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Chapter 1: Final Exam


After two solid months of intense training, this was it.  I was about to be ‘trotted out’ (pun intended) for my first public appearance as a ponygirl.  I was extremely nervous, but excited as well… I’d worked my ass off, and now it was time to strut my stuff.

Well, almost time… Master Laste wanted to get one final practice session in, and had somehow managed to get a plan of this year’s course layout.  This test shouldn’t be much different from the real thing, and would be my first major challenge.  I thought of it as my final exam.

I was tied to a post by my reins, standing at attention or ‘squared off’ as Mistress Lilith called it.  I had my blinders flipped shut over my eyes while they arranged the first test, which was the blind obstacle course.

It looked simple to anyone watching, but was fiendishly difficult while blind.  I had to rely completely on the reins for guidance, and only three simple commands from my driver or guide were allowed.

A clucking of the tongue meant for me to start moving, the direction dictated by a shake of the reins for forward, or a slight but steady pulling meaning backwards.  ‘Easy’ meant I was to slow down, and ‘whoa’ meant stop.

It was Mistress Lilith who guided me through the course today, and I thought I did pretty darn good.  I didn’t feel my feet kick any of the pylons this time, and my pace seemed fairly solid.  I hoped I did as well for the next one, which would be the blind cart event and was a lot harder for me.

This one wasn’t nearly as successful, and I found myself having to back up regularly at almost every station where she needed to grab a tag from a stand before we could progress to the next one.  I was disappointed in myself; I thought I knew her rein commands better, but they were very subtle in this event and hard for me to read.

Once that was done, she took me over to the eighth mile oval track and had me perform my parade maneuvers.  I wasn’t usually blind for this activity, but I guess she didn’t want to bother taking the time to stop, and I was really good at dressage so it shouldn’t matter much.

She surprised me at the end by taking me into first a trot, and then a full out run.  Running was something I was both good at, and enjoyed.  I gave it my all, and was almost disappointed when she slowed me back down to a walk after only two laps.

She took me back to the stable, unhooked the sulky from my harness, and guided me inside.  She didn’t just open my blinders like I expected, but rather removed my whole head harness.  It was the first time the bit gag had been removed from my mouth in quite some time, and I enjoyed being able to close my mouth for once.

She let me sit next to her on a comfortable sofa in front of the TV, and held a bottle of sports drink for me to sip through a straw.  We were soon joined by the others, and a video of my test was put onto the screen.

This was the first time I’d ever seen myself in action, and my first reaction was ‘wow’.  I thought I made an impressive sight with the sun gleaming off of my well-tanned skin as I went through my routine.

For my chest harness, each breast had its own circle of leather around it, with a slightly bigger piece on the bottom to give me some support.  They also had an additional chrome ring that circled my areolas, causing them to jut out slightly.

My nipples went rock-hard almost instantly whenever it was put on.  All of the joints were connected with more shiny chrome rings and once everything was buckled firmly in place, made it look like a million dollar item.  I could almost wish for less of a tan so there’d be more contrast with the black leather, but two months of sun on my exposed skin made that impossible.

My performance was being reviewed and critiqued by a man I didn’t know, and couldn’t see while sitting up front.  He was brutally honest about my shortcomings, but seemed quite impressed with my final run.

“So what would you do if you were in my shoes, Brandon?” Master Laste asked.

“She’s adequate at blind obstacle, hopeless at blind cart, and good at dressage,” he replied.  “Her best event by far will be the races, and I’m glad you gave me this sneak peek… I know where I’ll be putting my wagers this year.”

“Did you hear anything about what the other yearlings will be like?”

“Nothing concrete about any of their strengths or weaknesses, but I know Lidia will have at least three yearlings competing, and including Sherri here, the field will have a total of twelve ponies.”

As this was my first event, I was considered a yearling.  It meant I wouldn’t have to compete against ponies with extensive experience, unless I did unusually well in one of the categories and was allowed to advance.

“So I should enter her in dressage and the races?”

“She’s going to catch everyone’s eye in the opening parade, and will probably earn a ribbon.  Once that happens, you could play it two different ways.  The first is to just enter her in the races and show nothing but your best stuff.”

“It’s tempting, but I feel you have some different advice for me.”

“Yes… enter her in the blind events so the others don’t suspect you have a star in your stable.  She does well enough that you won’t be embarrassed, and while she won’t win any wreaths, she might come away with a ribbon from the obstacle course.”

