran for almost two hours, covering the best part of 10 miles.  Flame hadn’t been down this path before and didn’t know where it went – she had no idea how long she’d be made to run and was getting worried.

Eventually in the distance she could see a small lake, the stream she’d run by must end up here.  Flame desperately hoped that they would stop by the lake. 

She was right – when they were a few hundred feet away Travis ordered them to walk on, the ponies stopped in time with each other and slowed down.  Instantly Flame was covered in sweat, now she was walking the breeze she generated from running stopped.  The sweat dripped down her face and onto her body.  Travis walked the girls until they were level with a tree, he then brought them to a halt and dismounted.  He took the reins and tied them to a branch, ignoring Fire and Flame.

He walked behind the sulky and untied Rachel, like the ponies she was covered in sweat.  He walked Rachel round to the ponies and looked up into the sky.

“Man, sure is hot today,” he said to no one in particular.  As the master he was in total command.  He licked his lips and looked at the ponies.  He extended a hand and placed it under Flame’s left breast.  He lifted it slightly and looked around.

“Sure am thirsty in this heat,” he added, bending down and taking Flame’s nipple into his mouth.  Flame couldn’t believe it, he’d been sat in a chair for over two hours while she ran in the hot summer sun, sweat dripping down her body.  Only her training prevented her from backing away or lashing out at her owner.  Flame stood in silence as Travis sucked on her teat, drinking the sweet creamy milk direct from his slave.

Out of sight of the ponies Rachel smiled, this had been a test.  When Fire and the blonde twins had had the same test they both backed away or lashed out – the result was that she got a beating for her poor training, which meant that the pony got severely whipped as a punishment.  Flame was a natural pony, a natural submissive, a natural slave.  Travis would be sure to take the next step soon.

She stood and watched as Travis drank the milk – once you’re addicted to human milk it was very hard to quit she thought.  Travis drank it all the time, he occasionally allowed her and the other handlers a glass as a reward.

When he’d had his fill her turned to Rachel.  “Have a drink if you’re thirsty.”

Rachel gave him a genuine smile.  “Thank you sir,” she said with obvious pleasure.  She walked to Flame and ducked under the arms of the sulky and then took Flame’s other breast into her hand.  She bent down and started to suckle the warm milk.  Flame felt utterly humiliated, a slave was now drinking from her teat.  A tear escaped her eye as she thought about her situation.  It was bad enough her owner was drinking her milk, but now a slave?  And the worst part?  In the big scale of things she didn’t really mind.  The tear was soon lost in her sweat and no one noticed.

This was another part of the test and Flame passed with flying colors.  Travis knew at this point that she was his, completely and utterly.  He smiled as he watched Rachel drink, before ordering her to stop.

“Take the ponies and yourself to the lake Rachel, bathe in the water and be back quickly.”

“Yes sir,” she said.  Rachel unhooked the ponies and took them to the lake.  Rachel removed the ponies head gear before all three of the girls went for a short swim in the cool water, drinking as much water as they could, before getting out.  Rachel hooked the ponies back to the trap and then took out a beer from a cool box and handed it to Travis.  She left their head gear off.

Travis drank most of it before turning to Flame.

“Have you enjoyed your time with us so far Flame?”  Flame stomped her leg once. 

“Any regrets?”  Two stomps.  Travis smiled.

“It’s you last week with us Flame.  Are you looking forward to being released?”

Released?  RELEASED thought Flame.  To go where?  To do what?  She had no family, no job, no home and no friends.  She stamped her leg twice.

“No, are you sure Flame?”

Stomp.

Travis smiled.  “I have only two types of ponies on my ranch Flame.  Girls like you who pay and come for three months.  That’s all you get, one paid stay.”  Flame absorbed this, she had to concentrate hard, no one had used this many words to her for months.  “The other type is the lifer, like Fire here.  Girls who come for three months and then never leave.  Is that what you want Flame?”

Flame thought about it for a few seconds, then stamped her leg.

“Are you sure Flame?  Go down this path and you can never go back.  Never.”

Stamp.

“You will have no rights, none.  I will own you totally, as totally as I own this beer can.”  To emphasis the point Travis crushed this can in his hand, to show his total ownership of the can, and of her.

