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Ponygirl Training

I groaned upon awakening, knowing the bright lances of sunlight I saw over my stall door meant I’d slept in much longer than was good for me.  Master Ethan and Mistress Vivienne might cut me a little slack since I’d only been a ponygirl at the Onager Puella ranch for a few days, but then again, probably not.

I was Piper the ponygirl, and when they ordered me to do something, they expected nothing less than immediate and perfect obedience.  My last command last night had been to be ready and waiting for them at first light, and sunlight in the stable meant it was already well past dawn.

Shit.  I already had a metric fuck-ton of demerits for the errors I’d committed at the start of my new life in their stable, and I sure didn’t need to earn any more punishment I could possibly avoid.  My muscles protested as I levered myself off my blanket and straw bed and onto my feet, but I ignored them, hoping I could still make up for lost time.

After an incredibly hard day, they’d allowed me the privilege of sleeping in only my collar and cuffs, but privileges came with responsibilities and also with consequences.  Right now, that meant I had to get into my tack before they came to collect me, or there’d be hell to pay.

First things first; I needed to get into my pony boots, since they took so long to lace up properly.  I was lucky they’d only given me knee-high boots instead of the full thigh boots I’d seen some of the other ponies wearing, or I’d be here all day lacing the things up.

Shaped like a ballet boot, but with a little horseshoe on the bottom and no heel, they stretched my calves into barely familiar territory, and kept all my weight on the ends of my feet.  They’d given me all sorts of trouble my first day here, but I adapted faster than most, so I could at least walk in them without looking like I was boneless or something.

My fingers weren’t strong enough to pull the laces as tight as Master Ethan could, but he could fix it later when he inspected my tack.  This was the first time I’d tried to put them on myself, and since I didn’t think he’d expect me to get everything perfect on my own, I wasn’t too
 worried.

I was more worried about my harness and bridle.  Not only had I never put them on myself, but with only a short chain between my wrists, I wasn’t sure if it was even possible without help.  Master and Mistress usually enjoyed dressing me, so this might be some sort of test, and I’d be damned if I failed without trying my hardest.

As I picked up the web of leather straps, I looked at all the buckles in the back, and sighed.  There was a pair for the straps running over my shoulders, above and below my breasts, the heavy waist belt, and the top of each thigh.  I might be able to get the shoulder or thigh straps done if given enough time, but all the important ones were out of reach with my hands chained together.  If there was a way, I couldn’t see it.

While thinking about it, I decided to put my head harness and bridle on.  I could reach all the buckles and straps fairly easily, and should even be able to get it properly tight… or at least close.

I draped it over the top of my head, making sure the blinder flaps were fully open, and gave a little shake to let the straps fall where they needed to go.  I started the one that ran around my forehead, but left it loose so I could get my hair through the ring on top.  A pony needs a mane, right?

The pieces that ran down the sides and back were already the right length, making it easy to arrange it all for my bit.  It also gave me an idea for how to attempt my body harness, so once those were snug, I went back to it and looked to see which holes they’d used last time.

The harness was brand new and custom made for me, so it was easy to tell, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to use the same ones.  When they put it on me, the waist belt was as tight as a corset, taking two or three inches off my waist.  I set it up much looser because I was going to treat my harness like a T-shirt, and slide it over my head.

It looked like shit but it worked, and I was right in thinking I could at least get the shoulder and thigh straps done up properly.  I felt a little better now that I’d made some real progress at following their instructions, and turned to the shelf holding my accessories.

I definitely needed a bit, but it was hard to decide which one I should use.  I could pick a simple metal bit just like a horse would have, but I had a habit of biting down on it, so one of the rubber or leather wrapped ones would be better.  I definitely wasn’t going to pick one of the punishment bits with the evil pieces that pressed my tongue down and dug into the roof of my mouth every time they pulled on the reins.

Or should I?  I’d had to wear it yesterday, and if this was some sort of test, maybe I should go for broke so they’d be pleased with me.  Oh, what the hell.  I clipped the harsh bit in place and attached the reins before I could change my mind, and made a few small adjustments to make sure my bridle was as close to perfect as I could make it.

I added a bright red feather to the top of my head because I liked the way it looked, and a pair of golden bells to my nipple rings because it was expected.  I selected a third bell for my clit ring, but left it off for now so I could see what I was doing easier.

I was pretty sure they’d expect me to be wearing the vibrating and shocking toy for my pussy, since it was one of the simplest ways they had of controlling me from a distance.  It slid in place surprisingly easy, considering I hadn’t even touched myself beforehand, but ever since getting the triangle piercing I was always a little damp down there.

Making sure the little nub on top was nestled firmly against my clit, I picked up the first of three horseshoe shaped padlocks and slipped the hasp over my top set of labia rings.  My inner labia had been pierced twice, and the outer three times, but I only used the outer ones today to make sure the toy didn’t fall out.  That would add more demerits to my already gargantuan total.

I added the bell once all three locks were in place, and picked up the item I’d been dreading; my pony tail butt plug.  Shaped like a long, fat cone, my sphincter would be held open by the narrow part near the base, which was also how it was held in place without needing anything else.  They’d increased the size of the plug twice on me since my arrival, and once it was up there, it was impossible for me to get out by myself.

I’d never actually seen the size of this new one before, but now that I was looking at it, I was wondering if I’d be able to get it in on my own.  I had to try, though, so I coated it with a ton of lube, and even rubbed some around and inside my hole.