“I can see the benefit to that.”

“She’ll definitely win a ribbon in dressage, and I’ll be putting my money on her to win in a sprint.  How’s her endurance?”

“It’s pretty good.  She might have a shot at the cross country race, but I don’t know if she could handle it after doing the track races.  What do you think, Sherri?”

I wasn’t used to being asked to reply to questions anymore, and it took a few seconds to sink in.

“How long of a rest will I have between races?”

“After track, it’s usually three or four hours before the cross country race.  They like to time it so it’s just getting dark at the end.  It makes it tricky for ponies that don’t do well without full vision, and often leads to some exciting leader changes before the finish line.”

“If I only have to run one or two of the shorter races, three hours is plenty of time to rest before the long one.  I love cross-country running, and I’d be willing to bet on myself to take first prize.”

“I like confidence, but not over-confidence,” he chided.

“Sorry, sir,” I replied.

“If she thinks she can just finish, it’ll be a feather in your cap.  Almost nobody trains their ponies for both sprinting and marathons.  If she actually places or wins, it’ll be a bonus.”

“Ok, I think we have a plan.  I’ll have Monica bed her down early tonight so she’ll be well rested, and if everything goes right, tomorrow will be a day people will be talking about for years to come.”

I hoped I’d be able to sleep tonight.  Win or lose, I was about to get a chance to get back at Mistress Lidia for the humiliation and suffering she caused me.  I was determined to make it a win.



Chapter 2: The Show


It was a long and uncomfortable ride to where the show was being held.  As per tradition, I was rendered immobile, and deprived of my senses for transport, since the location for the show was supposed to remain a secret.

A penis gag with a breather hole filled my mouth, and I had tiny earpieces playing nothing but white noise and held in by wax to remove my hearing.  A leather discipline helmet further reduced any chance of hearing something and also removed my sight.

They even put a gas mask over my face and connected it to an aroma chamber, so all I smelled was rubber.  I thought it was overkill, but for some reason they neglected to ask my opinion in the matter.

At least I was bound sitting in a seat this time since they didn’t want to risk the chance of having my legs cramp up from the more stringent transportation bondage they usually employed.  If only my arms hadn’t been trapped behind me in a box tie and stuffed into a tight leather pouch, I might have considered myself comfortable.

I wasn’t sure how long it took, but I know they stopped several times for gas, food, or to change drivers.  Knowing how devious Master Laste was, I wouldn’t have put it past him to take a scenic route just to further confuse me over how far we travelled.  Their burning need for secrecy seemed silly to me.

When we finally arrived, my travel restraints weren’t removed until I was safely inside my stall.  While not as well appointed as my stall back home, it was much larger and contained several storage chests and cabinets for the gear we’d need this weekend.

My arms remained glued to my back and the gag stayed in place, but other than the addition of a hobble chain, I was allowed to freely walk around my stall and work the kinks out of my muscles.

It would’ve been easier without the hobble, but I was told ponies must be gagged, hobbled, and without free use of their arms the entire time they weren’t under rein.  It was a firm show rule, and this was the best they could do for now since we had to get ready for the opening parade soon.

Both my upper and lower harnesses were removed and cast aside in preparation for putting me into my fancy parade gear.  My skin was scrubbed almost painfully and my hair washed three times.  There was a full set of dressmaker’s mirrors in my stall, so I was able to watch my transformation take place.

First up was a white latex top that went on from the front and connected over the shoulders and around the back with ornate silver buckles.  It left my breasts fully exposed as well as part of my stomach, but felt like a second skin everywhere else.

Next up was my inserts.  They filled me with a larger than usual dildo, but a slightly smaller butt plug.  The toys were held firmly in place by a set of panties that matched my top, and the leggings that reached to the very top of my thighs were the same as well.  A battery pack hidden in my arm pouch powered the devices and could keep them running for days.

The black knee-high hoof boots were new to me, and were polished so perfectly you could have used them for a mirror.  It took forever to get them laced to their satisfaction, and they even undid their work and started again when something looked a nanometer out of place.

Finally satisfied, they laid out my harnesses and checked them over for damage.  These were also new to me, and I couldn’t stop staring at them.  Rather than a shiny black surface like the boots, these seemed to be a flatter black, but had a reflective sparkle in them.  It looked like stars did on a dark and clear night in the country.