Stamp.

“You will never get to speak again.”

Stamp.

“You will never eat anything other than that tasteless white gruel.”

Stamp.

“Very well Flame.  This is the last conversation you will ever have.  From now on you’ll only ever get minimal commands, soon that’s all you’ll be able to do.  You’ll soon forget how to speak and what words mean.”

Flame didn’t respond.  It didn’t seem appropriate.

Travis looked round.  “Next weekend is the summer meet for all the members of the pony club.  You’ll be going along, you and Fire.  I’ll enter you into the show, then on the Sunday you’ll be sold to the highest bidder.  A pair of natural redheads, you’ll bring me a pretty penny.”  Travis smiled and started to laugh, behind the girls Rachel laughed too.  Fire didn’t react or move, she’d known that this was coming for months.  The only reason she’d not been sold last time was that a pair of redheaded ponies would produce a much higher price that two single ponies.  Flame didn’t react, she’d already guessed that this was coming.  It made sense, she’d never seen anyone do any work on the ranch, the money had to come from somewhere.

Add in the twins, thought Travis, and I’ll be a rich man.  A very rich man.  “But before I sell you, it’s time to enjoy my possessions.”

Travis pushed the twins to the floor.  He couldn’t tell which was which – and he didn’t care.  He grabbed the one of the left and turned to face her.  She opened her mouth as Travis unbuttoned his pants.  He quickly pulled his cock out and pushed his flaccid member into her willing mouth.  She closed on his cock and started to suck.  He grabbed her sister by her hair and pulled her behind him, his jeans falling down exposing his ass.  He didn’t need to pull her in, she did it voluntarily and extended her tongue between his sweaty ass cheeks.  She was a good pony and started to tongue fuck her owner.  Travis gasped in pleasure, two girls was three times better than one. 

He put his hands onto the pony in front of him and pulled her head up and down, his cock growing in her hot wet mouth.  He looked over at Flame and Fire and clicked his fingers, instantly they high stepped to him.  Travis got them to stand on either side of the girl on the floor and he took his hands off the blonde’s head and instead grasped one breast on each redheaded pony.  He squeezed them in his muscular hands, then pulled on Flame’s, dragging her head towards him.  Rachel had removed the bit gags and she opened her mouth to kiss her master.  She welcomed this, she enjoyed kissing him.  Travis worked back and forth, kissing each girl in turn, before bending down to taste their milk direct from the teat.

When he was fully hard he pushed the redheads to the floor and Travis pulled the twins up by their hair.  Flame took him into her mouth and Fire started to suck his ass.  This was a fantastic feeling for Travis, four girls working his body, concentrating on his pleasure alone.  He made them all swap again and again, his cock constantly in one girl’s mouth.

When he’d had enough he pulled the standing girls by their hair and bent them over a dwarf wall.  Fire and Flame were on the floor and they followed Travis, crawling to his side.  When they were in place he pulled them up and bent them over, each girl with her legs slightly apart, pussy and ass on display.  Travis smiled to himself, calling himself a fool for waiting so long to enjoy the girls.  Why did I wait, he thought?  So that I wouldn’t get attached and I’d sell them.

He started with one of the twins, lining his cock up with her pussy and thrusting in one swift movement into her cunt. Travis moaned in delight, her pussy was very tight – the girl was squeezing hard for her master.  She grunted as he used her like the animal she was.

Travis fucked her for a few minutes, he was careful not to cum as he had many more holes to use.  When he pulled out he moved onto the next girl, her sister.  He grabbed her by her hair and thrust into her.  She screamed, half in pain, half in pleasure as he rutted her cunt.  He pulled hard on her hair, forcing her head upwards.  Next he moved onto Fire and finally Flame.  Flame squeezed as hard as she could, Travis couldn’t believe how tight she, he moaned as he pushed in and out.  Fuck, he thought, I’ve fucked slacker assholes than this.  He’d now fucked all four girls but wasn’t done yet.

He pulled out of Flame’s cunt and instead lined his cock up with her ass.  He wasn’t gentle, he grabbed her tail and pulled it out in one swift movement.  Flame screamed in pain – she’d been expecting this but it still hurt more than she expected.  As she felt his cock against her still open ass she tried hard to relax her ass as much as she could. 