It was awkward with my hands restrained, and my fingers covered with excess grease.  I tried cleaning them off with some loose straw, but was still struggling with it when I heard my stall door open.

“Well, dear, it appears our little filly is having trouble with her tail,” Mistress Vivienne remarked.

“I’ll help her with that in a moment,” Master Ethan cheerfully replied.

I almost tripped over my dangling reins in my haste to get to my feet and stand for inspection like I’d been taught.  Chin up and eyes forward, chest out and back straight, tummy in and legs shoulder width apart.  They circled me like vultures while inspecting my tack, and I grew nervous about the poor job I’d done with my boots and body harness.

“I think I’ll give her a seven out of ten,” Mistress Vivienne finally said, checking my bridle.

“You read my mind.  Her boots are close, and she figured out how to get her harness in place, but she lost a full point by not having her tail installed.”

Working together, they quickly fixed my harness, snugging the straps around my breasts until they were digging into my skin slightly, and then pulling the waist belt until it was just as tight as I remembered.  To fix my boots, he clipped the D-rings on my ankles to ones bolted to the floor, allowing him to pull as hard as he liked without the risk of me falling on my ass.

I’d hoped they might forget about putting the heavy-duty battery pack on the back of my waist belt, but that was wishful thinking on my part.  It was what would power my butt plug, pussy and clit toy, shock collar, and nipple clamps if they decided to use them today.

Once my tack was all in order, my hands were rebound to rings on the side of my waist belt, and my ankles were released so they could lead me out of my stall.  I was a little confused when they brought me to their cart without putting my butt plug in place, since wearing a tail was like ponygirl one-oh-one.

I kneeled between the traces without being asked, so they could snap the rings to my waist harness and climb aboard easier.  They seemed to be in a reasonable mood this morning, so I wanted to do everything I could to keep them that way.  It was quite literally my ass on the line, so I had plenty of self-motivation.

Once they were seated, a light shake of the reins got me to my feet, and a second one started me down the path towards the center of the compound.  They could control me completely with voice, whip, or reins, and would usually mix it up to keep me on my toes.

Today was no exception, and every time we came to a fork in the road, they alternated between a tug on one side of my reins, or a sharp crack from the buggy whip to my outer ass or thigh.  I guess this was my warm-up for the day, since they didn’t seem to have a destination in mind, and were basically running me around in circles.

I caught the occasional glimpse of other ponygirls being brought out for their morning exercise or training, but for the most part, I had to keep looking straight ahead to keep the bit loose in my mouth.  Selecting the punishment bit was probably a mistake on my part, but it was too late now.

After running me around for about half an hour or so, they steered me towards the lunging pits in the middle, and pulled me to a stop by one I wasn’t familiar with.  It had a long steel bar at waist height coming out from the central pole it would spin on, and was supported on the outside by a large spoked wheel.  It needed the extra support, since there were two seats attached to the bar, with an obvious spot for a pony between them.

When I was disconnected from the cart and led over, I saw there were snap hooks for my waist belt rings, and also a pair of handles with built-in gloves.  When I put my hands inside and grabbed the bar I found, a thin strap was tightened around my wrists to make sure I couldn’t let go.

Mistress Vivienne was in front of me, and pulled me over the bar by my reins until I was bent all the way over, while Master Ethan slowly pushed a finger into my ass from behind me.  I was glad now I’d put so much lube back there, since he added a second finger a moment later, and after pumping them in and out for a minute to get me ready, dropped his pants to the ground.

Now it was obvious why he’d waited to put my tail in place; he was going to loosen me up for it in the best way he knew how.  Even with the grease, his huge cock was a tight fit back there, but he was persistent, and slowly impaled me with it.

I guess I was lucky he took his time, because up until a few days ago, I was an anal virgin.  It hurt at first, but not as bad as last time he’d taken me this way, and near the end I found myself actually enjoying it a little.  I’d heard some girls could actually have an orgasm from anal, but I wasn’t there yet.

As soon as he shot his load deep inside me, he quickly pulled out and rammed the butt plug home, surprising me enough that I couldn’t instinctively clench down to prevent its entry.  It was probably a good thing, since clenching would only make it hurt more going in, and it was already bad enough when the fat part near the base stretched me the most.

It was probably an additional lesson for me as well, since I realized his spunk would be trapped in my ass until they gave me my next enema.  It was a little degrading, but once again, there was nothing I could do about it, since my next lesson was about to begin.  Mistress Vivienne took the seat to my left, and Master Ethan the one on my right.

“You’re badly in need of some proper ponygirl discipline, and I think a day on the carousel is just what the doctor ordered,” she said, cracking me on the ass with her riding crop.


The Carousel

I instinctively started moving as soon as the blow landed, although the carousel wasn’t easy to get going.  Inertia was my friend, though, and once I got it moving, it was fairly easy to keep it in motion.  They gave me a few laps around the circle to get used to it before calling for a stop so they could begin my lesson.

“With each step you take, I want you to raise your leg until your thigh is completely horizontal,” Master Ethan instructed.  “Don’t simply raise it as high as you can, since we’re looking for parade ground accuracy today.  Start with the right hoof, but walk in place for now, and don’t forget to maintain your proper posture and form.  Begin.”