Even though everything gleamed, they spent a long time buffing every surface to perfection before putting the harness on me.  For the white latex, they also rubbed in some sort of specialty polish that made it look like I was wearing a giant form-fitting pearl.

Unlike my racing harness, these didn’t do more than circle my breasts for show, deliberately providing very little support so my breasts would bounce with each high-step during my parade march.  The rings and buckles were also made of highly polished silver, and the effect was stunning against the pearlescent white of my outfit.

My lower harness had a crotch strap that was much wider than normal in order to highlight the sexy gap between my legs.  It was a little uncomfortable, but not too bad.  It also had a complex array of straps and rings leading up to my chest harness, and looked amazing.

I opened my mouth to accept the bit gag for my head harness, and they buckled it place with almost no problem compared to the extensive fussing they’d done with the rest of my outfit.  My hair was another matter, though.

They pulled it into a painfully tight ponytail and once it was firmly tied off at the base, began weaving silver wire through it until it was standing straight for about a foot before allowing it to cascade down the back.

I wore an ornate black and silver choker today instead of my usual posture collar, since proper deportment was part of the judging criteria, and I had to hold my head up high without any artificial aids.

Monica pulled out the makeup kit and began by applying rouge to my areolas.  The gentle brushing across my nipples also turned them rock hard within a few seconds, and they’d probably counted on that, since my nipple clamps were next on the agenda.

They were an odd style consisting of a single silver ring that went over the nipple and was held in place by three tiny setscrews.  It hurt when they tightened them down, but would probably be better for me than heavy clover clamps once my boobs started bouncing.  Two small silver bells were connected to the bottom of the rings and I gave my chest a little shake to hear them jingle.

A tall white plume went on my head harness and a blonde horse hair tail was screwed into my butt plug.  The last item was my reins, and once those were attached, everyone attacked me at once in a final flurry of attention.

Monica finished the makeup on my face, Jill polished fingerprints off my boots, Mistress Lilith touched up the white latex, and Master Laste double-checked every harness connection.  They were still at it when we got the call to take our position for the parade, but led me out almost immediately.

This was the first time I’d seen another pony in the flesh, and I wasn’t really impressed.  The first two were somewhat overweight, most were of just average appeal, and one was downright ugly!

There were only two or three ‘babes’, but none of them looked even half as good as I did in my fancy new outfit.  I knew we had this in the bag as long as I didn’t screw up during the march.  Even with blinders on, I knew every eye in the place was watching me as I took my designated spot in line.

It was a huge confidence booster, and I found myself turning all of my nervousness energy into a razor-sharp focus on my upcoming presentation.  To Master Laste’s amusement, I pawed the ground with my right foot… err… hoof to show my impatience.

We began moving out, and all of my training was echoing through my mind.  I kept my head slightly upward, my back completely straight, and thrust my legs up high.  I knew my thighs were perfectly parallel to the ground with each step and I had no problems keeping perfect form for the whole length of our route.

They could have saved themselves some time by ending our march when I was next to the winner’s stand, since I won the wreath for prettiest pony almost unanimously.  Standing on the podium I caught a glimpse of Mistress Lidia standing in the crowd, and from the scowl on her face it was pretty obvious where the single dissenting vote came from.

Once our applause died down, the emcee took to the stage and announced that as a special treat for the winning ponies, they would be allowed to cum.  Once for third, twice for second, and three times for me!

The losers would be under punishment until all of us were finished, and I felt a little sorry for the ugly ones who were forced into the parade with no chance of winning.  Then my vibrator turned on, and I stopped caring about anything else.

I probably should have been embarrassed about being forced into multiple orgasms in front of a group of strangers, but I’d changed a lot since entering Master Laste’s service.  It had also been quite some time since I’d been allowed to cum, and I’d be damned before I was gonna miss my chance for some relief.

It took almost no time at all before my first orgasm raged through me, and the second followed quickly on the heels of the first.  I managed to delay the third for quite some time, though, and simply enjoyed the sensations pulsing through my body and let it build.

When I knew I was at my limits for containing it, I let my body take over.  It poured out of my loins like fire and seemed to go on forever.  When I could see and think again, I found myself hanging limply in Master Laste’s arms.  I would’ve fallen off my pedestal if it hadn’t been for him.

He turned the vibrator down low and allowed me to sit for a few minutes to compose myself.  This was the only event for the opening day, so we had plenty of time before we started mingling.