Travis wasn’t brutal, he started slowly and pushed the end of his cock into her.  She whined like an animal as he entered her, slowly at first, gradually getting deeper and deeper with every thrust until his full length was buried in her ass.  Travis pulled on her hair, lifting her head up and started to thrust in and out, pulling back slowly and thrusting in as hard as he could.  Flame screamed with each thrust in and groaned every time he pulled back.  Travis loved the control he had over Flame.

When he’d had enough he pulled out and walked round to the front, picked one of the twins and had her clean his cock with her mouth, then walked behind her and started to fuck her ass, again yanking out her tail.  Rachel was stood behind him, watching her charges to ensure they stayed in place.  She was proud of them all, each one took his cock in her ass and mouth without complaint.  They were all very subservient.

When he fucked every girl’s mouth, cunt and ass he stood back and wanked himself, deciding where to finish.  There was no question of which one, Flame had worked hardest.  He stood behind her and grabbed her hair, lined his cock up with her ass and penetrated her in one swift thrust.  Flame cried out in pain as he fucked her hard.  He pulled harder on her hair, yanking her head back further.  Travis grunted as he fucked her ass.  Flame stopped yelling and started to grunt and moan.  She started to tighten and relax her ass, tightening as he thrust in and relaxing as he pulled out.  She started to sway her hips gently as well and moaned as he used her ass.

Flame’s voice started to rise as she got more and more excited.  Holy fuck, thought Travis, she’s going to cum just from being fucked in the ass – what have I got here?  He started to grunt as he got closer and closer. 

“I’m going to cum, oh fuck I’m going to cum . . . fuck Flame . . .” Travis was yelling.  Under him Flame was grunting like an animal in heat, she wanted to yell back – she’d never had anything as large as Travis’s cock inside her ass, it hurt like hell but she was so close to cumming.  Travis felt for her as he came and slipped his hand under her hips and his fingers onto her clit.  As soon as he touched her Flame yelled like a horse, shaking her head as she came, her pussy and ass contracting as she came.

“Fuck, oh fuck that hurts,” yelled Travis, her ass was pulsing quickly as she came, crushing his cock inside her, he was still shooting cum inside her while she quivered and squeezed.  Travis tried to pull out but Flame had too tight a grip on his shaft.  Travis smiled, she was going to make an excellent pony for some lucky guy.  Eventually after she finished cumming Flame relaxed her grip and Travis managed to pull his cock out.

He slapped Fire’s ass and she turned and dropped to her knees, taking his cock into her mouth to clean it.  Travis cock continued to shrink and he turned to Rachel.

“Put them to bed, in the morning leave Flame in the milking shed, I want to use her again as she’s milked.”

Rachel was happy, when her owner was happy she was happy.

“I’ll make sure Sarth has her ready for you sir.”

Travis slapped Flame hard, she yelped at the unexpected blow and Travis turned for the house.


The Meeting

The day before the meeting had come.  This one was going to be held in the Utah desert, a long drive from the ranch.  Standing in the horse box wouldn’t be possible over that distance so after the girls had been milked they were led back to the main stable.  In the center were four steel cages, each was about two feet high and two feet wide and four feet long.  The bars were solid steel, about a ¼ inch thick spaced at three inch intervals.  These were not cages that you’d put a dog in, they were much more substantial.  The front was open on each.

First Sarth lined up the twins and backed each one into a cage, before closing and padlocking the door.  Each pony had been fitted with ankle and wrist cuffs, Sarth pulled each girls ankles to the sides of the cage and locked them in place, then he repeated this with the wrist cuffs.  He slipped a blindfold over each pony’s eyes so that they couldn’t see.  Next he put Fire into her cage, finally placing Flame into hers.  Each girl was on her hands and knees, the base of the cage had a padded wooden floor to make them more comfortable or, as Flame thought, less painful.  The girls could hardly move inside the cages.

Sarth brought over a trolley and lifted Flame onto it.  He wheeled her out into the yard where another man helped him lift Flame into the back of a truck.  He pushed the cage to the back of the truck, then secured it in place.