I brought my right leg up like he’d asked, and was told ‘higher’, since I guess I’d missed the mark.  I over shot my left leg when I tried to compensate, and was told ‘lower’, and again with my right.  I only got one ‘good’ out of my first ten steps, but I eventually got better as my body learned what the proper step felt like.  After about ten minutes of walking in place, it was time to try it for real.

They gave me a lap to get the carousel up to speed, and to practice moving with the high step gait, but then it was all business from there on out.  As an added incentive, they started using their riding crops instead of telling me higher or lower.

A blow under my thigh obviously meant higher, one on top meant too high, and they would also hit me wherever needed to correct other errors I made.  A whack to the tits meant my chest wasn’t far out enough, one to the middle of my back meant I was slouching, and a crack to the ass meant I wasn’t moving fast enough.

I tried to avoid those kinds of corrections whenever possible, especially the harsh tittie taps.  Keeping it all together required a hell of a lot more concentration that I thought, and they would accept nothing less than absolute perfection.

Lift the leg straight up to horizontal, kick the hoof out straight in line with my path, lean into the pull but don’t break posture, and dig in so I can keep the momentum going for my next step.  I never thought walking around in a circle could be so hard, but there were so many limitations on how I was allowed to move, it was almost worse than running at a gallop.

The near continuous corrective taps from the crop weren’t helping either, since I couldn’t help but flinch from each one, which usually meant something
 in my posture or form failed, earning me another corrective tap in an unbreakable loop of failure and correction.  It made me want to scream in frustration, but if I did that, I knew my shock collar would really
 fuck me up.

All I could do was take one step after another, and hope for the best.  The muscle burn was taking its toll on me, though, as was the heat now that the morning was warming up.  The sweat was quite literally pouring off me now, and Master Ethan had to use a squirt bottle of water every few laps to ‘keep my tank topped up’, as he put it.

Speaking of sweat, do you have any idea how distracting and annoying a simple bead of sweat on the end of your nose can be when you can’t shake it off or scratch the itch?  It was worse than the whip in some ways, since even if it dropped off, another one formed in its place almost immediately.

It felt like they’d driven me for hours before I started getting the hang of it, although realistically I knew it couldn’t possibly have been that long or I would’ve keeled over.  I simply didn’t have the strength or endurance the more experienced ponygirls had… at least not yet.

They’d already told me that exercise to build up my muscles, and increase my stamina was a high priority in my training, since I wasn’t anywhere close to being in top physical shape.  They’d made numerous scathing comments about my cellulite or ‘baby fat’, but at the rate they were working me, it shouldn’t take long to burn most of it off.

Especially with what they were making me do today.  I’d always thought the ponygirl high-step gait looked absolutely amazing, and before becoming a ponygirl, had rubbed one out many, many times while fantasizing about doing it myself.  In reality, it took a hell of a lot of work to keep it up for more than a few minutes at a time, and they hadn’t given me a single break so far.

I was at the so called ‘wall’ long distance runners talked of, and maintaining discipline was getting harder with each lap.  They had to increase both the strength and frequency of the corrective blows to keep me in line, until it was coming at me almost non-stop.

“Whoa,” Master Ethan finally said, allowing me to come to a halt.

Exhausted, I let the bar take most of my weight, while I tried to recover as best as I could.  You never knew how long a break would last.

“Time?” Mistress Vivienne asked.

“Forty eight minutes.”

“How disappointing,” she sighed.  “I really thought she’d last the one lousy hour of our first goal.”

“I thought so too, but it seems she has muscle tone resembling overcooked spaghetti.”

Great… the people with the whips were disappointed in me again.  That’s always a sign of good things to come and happy times ahead, right?  Shit.

“So, what shall we do with her now?  It’s still an hour and a half before breakfast, and I doubt she’ll be able to make it no matter how strongly we motivate her.”

“I guess we should take her back to the stable before she keels over.  We’ll eat early today, and when we bring her back out, I think I know how to encourage her to do better.”

While I didn’t like the sound of that, right now it sounded like they were giving me some time to eat and get a real rest before continuing.  I’d take it.

Getting back to the stable was a slower process than our trip out here, and even though I probably deserved it, they didn’t go overly hard on me with the whip.  Breakfast was some sort of salty sludge I had to suck up through an oversized straw, while getting my shower and enema at the same time.  I really
 hated having to eat while getting filled from the other end, but at least the enema wasn’t ice cold this time.  I’d quickly learned to look for any kind of silver lining, no matter how small and insignificant it may seem.

I wasn’t quite as lucky when they put me back in my stall.  They left me with my ankles hobbled, my wrists fastened behind my back, and instead of connecting my tether chain to my collar, they clipped it to my nose ring.  It made falling asleep harder, but I did it anyway.

***

I don’t know how long my nap was, but it definitely wasn’t long enough.  I could’ve slept for another hour or twenty, but when someone activates the electrified butt plug lodged up your ass, you tend to wake up in a hurry.  I was lucky they unclipped my nose ring before turning on my ‘alarm clock’, otherwise I might’ve hurt myself when I jumped.

Thankfully they shut it off once they saw I was awake, but I saw a wicked gleam in Mistress Vivienne’s eyes that made me quite nervous.  Wearing only a short silk kimono, she stepped over my head and squatted down, cutting off most of the light and filling my nose with her sweet scent.