In addition to letting me recover until I could walk with my perfect gait again, it also gave the other pony owners a chance to come up and congratulate him.  Their conversations were an early indicator of who he could expect to be an ally, and who would be considered an enemy.

It was a long, but interesting evening.  By the time I was bedded down for the night, I realized I’d never been happier than I was right now.

***

It was cloudy the next morning, and rain was expected through most of the day.  Not exactly ideal conditions for outdoor events, but one good thing about the fetish crowd is that everyone seemed to have at least one latex outfit, so standing in the rain wouldn’t be quite the hardship it was for regular people.

I don’t know if it was by design or just from bad luck, but I lost both blind events.  Master Laste seemed off his game, and it sometimes felt like he was giving me conflicting orders with the reins.

We’d started the day with the blind obstacle course and I thought we were on the way to a perfect run, but then everything started falling apart.  I managed to place third, but should have done much better.

The blind cart event was a complete disaster, and we didn’t even get halfway through it before he conceded.  I felt ashamed at my performance and how badly I’d let him down.  I vowed to do better in the next contest, but before the dressage events started he pulled me back to my stall.

He was sick.

Painfully sick and becoming nauseous, Monica was sent to fetch a medic for him.  The doctor diagnosed it as appendicitis and wanted to rush him to the hospital.  He reluctantly agreed, and put Mistress Lilith in charge of us while he was gone.

It wasn’t a big change since she was my driver in the upcoming races, but I was sad he wouldn’t be able to watch my first real race.  There was no time so stand around moping, though; we had to start getting ready for the eighth mile sprint.

My pretty parade uniform was stripped and tossed aside so they could gird me with what I thought of as my battle gear.  There were no frills, no ornamentation, and no extra weight on my racing gear; everything had a purpose.

The rules said I had to wear full leg boots for racing, but that was the only stipulation.  The functional details were all up to us, and Master Laste had custom designed my set to allow for any type of track condition.

Since I’d be running on a muddy track, the regular horseshoes on my boots were replaced with special titanium shoes that were twice as thick as the regular ones.  It would allow me to dig in better and give me some real traction in even the worst mud.

My fancy chest harness was replaced with one designed to minimize boob bounce, which was actually quite painful once I got up to speed.  My trial times were reduced by a third once I had the extra support from the race harness.

No nipple clamps either.  The risk of them coming off was too great, so the bells were fastened directly to the harness.  Even the sulky we’d be using had a large loop sticking down at the front to help prevent a pony from getting badly injured in case of a fall.

Changing into my racing gear was like switching from a Ford Pinto to a nitro funnycar.  By skipping dressage, I found myself with an excess of nervous energy, and Mistress Lilith finally had to take me outside so I could burn some of it off.

Not enough to wear me out, but just enough to make sure I was limber and ready.  We had no strategy for the eighth mile sprint; this was simply a ‘balls to the wall’, all out run.  That’s just the way I wanted it too.

When I heard the starting gun fire, I didn’t need to wait for a command to get going, I simply moved.  Through trial and error, we’d found that if I started like I was in runners blocks and leaned forward when the gun went off, I’d get my initial momentum incredibly fast and be able to reach maximum speed in mere seconds.

Apparently none of the other ponies knew that technique, since I literally leapt out of the gate and into a commanding lead before they even knew what was happening.  It barely seemed like I’d reached my full stride before I felt Mistress Lilith pulling on my reins, commanding me to stop.

We’d won by three full lengths and absolutely obliterated the old club record.

She accepted accolades from the panel of judges, but otherwise took me straight back to the stable.  Apparently she didn’t want my muscles to tighten up by standing outside in the rain.  She pampered me once we got back, and I felt like a queen for a day.

I was comfortably stretched out on my sleeping pad with my head in her lap, while Monica and Jill massaged my legs.  She slowly fed me a protein shake that tasted like bottled diarrhea, but alternated it with sips of a grape flavored energy drink.  All in all, I was content.

When it came close to time for the next race, she had me walk in place for a few minutes to warm up, and then took me out to the starting line at a gentle trot.  I felt great, and when she told me how we’d play this one, I stomped my foot energetically. (While in pony gear, I was allowed to answer yes by stomping with my hoof, or no with a whinny.)

On the same page, she lined me up to the starting line and waited for the gun to sound.  Just like the first time, we jumped into the lead right out of the box and stayed there for the duration.  Our time set a second club record, and we could barely make it back to the stables for all of the people wanting to congratulate her on an absolutely amazing performance.