Sarth looked at Flame, he’d grown very fond of her over the three months she’d been on the ranch.  He put his hand into his pocket and took out a couple of sugar cubes.  He pushed his hand inside the cage and offered them to Flame who ate them gratefully.  She knew this would be the last time she was with Sarth.  He pulled the blindfold back so that they could see each other, their eyes met as she ate the sugar cubes and they smiled at each other.

One day, thought Sarth, one day I’ll be able to own my own pony slave.  And, I’d love it to be Flame.  He’d worked at the stables for four years, trained many ponies but he’d never felt like this before about one of them.  Still, she was only 18, maybe he could buy her in a few years’ time if she came back up for auction.

Sarth stroked her hair though the cage when the other man shouted for help.  “Goodbye Flame,” he said.  Flame didn’t speak, she was too well trained but she still felt a swelling in her chest.  She tried hard not to cry, Sarth replaced the blindfold and left.  When he placed Fire next to her she started to cry gently behind the blindfold.

The twins were soon loaded and secured, Sarth closed the back of the truck and locked the door.  He was sad to see Flame go, and for that matter Fire and the twins, but this was his job.  He knew that this would be a great payday – Travis would take the lion’s share of the sale of course, but he’d get 10% of the sale.  Even Rachel, a slave herself, would get 5%.  Sarth looked at the back of the truck, these four would fetch an excellent price.

He took out his cell and called Travis who came out with Rachel and the other handler.  Rachel was stunning naked, clothed she was even more attractive.  Rachel opened the door and Travis got into the front to drive, Rachel and the other girl got into the back.

“See you Monday boys, get the place cleared up, we’ve got new arrivals on Wednesday.”

Sarth didn’t reply, he knew the routine.  He watched the truck drive away.  Ah well, he’d be getting $25,000 dollars or so he thought.  He was pretty sure that Fire and Flame would win best in show, but the twins would fetch more at auction.

******

It was a long drive, over 10 hours to get to the meet.  Travis drove quickly on the interstate, much slower off road to keep the livestock as comfortable as possible.  The owners all met twice a year, once in early summer and the second time just before Christmas.  Most of the people that attended the meets were free, dominants and ponies alike.  There would be several hundred ponies at the meet, the vast majority would be female and free, but there would be plenty of slaves.

The Saturday would be spent in physical competition, running, pulling and physical displays.  Travis would enter his ponies but he didn’t expect them to win – they were there to be seen.  Sunday was his day to shine, in the morning there would be the dressage competition, he expected either the twins or the redheads to win, he thought it entirely possible he’d come home with a one-two.  Then Sunday afternoon was the auction, he’d also be coming home a rich man.

When they arrived at the designated site he dispatched Rachel to find their pitch.  He went to meet some friends while his slaves set up.  There were tents for them to use, two of them – one for him and his slaves, one for the ponies.  Travis was away for over an hour, when he came back he went into the pony tent. 

The slaves had taken the ponies out of the cages, the redheads had been milked and all of them fed and watered.  The slaves had taken them for a walk, to allow them to stretch.  As Travis looked around he could see people exercising their ponies, and themselves.  He checked the ponies’ tent, they were secured via their collars to a steel spike embedded in the ground.  Their arms were padlocked behind their backs and they were lying on mattresses.  Travis smiled – they were here of their own free will but he’d seen girls run away at the last moment.  He closed up the tent and went to his own, Rachel and his other slave were lying on a bed.  Travis stripped off and got into bed with his slave girls. 

******

In the morning Travis dispatched Rachel to get him a coffee, and ordered Jenny (the other slave) to get the ponies ready.  When Rachel returned he gave her an empty bottle, she smiled and went next door, back in 5 minutes with it full of milk.  Travis drank some, the taste was fantastic.  He poured some into his coffee – he didn’t like black coffee.

After he drank it he dressed and came outside, where Rachel was preparing the ponies.  Both teams looked amazing in the early morning sun.  Rachel had done an amazing job in getting them ready, but there was still a long way to go.  Jenny left his side to help her.  Once they were both ready he took the reins and went for a walk round the assembled masses.  It was a long, slow walk as he stopped to inspect ponies (female and male) and others stopped to examine his merchandise.  More than one person enquired about the girl’s availability.  Flame was very excited at being paraded almost naked, she kept her gait and moved gracefully.