With one hand she removed my bit, and then lowered herself the last few inches needed for her pussy to touch my lips.  I guess she wanted some dessert after eating, and who was I to argue?  I stuck out my tongue and got busy, thankful the gleam I’d seen meant she was feeling horny, not vindictive for my poor performance earlier.

I felt Master Ethan opening the locks on my labia, and felt a surge of hope; if he was going to take me there, I might get to enjoy an orgasm of my own.  My ankles were still hobbled, but I spread my knees as wide as I could to make it easier for him.

I felt his fingers catch in my rings to spread my lips, and then another finger began gently teasing my clit.  I couldn’t help but moan, although that meant I’d stopped paying proper attention to Mistress Vivienne, and she reminded me of what I was supposed to be doing by dropping down to smother me.

Despite the pleasure Master Ethan was evoking, there’s nothing like not being able to breathe to refocus one’s attention.  I sucked her clit into my mouth and trapped it with my teeth so I could flick my tongue against the swollen bud.

Now it was her turn to gasp, moan, and grind down even harder, which wasn’t exactly the reaction I was hoping for, since it meant I still couldn’t breathe.  She relented a few moments later… or maybe just remembered air was something I might need if I was going to keep giving her pleasure.

Master Ethan was still exploring my pussy with his fingers in a slow and almost casual manner, but one that was nearly driving me crazy.  Just as I started really getting into it and began grinding my hips, I felt a sharp burst of pain as he pulled out my butt plug without any warning, and replaced it with his cock.

Nooooo!  Wrong hole, Master, not there!  I’d been getting steadily closer to climax from his talented fingers, and now it looked like my hopes of cumming had just gone out the window.

As disappointed as I was, I did my best to give my Mistress the pleasure now denied to me, hoping if I did good enough, she might decide I’d earned a reward.  Redoubling my efforts, she came within just a few seconds, and practically drowned me with her juices.  In case I hadn’t mentioned it, Mistress Vivienne could squirt like a fire hose.

I swallowed most of it and even had to blow my nose clear so I could breathe, but she never pulled away, so I kept going.  Master Ethan was picking up speed now, and throwing my aim off with his powerful thrusts, but Mistress didn’t seem to mind, since she was moaning louder than ever.

She came for the second time about a minute later, and had an explosive third one shortly after that, both times making me swallow fast out of self-preservation.  One thing was certain… I wouldn’t need to worry about getting dehydrated when they took me back out.

She came one final time just as Master Ethan did, and once again he was quick to pull out after depositing his seed, and trapping it there with the butt plug.  Dammit, now it’d most likely be with me all day, and he knew how much I hated it.  If I was able to think clearly, I guess I would’ve figured out that was the whole point; humiliation was just as powerful as the whip sometimes.

Mistress replaced my bit while I was still gasping for air, and they both helped me to my feet.  I walked with short steps due to the hobble, and was guided out the back door this time, where a most unexpected contraption was waiting.


Endurance Training

It was basically an oversized tricycle, with a big saddle over the back wheels, and a small one above where the pedals were.  I’ll give you three guesses which seat I got, but you should only need one.

To be honest, it wasn’t really the seats themselves that grabbed my attention, but rather what was sticking up from them.  You can use your remaining two guesses, but once again, you shouldn’t need more than one.

The big saddle had two large, identical sized dildos aiming skywards, and I wouldn’t be surprised if they were replicas cast directly from Master Ethan.  An array of whips, floggers, crops, canes, and even a cattle prod were arranged in a rack on one side, and a cooler on the other.  Everything a respectable Domme needs for a day out, I guess.

The one over my seat was a whole different beast, though, and was shaped more like a long, fat cone.  If it was orange, a road crew could use it during construction, and I didn’t think there was any way they could seriously expect me to pedal with that thing inside me.  Wrong.

It took both of them to get me up and over the thing, and my hooves onto the pedals.  The tip of the cone slid inside me fairly easily, thanks to my natural lubrication from when Master worked me up, but actually sitting on the seat to rest my legs would be damn near impossible due to how fat the cone got.  I imagine that was probably the whole point.

Even though there was no possible way for me to get off the tricycle on my own, my feet were firmly attached to the pedals and my hands to the handlebars.  I’d be doing the actual steering, but a set of light reins were threaded through my shoulder rings and clipped onto my nipples so Mistress could guide me.

I knew she’d be driving based solely on the two additions to the saddle, and I wasn’t wrong.  Master helped her get settled, and then told her to have fun while he got things ready for later.  I was a little surprised he wasn’t joining us, but it’d be much easier with just her, so I wasn’t gonna complain.

She informed me it was time to move with a flick of the reins and a cluck of her tongue, so I started pedaling, finding it much easier than I expected.  The cone was a bit of a problem, since it did stretch me every time one of my feet was at the lowest point, but it was also fairly flexible.  I also discovered that with my feet firmly secured to the pedals, I could pull up with one foot while pushing down with the other, making it easier to keep the pace smooth.

As soon as we turned onto the main path I heard a click and felt the resistance to my pedaling increase, so I guess the trike had multiple gears.  I vaguely wondered how fast this thing could go in the highest gear, but I also hoped I didn’t have to find out.  She guided me straight to the oval racing track, and stopped by a man who’d just hopped out of a bulldozer.

“Hello Henry,” she said.  “Is the track open?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied.  “It’s a little rough, though, since I had to cross scrape it to get rid of the deep ruts that formed after the last rainfall.  It’ll be one hell of a bumpy ride until it wears smooth again.”