I was rubbed down and pampered again, but with a more relaxed air; we had hours to wait until the marathon began.  Unfortunately, we got word that the rain had caused a creek to overflow and wash out part of our path.  It meant the marathon would be postponed until tomorrow, or even cancelled if the damage couldn’t be repaired.

The marathon was out for tonight, but we had the two longer sprints available if we wanted to attempt them.  Mistress Lilith had Jill stand watch while she removed my gag and asked my opinion.

I told her we’d have to play it by ear, but I definitely felt up to the half mile run as long as my legs were kept warmed up.  We quickly discussed strategies for both the half mile and full mile runs, and then she had to quickly jam my gag back in place when Jill coughed a warning for us.

She’d easily seen through my ‘leg warming’ ploy, but had Jill and Monica massage them anyway.  I guess she figured if I was to have a chance of winning a third sprint in a row, I’d need every advantage I could get.  We’d never done a full half mile sprint before, so she was reluctant to take any chances.

The rain had become almost a downpour, and only when the race was about to begin did everyone emerge from shelter.  The track was a complete disaster, and we were both worried about the conditions.  I’d have to concentrate exclusively on my footing and let Mistress Lilith dictate strategy.

My opponents still hadn’t figured out my starting line trick, but unfortunately for me, it backfired this time.  My leading foot slipped on some mud that was slicker than greased pig shit, and I came within a hair of falling on my face.

By the time I got my proper stride, we were firmly in last place.  For the first time today she used the buggy whip on me, giving me blow after blow on the middle of my ass.  I put my head down and pushed hard with my legs, trusting her to guide me with either rein pressure or by moving the whip lashes to one of my sides.

I didn’t see it, but I heard us pass one of the other ponies.  I couldn’t spare the concentration to look around.  An unusually hard pull to the left made me run practically sideways for a moment before an equally hard jerk to the right brought me back in line.  I’d never had such an extreme course correction applied via my bit, and I briefly wondered if my mouth was bleeding from it.

A second later and we passed the wreck of two carts that’d locked wheels and flipped completely over.  If it wasn’t for that harsh course correction, I would’ve plowed right into them and probably broken both my legs, if not far, far worse.

She shook my reins in the ‘go’ command and applied the whip hard enough to draw blood (or so I thought at the time) and even started yelling at me to pick up the pace.  I dug deep and pushed harder.

She began guiding me both left and right several times, and I knew someone ahead was trying to block us.  She let off of the whip for a moment to wait for an opening, and I prepared myself for a big push.  When I next felt the sting of the whip, I leaned forward as far as I could and dug deep.

It was a huge risk since I could easily fall on my face if I hit another patch of slippery mud, but it worked this time, and I heard us pass another pony.  Rather than let up on me once we were past, she kept the whip cracking on my ass at full power.

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I tapped into the last of my reserves and pushed on.  I closed my eyes and concentrated exclusively on the feel of the ground beneath me.  It was a perfect division of labor.  I would simply step and push, trusting in my driver to guide me along a safe path and let me know what I needed to do.

Push, step… push, step… a brief tug to the left and then push, step… push, step.  My world was simple now.  Push, step… push, step… a pull on the reins and push, step… push, step.  A more insistent pull along with a loud ‘whoa’ brought me back to the present and I slowed my pace.

I saw we were past the finish line already, and by a fair amount.  I’d kept running until we were far past the end.  I’d slowed almost to a stop before she turned me around and had me walk back to the winners circle to await the results.  I was disgusted at my lack of control during the race, and hoped we at least placed.

She had to flick the reins twice and hit me with the whip as well before getting me into place at the front of the winners circle.  I was stunned.  Somehow, by some miracle, we had won.  I could barely comprehend anything that took place there, but one thing was clear; we’d just set a third record for the sprints, and that was something that’d never happened in the entire history of their club.

If I was able to string a coherent thought together, I probably would’ve felt like a rock star.  Instead, all I could do was stand there like a dummy while she accepted congratulations, and hope she’d take me to my stall before I passed out where I was.

It was a bit of an exaggeration, and within a few minutes I felt like myself again.  We not only walked back to the stables, but I put my high-step gait into it and travelled back like we were on parade.

It really was like a parade, with the crowds parting in front of us and cheering for our victory like we were Roman soldiers returning home from war.  Everyone knew our names, and wanted to acknowledge our triumph.

It was fun for the first minute or two, but then it annoyed the shit out of me.