In the afternoon both teams were entered into competitions, as expected they worked hard as they pulled sulkies and their riders round the track.  Neither of his teams won, but Travis didn’t mind, his teams were decent pulling teams but they hadn’t been trained as working ponies, they were trained for pleasure.  They were entered so that they could be seen.

In the evening Travis went to the owner’s bar for a drink and to talk business with the other owners.  He left Rachel with Flame and Fire, and Jenny with the twins for one last night together.

Rachel was careful to be gentle with her ponies, they were going to be displayed and sold at the weekend and if they were bruised or had welts it could affect the value – punishment marks indicated that pain was used to control them, fresh, unmarked skin showed that they were willing ponies. 

Rachel started slowly for once, this would be her last fuck with them both and she wanted it to be one that they all remembered.  She kissed Flame, both girls mouths open wide, tongues mixing as they kissed.  Flame liked this, for the last 13 weeks Rachel had used her for her own pleasure, not once had Rachel ever expressed any affection for her.  Fire nuzzled Rachel’s neck, then started to kiss it gently, working her tongue under Rachel’s collar.  She kissed up her neck and found Rachel’s ear lobe, took it between her teeth and nibbled gently, unsure if Rachel liked this.  Fire heard Rachel give a soft murmur of pleasure and figured that she did, so she extended her tongue into Rachels’s ear and started to lick it.  Rachel rewarded her with another soft moan.

Rachel lay down, enjoying the attention of the two girls working on her body.  She alternated them, having one work on her ears while the other kissed her.  Rachel had her arms wrapped around her ponies and she pushed Flame down to her breasts, while she continued to kiss Fire.  Flame went straight for Rachel’s nipple and took it into her mouth, sucking it and biting gently.

“You’re eager,” said Rachel softly.  She pushed Fire down to her other nipple and lay there, each nipple in a pony’s mouth.  Rachel’s nipples were very sensitive and she loved having them sucked.  Rachel smiled as she heard Jenny yelling as she came in the other tent.  Jenny never took it slow.

Rachel pushed Flame down between her legs and Flame started to lick the soft folds of her labia.  At the same time she pulled Fire up to kiss her.  Flame slipped a finger into Rachel’s pussy and started to slowly fuck her, Flame loved the sound of Rachel moaning.  She found it very rewarding to know that she’d brought pleasure to her trainer.

Flame continued to suck on Rachel’s clit while she finger fucked her.  Rachel was moaning loudly, she was close to cumming, she reached down and pulled the confused Flame away.  They kissed, Rachel liking her juices off Flame’s face.

“I want us all to cum Flame,” she told her.  Rachel pulled Flame up until her breasts were level with her face and Rachel started to suck her nipples, loving the fresh milk dripping into her mouth.  Flame put her hands onto Rachel’s face to hold her in place – 10 weeks ago she was disgusted that people were drinking milk from her breasts, now she loved the sensation of milk flowing into a human’s mouth.  Eventually Rachel released herself and lifted Flame up and over her face, until Flame slowly lowered her pussy down over it.  Rachel loved sucking a girl’s pussy, she just didn’t allow herself to do it to the ponies as she thought being hard on them was a better training mechanism.

Fire was largely being ignored by Rachel and Flame so she kissed her way down Rachel’s body and started to lick Rachel’s sensitive bud.  As soon as she started Rachel remembered her and she pushed Flame off and rolled onto her side, locking Fire’s head between her legs.  Fire twisted as well until she was on her side.  Rachel moved Flame, Flame quickly grasped what was about to happen and the three women formed a triangle, each with their head nestled between another girl’s legs, Rachel licking Flame, Flame sucking Fire and Fire eating Rachel.

All three of them were gasping and groaning, Flame inserted two fingers into Fire’s pussy and two on her other hand into Fire’s ass.  She started to fuck her sister pony, into her pussy and out of her ass, then into her ass and out of her pussy.  Fire gasped, she wanted to speak but was too well trained.  Instead she took her hands and copied the motion, inserting her fingers into Rachel.  Like Fire before her she gasped and the copied the action, pushing her fingers into Flame who gasped.  Soon Rachel was begging, she was about to cum.  Fire and Flame gasped and moaned, all three women were about to cum.