“That sounds absolutely perfect,” she said, with a deep, rich laugh.  “Did Ethan know about this?”

“Why yes, we did speak earlier, and of course I told him what I was doing this morning.”

“That devious little devil… no wonder he was so enthusiastic about letting me take our new filly for a solo ride around the track.”

“I’ll start the misting station for you before I leave, but I’ve got to get the quarter mile track scraped for this afternoon.”

“Is someone racing today?”

“Nothing official, but there’ll be a few teams out there if you care to join them.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

As he turned back to his machine, Mistress flicked my reins again, and guided me into the service area.  Grace compared it to pit row on a car racing track, and I couldn’t disagree.  It had showers, misters, and fans to cool off overheated ponies and drivers, as well as sundry items like water bottles, sunscreen, and spare horseshoes.  During a real event, there would even be the equivalent of a pit crew to take care of everything as fast and efficiently as possible.

Right now, though, we had the place to ourselves, so Mistress disembarked to cover me with sunscreen herself.  She also hung her kimono on a hook and slathered herself as well, giving me a new appreciation of her gorgeous body.  She covered herself from head to toe, so I guess she was going to ride naked today, although she had some trouble coating her whole back.

She had a simple fix for that, though.  She squeezed a copious amount of sunscreen onto my boobs, and then straddled the trike in front of me.

“Give me a good coating, and don’t miss a spot or you’ll pay for it later.”

I had to chuckle at her outrageous solution, and spent a few minutes jiggling my tits across her back.  To be honest, it kind of turned me on, so I kept going long after I was sure she was well covered, and she didn’t seem to mind in the least.  When she finally decided I was finished, she went back to her seat, but only for a second before returning with the cattle prod.

“Here’s the deal,” she began, holding the two pronged tips of the business end in front of me.  “I have a feeling this is going to be one wild ride, so I’m going to give you permission to cum as often as you like.  Be warned, though… my generosity comes with a price.”

She pulled the trigger and I heard a buzz like an angry beehive.

“If you hear me climax, you have three seconds in which you may enjoy an orgasm without penalty, but outside of those three seconds, I’ll stick you with this.  I don’t think you’ll like it very much.”

Without warning, she pressed the tips against my thigh and pulled the trigger.  I screamed at the sudden feeling of being bit by a rattlesnake, or maybe stung by a pair of angry wasps.  It didn’t last long, but holy shit did it hurt; there was no way I was gonna disobey her commands with that thing in her hands!

“I think we understand one another,” she nodded.  “This is primarily to help you build up some endurance, so I’ll be keeping an eye on the speedometer to make sure you don’t slack off whenever you feel like it.  Don’t worry, though; we’ll be doing plenty of slow laps and there’ll be lots of rest stops as well.”

With that, she went back to her seat and settled herself on the saddle with a sexy sounding purr.  Another flick of the reins got me moving again, and this time we entered the track proper.

As soon as the tires hit the racing surface, I realized Henry hadn’t been kidding when he said the track was a ‘little rough’.  Calling it a little rough was like calling water a little wet.

I knew I was going to be in trouble even before we got up to speed, since the whole track was covered in gouges that made the cone between my legs pound like it was connected to a jackhammer.  Mistress definitely agreed with me, since I heard a stuttering ‘Ohhh Myyyy Godddd!’ vibrate out of her.

It got worse when she switched gears and we started moving faster, since it changed the frequency to a higher pitch.  It was practically humming by the time we were in fourth gear, and combined with the little bit of sliding in and out caused by my pedaling, I was already getting close to losing it.  We’d barely finished one lousy lap, with God only knows how many more to go.

I heard Mistress cum a moment later… it would’ve been hard to miss, since Master Ethan probably heard her back at the stable.  Dammit!  While I was close, I knew I wasn’t close enough to cum within the allotted three seconds, so I didn’t dare join her this time.  That cattle prod scared the shit out of me.

By the end of the second lap, I was really
 regretting missing my chance earlier.  She’d switched into fifth gear, and now it felt like my whole body was resonating from the intense vibrations the track was sending up through the cone.  I prayed she was close again, because one way or another, I was about to pop!

By sheer strength of will I managed to contain the explosion until I heard her ecstatic screams echo through the track, and within a nanosecond I joined her in sweet bliss.  Holding back an orgasm always made it bigger, better, and stronger, and this one was no exception.  I came so hard my toes almost curled in my boots, and I nearly ran us into the outside fence before a hard pull on my left nipple got me back on track.

Even with our tires running over the world’s longest rumble strip, I heard Mistress growl her displeasure, and I think keeping us from crashing had interrupted her orgasm.  We’d also lost a lot of speed, and had to drop down a couple of gears before I got my legs working properly again, and got back to the business at hand.

I felt a sharp sting on my ass and had a brief moment of panic, thinking it was the cattle prod, but it was ‘only’ the buggy whip.  I could handle that, and if I was being completely honest, I’d have to admit I probably deserved it for how I lost control.

She kept whipping me until we were back in fifth gear again, and moving at a fairly decent speed.  It was actually a pretty easy pace to maintain, and the wind of our passage was fairly pleasant as well, but the vibrations between my legs were relentless and impossible to ignore.