It was a real relief to make it back to the safety of my stall where they stripped my racing tack and gave me the best sponge bath of my life.  In retrospect, they just wiped me down with a sponge, but at the time it felt like a caress from a god.  I guess I’m just easy to please.

I’d done so well under almost impossible conditions, that it was a unanimous decision to enter me in the final sprint.  Even if I stopped at the gate, it would be another record under my belt, since no yearling was ever in all four sprint races.

Monica and Jill took care of my legs, but this time Mistress Lilith propped my drink bottle up by my neck and let me sip at my own speed so she could massage my sides.  Master Brandon came by to deliver news that surgery would be required for Master Laste’s ruptured appendix, and he would be willing to help out with anything we needed during my master’s absence.

Mistress Lilith thanked him for his offer, expecting it to be a simple courtesy.

It wasn’t and he proved it by giving me the most incredible foot massage I’d ever experienced.  I actually had a small orgasm from it, and was sad when he finally stopped.  One of the event organizers told us the last race was cancelled due to weather, so they stopped getting me ready.

It sucks to be me sometimes… often, actually… but never so much as when that foot massage stopped.

Still, I was one happy camper when I closed my eyes for the night.  I’d exceeded all expectations, and as long as I managed to finish the cross country run tomorrow, our mission here would be a complete success.

Once my handlers left, I fell asleep within seconds.



Chapter 3: Sabotage


Something jarred me awake, but my muscles resembled jelly and didn’t have enough energy to make me move.  The room was close to pitch black and all I knew was that someone was in my stall.

I hoped it was Monica coming to give me a carnal reward for my record-breaking performance yesterday, but it was just one of them replenishing my food and drink.  I was thirsty like all the ponies that’d been run in yesterday’s races, but I was too comfortable at the moment to make the effort to get up for a drink.

I was allowed to sleep in a little later than normal, but then it was all business.  All of my handlers came into my stall together to get me ready for the marathon.  A crew had worked throughout the night to fix the path, and we’d be able to make the run today.

I found out it would be only three of us running this race, the others all dropping out for one reason or another.  Both other competitors were from Mistress Lidia’s stable, and that made this race personal.

“Sherri, you stupid girl… what are you thinking?” Master Brandon suddenly shouted at me.  “You didn’t drink a thing all night!”

I was a little confused at his statement, since I drank my bottle dry in the first hour of my solitude.

“You need to take care of yourself better girl,” Mistress Lilith said, taking my water bottle off the wall and holding it up to my face to help me rehydrate myself.

I started to suck it down, but then remembered my late night visitor and put two and two together.  I pulled my head back and refused to drink anymore.

“What are you doing?” Mistress Lilith asked.  “You need to stay hydrated.”

She shoved to tube back into my mouth, but I violently shook it out.

“What the fuck has gotten into you,” she shouted.

Being gagged, I simply stamped my foot on the floor to emphasize my reluctance to drink something supplied from an unknown source.

“You don’t want to drink anything?” she asked.

I did my best to convey the fact I was thirsty as hell, but didn’t want to drink from that particular bottle.  Eventually I succeeded through my pony yes/no code.

“Are you thirsty?”

Yes.

“Then take a drink, you stupid cow!”

No.

“Are you retarded?”

No.

“What’s wrong with you?”

I didn’t answer since I couldn’t.

“Do you want something other than this?”

Yes.

She opened her bottle of sports drink and held it up to me.  I drank it greedily, since I was parched.  She took it away before I was satisfied, looking pretty pissed off.

“You may think you’re a rock star after last night, but when I tell Laste about this, your ass will be a bloody mess.  I guarantee it.”

She threw her bottle into a corner and snatched up the bottle I’d refused.  She was about to take a drink out of it herself when I made a desperate move.  I twisted to the side and violently knocked it out of her hands.

Master Brandon instantly stepped in and slapped my head into the stall wall hard enough to make me see stars.  I saw his hand poised for a strike to my face, but heard a voice yell out to stay the blow.

“Hold!” Jill screamed.  “Something is wrong, and it’s not her attitude.”

His hand stopped mere inches from my face.

“What are you talking about?” he demanded.

“Sherri,” she said.  “Are you thirsty?”

“Yes,” I weakly thrashed with my foot.

“Do you want a drink?”

Yes.

“From this water bottle?”

No, I grunted emphatically.

“From my water bottle?”

Yes.