“Don’t stop Fire, oh don’t stop,” begged Rachel.  Fire couldn’t hear her, but she’d keep at it until Rachel came. 

“That’s it, yes, k . . keep . . . keep . . . fucking . . . MEEEEE” Rachel came, squirting and clamping Fire’s head between her legs.  Rachel stopped fucking Flame as she enjoyed her own cum, as she came down she eased Fire’s head out from her legs and then started to fuck and lick Flame , Rachel was determined that she’d make Flame cum once before she was sold in the morning.  It didn’t take long before she heard Flame cum, she watched her pussy quiver and felt Flame crush her fingers in her cunt.  Seconds later Fire came, orgasm ripping through her body.

Rachel lay on her back and pulled her ponies in close.  She ran her fingers through her girls’ hair, before kissing each on her head. 

“I love you both you know,” said Rachel.  Flame and Fire both wanted to respond, Flame just hugged her trainer harder to show that she reciprocated.  Rachel was a hard trainer, but she cared for her charges, she trained them and pushed them hard, but she still loved them.

******

The next morning came, Rachel and Jenny prepared their teams.  They did it with the upmost care, the leather harness was placed over their heads, fastened tightly to their bodies, tucked under their breasts.  Solid gold rings were placed through their noses and gold bells attached to their nipples.  Neither Fire nor Flame were milked, Travis wanted their breasts full so that prospective buyers could taste the milk.  Their arms were secured in leather arm binders.  Rachel made sure that neither girl had any hair on them bar the hair on their heads and the short landing strip just above their pussies.  Into each she inserted their best tails, the ones made with their own hair.

When she’d finished preparing her team Rachel stood back to examine her work, she made a few adjustments.  Jenny finished soon after and they swapped, to inspect and amend each other’s work.  Finally they secured a long black feather to the top of each girl’s head harness.  When Travis came back from breakfast they were ready for the show.

As the owner Travis walked first, behind him were Rachel and Jenny, each leading their charges as they high stepped to the arena.  Travis knew the running order, his girls were up early in the show.  First they were inspected, the dressage – the quality of their presentation, their stance, how well they held themselves.  The judges gave nothing away as they spent five minutes examining each team.

Next they were made to high step round the ring, the judges were marking them on how well they kept time, how they stayed in step with each other, their average speed over the distance.  Travis could mark this for himself – with the dressage you were always second guessing, but he knew that both his teams kept excellent time, the hours in the hamster wheel were paying off.

Once they’d completed three laps of the track Fire and Flame were led out and the twins replaced them.  Rachel led her fillies away and into the inspection area.  As they’d finished other owners and people who played pony at the weekend inspected them.  Travis order his girls to be still as man after man, woman after woman inspected them, inserting fingers into their mouths, between their legs and into their pussies.  Most enjoyed sucking Flame’s nipples and tasting her warm sweet milk. 

At two pm the awards were given out, first for individual male ponies, then female.  Next it was the male teams and finally the female teams.  Travis, Rachel and Jenny watched nervously as the judges read out the top three places.  There were only eight pairs entered, but anything could happen.

“In third place, Olivia and Kelly.”  The crowd clapped politely.  “In second, we have Iris and Siri.”  Travis smiled, the twins had come second.  Jenny let out a sigh of relief, second was excellent and the twins’ prices would increase at the sale.  “And finally,” the judge smiled, “in first place, Fire and Flame.”  Rachel jumped, she was very pleased that her ponies had won the competition.

“Can we get the winners into the ring please?”

Rachel led Fire and Flame into the ring, next to the redheads was a pair of male stallions, their incredibly muscular bodies were a sight to see.  To the other side were the single male and female winners.

The judges pinned the awards onto each pony’s harness and then started inspecting again.  The crowd was watching carefully, soon the judges would announce best in show.  They walked up and down, occasionally talking to each other behind their hands before eventually they stood in front of Fire and Flame and pulled them forward.