My orgasm had left me feeling a little lightheaded, and I think half of me was already in subspace, since the taste of her whip had started mingling pain and pleasure in me again.  Combined with my afterglow and the continuing vibrations, I was feeling a little cum drunk and loopy.

After another couple of laps I was more aroused than ever, but hanging on the edge of subspace seemed to make it a little easier to keep under control for some reason.  It was like riding on a high wire without a net, and the consequences of falling could be just as bad if I wasn’t careful.

Yes, I wanted to cum again, and yes, part of me even wanted to feel her whip in the midst of it, but I denied both impulses so I could keep going for as long as possible.  In addition to building up my strength and endurance, I was supposed to be learning discipline, right?  Part of that was putting the task at hand over my own needs or desires.  I pedaled on.

After Mistress enjoyed another orgasm, she steered me off the track for a brief rest, which was very much welcome for both of us I think.  She may be able to cum all day, every day, but the rough track was pretty damn intense.

When she gave me a drink, she stayed under the water mister with me for a while, and rubbed her nipples against mine to tease me.  My nipples were quite large and had always been sensitive, but ever since I’d gotten them pierced they’d become a hazard of poking someone’s eye out.

When she took me back out on the track, I found I’d lost that zone I’d been in before, and I began to wish we hadn’t stopped.  The vibrations were doing a number on me again, and keeping it contained was going to be difficult.

We’d barely gotten up to speed before it hit me like a ton of bricks, and wave after wave of bliss blasted through me.  My whole world turned white, and I have no idea how I didn’t run us right off the track, but I guess part of my subconscious was still reacting to the pull of the reins, since we never crashed.

I was still riding high when I felt the bite of the rattlesnake again, meaning Mistress had made good on her threat to use the cattle prod if I came on my own.  I hated it, but the joke was on her this time, since I’d actually snuck in a double orgasm, and… yeeeouch!  Dammit, she got me again!

Okay, so she was more observant than I’d given her credit for, and I wouldn’t be making that mistake again; discipline meant following the rules.  Discipline… I was getting sick of that word.  Mistress was using one type of discipline -  punishment - to teach me how to behave with proper ponygirl discipline.

I was back in the zone by the time she’d whipped me back up to speed, and this time I was determined to keep it together at any cost.  I was not
 gonna get any more fucking cattle prod penalties if I could help it.

I ignored her next three orgasms, although it wasn’t easy.  She was very vocal and her various moans, grunts, groans, and screams were incredibly sexy.  It was so erotic, I actually started to wonder if she was deliberately hamming it up to try and get me worked up past the point of no return.

It was
 working, but not enough to get me out of my zone at the edge of subspace.  I could probably match her orgasm for orgasm if I allowed myself to give in, but the risk of getting caught and punished for a multiple orgasm was too high.  I suppressed the urge, chomped down on my bit, and continued to pedal on.

I think it turned out to be the right decision, since the next time she took me into pit row to cool down, she put her robe back on.  I’d made it through her endurance exercise in fairly good shape, and based on how many times she came, she might even be more worn out than I was!

She gave me a kiss on the cheek and slipped a peppermint past my bit as a treat, before climbing aboard for the ride home.  One of these days I’d have to figure out a way to tell her how much I hated peppermint, but that wouldn’t be today.

Right now I just wanted a chance to rest a little, since the day was still young, and I was sure they had a lot more training in store for me.  When Master came to help me off the trike, I saw a wicked gleam in his eyes and a smirk on his lips, so I knew I was right.  I hated being right.


Ponygirl Chores

I wasn’t sure what he had planned for me, but whatever it was, he didn’t seem to be in a hurry to get started.  In fact, once he got me back in the stable, he tied me on top of the padded table and removed my pony boots so he could give me a wonderful leg massage.  It was an unexpected treat, and much better than the stupid peppermints Mistress used as a reward.

It was over all too soon, but I felt immeasurably better afterwards, and didn’t really mind when he put my pony boots back on.  I half expected him to pull my tail out again, but instead of using me for his pleasure, he simply took me out front and tied my reins to the hitching post.

I probably stood there for a half hour or so before I heard the clip-clop of multiple ponies approach, followed by a ‘whoa’ in a semi-familiar voice.  I saw him for a second when he came to untie my reins, and I think his name was Master Benjamin, although I’d never actually been introduced to him.  Among other things, he ran a sort of ponygirl taxi service on the ranch for those who needed it.

He tied my reins to the back of his buggy, and after climbing back on, cracked his whip twice to get his ponygirls moving.  It was a slightly faster pace than I was used to, but I managed to keep up without incident all the way to the back side of the manor house, where a dozen people in chef coats were cooking in an outdoor kitchen.

One of them came to take my reins, and Master Benjamin drove off as soon as I was led away.  He’d never said a word to me.

I was brought over to what I can only describe as a giant hamster wheel, and put inside with safety lines attached to my shoulder rings.  One side of the wheel was attached to a spit holding a whole pig roasting over an open fire pit, and while I could hardly believe it, my purpose here was obvious.

By walking in the wheel, I’d be providing the power to turn the pig so it cooked evenly!

He used a metronome to set the pace he wanted me to maintain, and used a flogger quite liberally until he was satisfied I was stepping in perfect harmony to the steady tick, tick, tick it measured out.  Once I had the speed down pat, he made me switch to the high-step gait, and with a crop in one hand and the flogger in the other, he ensured I didn’t miss a beat.