“Did someone fuck with your water bottle?”

Yes.

He let me go at that very instant and helped me to sit up.

“My god, I’m sorry,” he said.  “You have my sincerest apologies, and my utmost respect for your bravery.  I was as dense as last year’s black bread, and I beg your forgiveness.”

I nodded my head, and was relieved when they removed my gag.

“Someone came in last night and replaced all of the water bottles,” I gasped once I could speak again.

“Who?” they all asked at once.

“I’m not sure, but I know who my first suspect would be.”

He took the nozzle off and had a good sniff, but couldn’t detect any odd odors.  He even touched a bit to his tongue, but had no ill effects.

“If someone tampered with your water, then I can’t tell,” he finally said.

“I know it’s drugged, and I know that cunt Lidia’s behind it.”

Mistress Lilith gave me an instant swat to the ass for my insolence, but I didn’t care.

“Take a sample and send it off to a lab somewhere… she’s trying to drug her competition!”

“I resent that remark,” a new voice said from the stable door.  Mistress Lidia sauntered into my stall like she owned it.

“This slave has an obvious grudge against me due to a previous engagement, and I demand she be removed from this venue!”

“You fuc—“ I started to say, but had the rest cut off as Monica jammed a ball gag into my mouth.

“Due to her repeated violations, this one included, I demand that she be barred from competition, and all her competition scores erased.”

“That would be a lucky turn of events for you, wouldn’t it my dear?” Mistress Lilith asked innocently.

“Luck has nothing to do with it,” she snapped.  “I’m the best at what I do, and that’s all there is to it.  I was going to be nice, but this slut leaves me with no other choice.  I demand her contract to be immediately transferred to me, and the standard year plus one day clause be applied”

My heart sank to about the level of my boots, and I wondered how I’d be able to get out of this.  It didn’t seem likely.

“I have another solution for our problems,” a new voice boomed from the stable door.

It was Master Laste, and there was no doubt of his aura of absolute command.

“Grab the cunt!” he exclaimed.

I expected to be forced into submission, but it was Mistress Lidia who was restrained.

“Are you fucking crazy?” She screamed.  “I’ll have your balls on a fucking skewer for this!”

“You’ve gotten a little too over confident lately,” he said.  “The extra security cameras we hid in the stable, along with the results I’m sure we’ll get from the water bottles in here, should mean the absolute punishment for you.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” she spat.

“I’m not a man of violence, but I’ll leave you with one little reminder before handing you over to the council.”

He nodded to Monica who wound up and kicked her square in the cunt.  God, I wish I could’ve done that.

“One other thing… the next time you try to fake appendicitis, you better make sure your target actually has one!”

***

Her indiscriminate use of illegal drugs was proven without a doubt.  The combination of the video footage, along with the physical evidence found in her quarters, moved the council to take immediate action for her crimes.  She drugged me at Master Laste’s party, she poisoned Master Laste to fake his appendicitis, and she tried to drug every pony competing in the final day’s races.

The wagers she’d made, and now had to forfeit, had bankrupted her.  Her entire estate would be split up amongst them, and she now belonged to the council as a whole.  She was convicted of the ultimate crime, and would pay for it for the rest of her life.

Being in control wasn’t all fun and games… it came with responsibility.  If you failed in that, you paid a price.  If you abused that right the way she did, you paid the ultimate price.

She not only abused her rights, but she abused the trust we slaves were supposed to have in order to keep us healthy and sane.  She compounded her illegal actions by poisoning Master Laste, and there was no choice other than what the council decided.

She was now a 24/7 red collar slave.

I got to stand in front of my stall and watch the first part of her punishment.  She was naked, stretched tight over a wooden hitching post with her feet bound to the legs, and her hands and neck in stocks.  A sign above her said ‘Brood Mare in Training’.

Anyone who felt like it could simply walk up behind her and start screwing her for a simple fee; the price was they had to give her ten lashes when they were done.  I was wearing a strap-on and had already taken a few turns, but relied on Jill to deliver the lashes for me.  She always needed practice, and was more than glad to lend a helping hand.

I was ready for another round, but had to wait for two pony boys to finish having their fun.  Jill applied their lashes for them when they were done… she’s so nice and helpful.  She helped guide my dildo into Lidia’s newly stretched ass and even turned on the vibrator in my end so I could get the most out of it.  Star ponies get special rewards.

I planned on enjoying my reward as many times as I could today.  Life was good.

###
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