“Best in show goes to Fire and Flame!”  The crowd clapped again, it was all fun and everyone was happy for Travis and his slaves.  No one gave much consideration to the fillies, all they did was turn up and be trained.  Travis was very pleased, that had just stuck another $20,000 onto their price.

The auction came next, as winners Travis’ ponies would be up last.  The sale wouldn’t take long – the vast majority of the ponies were just weekenders, of the lifestylers most were not for sale, so in the end there were only 11 lots for sale, three pairs of pony girls, two single males and three single females.  Travis didn’t pay any attention until his lots went for sale.  Behind the scene Jenny had Iris and Siri’s reins.  When it was their turn she led them up onto the stage.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we’ve got a rare treat for you here.  Iris and Siri, 20 years old, 5 foot 6 inches tall, each weighing 132lbs.  32B breasts, not in milk.  And I’ve sure you’ve guessed what makes them special – they are twin sisters.  Identical in every way.  Who’ll open the bidding?  Shall we say $50,000 to get us started?  Come on, $50,000 for a pair of twins – you just paid more than that for one.  Thank you, we have 50,000.  Who’s got 55?”

The bidding was fast, soon their price had gone through 100, then 150, then 200.  The final price was a show record, $235,000.  Travis was beside himself, the most he’d sold a pair for before was $160,000.  Normally as best in show he’d expect more for the redheads, but twins would command a premium.

“And finally we’ve got Fire and Flame, both in milk – two pints a day each I’m told.  You’ve seen them, you’ve got the stats, let’s not mess around, bring them out.”  Rachel led them out, she was always a bit sad to see them go, but the money she was about to earn helped.  For Flame this was the end of the journey, would she be bought by a man or a woman?  She didn’t care, she was living her dream.

The auction went quickly and they were sold for $205,000.  Travis did the math, after paying his staff and seller’s fees he’d still be going home with over a quarter of a million dollars.  Best job in the world he thought.  Travis went back stage so he could hand over the ponies. 

First he met a man called John – they’d met before and he handed the twins over to him, along with their health certificates.  In return John transferred a huge amount of money to him.  He waited for five minutes until the auctioneer brought a woman over to him, she was about 40 but in excellent shape.  Travis shook her hand and learned that she was called Kate.  Once again, he handed over the reins and certificates.

“Will you be at the winter meet?” Travis asked.

“Hell yes, and I’ll have these two with me.”  Travis smiled, in the early days he didn’t like handing the girls over, he used to get attached to them.  Now he treated it like the business it was – you don’t get attached to a cow or horse, why get attached to a pony girl?  Travis was proud as Kate led her ponies away, they were high stepping off into the afternoon.  Flame was nervous, what would her new owner be like?  But she was happy, and determined to please Kate.


Epilogue

Rachel sat in the hotel bar.  She checked her watch, it was almost seven pm.  She looked out across the bar, a girl, about 22 years old with long, straight black hair had just come in.  She looked around and then saw Rachel.  They smiled at each other, recognizing each other from their zoom calls.  She crossed the bar and sat down opposite Rachel.  Rachel took note of her as she moved, very graceful and athletic, excellent physique, firm breasts.  An excellent proposition.

“Rachel?” she asked.

“And you must be Alice.  Can I get you a drink?”

“Please.”  Rachel ordered a bottle of wine and poured each of them a glass.

“So,” said Rachel, “What do you want to know about becoming a pony girl Alice?”

Alice took a mouthful of wine and swallowed it for courage.  “I don’t want to know about becoming a pony girl Rachel, I want to be a pony girl.  I want the full experience, three months living as a pony without any rights.” 

Rachel smiled, another couple of years like this and she would be a rich woman.  She could find a man to surrender to and live out her days in luxury.  A slave, but a very comfortable slave.

“Let me tell you about our ranch Alice,” said Rachel, “and then I’ll show you some videos of a pony girl we had in earlier in the year.  She was called Flame, she was with us for the full three months as well.”

Alice smiled, she knew she was going to enjoy this.  “What will my pony name be?”

Rachel thought for a moment, Alice had deep blue eyes.  “How about Sapphire?”

Alice and Rachel smiled, Alice dreaming of being a pony for three months, Rachel knowing that, like Flame before her, three months wouldn’t be enough for this one.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please consider leaving a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige
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