Out of all the chefs in the world, it was just my luck to be under the strict control of an ambidextrous one.  I think he must’ve been the head chef, since he didn’t do much of the actual cooking himself, but he ordered everyone else around, and did a lot of tasting and seasoning.

I wasn’t sure if this was just another day at the ranch, or if they were preparing for a big party tonight, but the amount of food they were cooking was staggering.  In addition to the pig, there were oceans of seafood, mountains of veggies, and enough rice, noodles, and potatoes to feed a small village.

I must’ve been doing a good job, since after an hour or so, he removed my bit and gave me not only the drink I was expecting, but a few choice bits of shrimp, scallops, and a yummy piece of nice, crispy bacon.  The chef might’ve been overzealous with flogger and crop, but his rewards were top of the line!

I started my second hour in a much-improved state of mind, looking forward to my next round of treats.  Unlike Mistress, who didn’t seem to notice how much I hated the peppermints, the chef watched my reactions to each morsel he fed me, and definitely saw how much I loved them.  (Especially the bacon, since that was my biggest weakness, and the thing I’d missed the most since becoming a ponygirl.)

My next reward was a piece of crab leg dripping in butter, a bite of tender, juicy steak, and yes… another piece of bacon.  I was extremely glad I’d earned the reward, since after two hours of walking in the wheel, my strength was starting to fade.  If I had to keep going for much longer, it might be the last treat I could reasonably expect.

How long did it take to roast a pig?  While I didn’t know the answer, I feared it was a fairly slow process.  If I was the only ponygirl they were using for the wheel, I was going to have to dig deep into my reserves in order to last ‘til the end.

By rights, my third hour of turning the spit should’ve earned me copious quantities of blows from both flogger and crop, but it must’ve been close to serving time, so the chef was kept busy with more important matters.  It was hard to believe it was only dinner time, since I’d already gotten more exercise today than I used to get in a month back home.

When I was finally ordered to stop so he could check on the pig, I relaxed and let the shoulder straps hold all my weight.  My legs felt almost useless by now, and I really hoped the pig was done, because I wasn’t sure I had it in me to keep turning the spit.  I breathed a genuine sigh of relief when he called for servers to take it away, thankful my unexpected afternoon of kitchen chores was finally finished.

I got my feet back under me after a few more minutes, since my harness was pinching and digging into the underside of my breasts.  I could see everyone was pretty busy, but why couldn’t one of them take a lousy minute to unhook me from this contraption so I could sit, or at least kneel?  Hell… at this point, I’d even take being bent over the fence and used by the entire kitchen staff, just to get off my feet for a while.

Surprisingly, my legs actually got better by the time the food was taken away, and someone could spare the time to remove me from the wheel.  Maybe I was starting to gain some of the endurance they were trying to work into me.

Ironically, now they let me rest on my knees so I could eat my dinner, which I had to lap out of a bowl in an incredibly messy manner.  I think I wore as much as I actually ate, but I was too hungry to care, and at least they hosed me off before it dried and got crusty.

It was one of the regular ranch hands who walked me back to my stable, since Master Benjamin was probably busy enjoying a delectable portion of roast pig.  Like everyone else here, he never said a word to me, and simply locked the long chain in my stall to the front of my collar, put my hands together behind my back, and hobbled my ankles.

I curled up on my blanket and was asleep within seconds.

***

It was still dark when my ‘alarm clock’ went off, and I groggily got to my knees.  I suspected it was a new day, since Master and Mistress were wearing different clothes, but it wasn’t even dawn yet.  This time of day should be illegal.

Today’s tack consisted of mostly new stuff, or at least new to me.  The armbinder they put on me was made out of heavy rubber with very little give to it, and I could feel my elbows touching even before they tightened the extra straps around it.  Dealing with it was going to be a challenge, and it was only the first of many.

Instead of a simple waist belt, I got a reinforced rubber corset that took several inches off my waist, and made it impossible to breathe properly.  It ended just below my breasts and offered no support whatsoever, so this was going to be a ‘jiggly jugs’ day for me.

A stiff posture collar came next, reducing my head movement to a fraction of an inch, and barely allowed me to open my mouth for the fat, rubber covered bit they pressed between my teeth.  This was vaguely reminiscent of when they’d dressed me for project overkill, but not quite as elaborate.

They spent a minute rubbing my clit and nipples to make sure both were nicely engorged, before clipping all three with small, but powerful clamps.  I grew nervous when I saw the thin wires running from the clamps to the small of my back where the battery pack was installed, and winced when the toy for my pussy mashed down on the clit clamp.

Another heavy rubber belt was used as a crotch strap to hold everything firmly in place, and added even more pressure to the clit clamp.  This was not
 going to be a pleasant day, especially if they worked me as hard as they did yesterday.

Rather than connecting the reins to my bit, one end was attached to the collar so it could be used like a leash.  When they brought me outside, they attached the other end to a ring on the wall, which gave me enough slack to move around or even sit if I wanted to.  They left me alone without a word.

I decided to stretch my legs and walk a little, in order to loosen up my stiff muscles before my day’s activities began.  It was a smart move, since it wasn’t long before dawn arrived, and a hand came to collect me.  Once he had my leash in hand, he clucked his tongue to give me a warning, and then took off down the path towards the manor house at a jog.

As I ran behind him, I discovered the wires connected to my nipple clamps were a little shorter than normal, and every time a boob bounced, the wire pulled it up short and gave it a good tug.  The crushing clit clamp was also making its presence known, but thankfully not in a really painful way.  It was throbbing a little, but it also felt kind of good in a strange sort of way.

He took me around to the back, and I thought I’d be on kitchen detail again, but we went past it without slowing.  The brief smell of fresh baked bread and sizzling bacon was enough to make me drool, but my destination was in the main gathering area.  The ponygirl community corral, to be precise.

This particular corral was a place where us ponygirls could let our hair down, in a manner of speaking.  We could have a drink or bite to eat, we could rest or have a romp with another pony, and we could even speak to one another as long as we kept it discrete.

It was one of the best rewards to be allowed to roam in the corral with the other ponygirls and boys, but I hadn’t had the pleasure yet.  At last count I had one thousand, seven hundred, and eighty-eight demerits on my slate, (the highest ever recorded at the ranch) so it’d be one hell of a long time before they let me loose here.

At the gate he passed me off to another man, who I guessed was a gardener or groundkeeper, since he bent me over and locked me into position behind a large lawnmower.  It was an old fashioned one, with the cylinders of blades that spun when you pushed it, instead of being motorized.  It looked heavy and awkward.

“I expect perfectly straight rows on the main part of the lawn,” he said, surprising me with his voice.  “Start with the perimeter and work on the odd corners first, so you can do long north to south passes that’ll look good for the rest.  You can turn it in a fairly tight radius if you stand up straight, so there’s no excuse for ragged ends on a pass.  Try it.”

I did as he said, tentatively at first, but then with more confidence once I realized I couldn’t tip over.  It was a little awkward, but not what I would consider hard.

“I have a few additional instructions from your owners,” he said, tapping my ass with a cane.  “Any row I deem unsatisfactory is to be punished with the cane, with the strength, placement, and number of blows to be determined by how badly you did.  I highly suggest you don’t miss any spots.”

He punctuated his statement with a solid blow that caught me off-guard, causing me to yell and activate my shock collar for a painful double whammy.  Shit!  They usually shut off my collar when I was being worked.

“Secondly, you are to put some spring into your steps.  Unless you’re turning, or working an odd corner like around the bushes or trees, I expect to see your hooves leave the ground.  If you slack off, I promise I’ll make you jump.”

This one was punctuated by a powerful shock from my tail plug that really did make me jump.

“There was a third instruction as well, but I’ll leave that as a surprise for now.  I’m sure you’ll figure it out on your own before long,” he laughed.  “Now turn left, and begin working clockwise around the perimeter fence!”

He gave me another lash with the cane to get me moving, and picked up the edge trimmer leaning against the fence.  He followed behind me as I mowed near the fence, occasionally giving me a swat from the cane if I didn’t push the machine close enough to it to suit him.

It was a fine line, since when I mowed as close to the fence as he wanted, I ran the risk of running into a fence post, which hurt in more ways than one.  It also meant I lost all my momentum and had to back up so I could reposition the mower, which unnecessarily wasted my energy.  It was a big field, so I didn’t want to run out of steam before I finished.

I was about five minutes into it when I began to feel random tingles, shocks, and vibrations from the toys I was wearing.  This was obviously the surprise he’d mentioned, and it would make doing a perfect job infinitely harder since I never knew where or what would hit me next.

Some of the worst were when I got a strong nipple zap right at the exact instant the bounce gave them a good yank, or when the one on my clit started tingling in the same pattern as the throbbing.  That one wasn’t exactly painful like the nipple shocks, but it was dangerous in a much, much worse way, since it was really stoking the fire in my loins.

As quick as this guy was with the cane, I shuddered to think of what he might do to me if I let myself lose control.  It wasn’t just the tingle-throb of my clit, either; I’d get bursts of vibrations from both the toy in my pussy or the plug in my ass, some of which were quite powerful.

What I desperately needed was to get into that zone at the edge of subspace, where I could hold off my orgasms like when I was on the tricycle.  I might be able to get there if I let myself cum once, but I was sure it’d earn me a harsh caning, and with my shock collar active it was a huge double risk.

Even though the morning was still early enough to be cool, I was working hard enough to sweat profusely, and that’s when I discovered one more insidious aspect of this particular job.  A lot of the grass trimmings flew back at me as I mowed, and once I was covered in sweat they stuck to me and itched.

I itched all over before long, but it was worst underneath my boobs and on either side of the crotch strap.  Those two places alone might be enough to drive me crazy before long.

When we finished the entire fence line, he watered me and gave me a minute to rest, but he also gave me one blow from the cane for each time I hit a fencepost.  I thought that was distinctly unfair, since being jarred to a halt was bad enough, but he was the one in charge.

When it was time to get back to work, I had two burning red lines on each breast, and one on each thigh.  I thought I’d only hit five posts, but maybe he added an extra because he liked symmetry.

With the perimeter done, my next task was to mow around the bushes, trees, and buildings.  It meant a lot of tight turns, direction changes, and backing up, which pretty much sucked since it was quite hard to get every last blade of grass, and he’d much rather use his cane than the trimmer.

When I missed an entire three foot section between two bushes, he stopped me so he could climb onto the mower and give me four vertical stripes between my breasts, and let me tell you, being caned there fucking hurt like hell!  I even shocked myself by being too loud on his painful first blow, guaranteeing I wouldn’t be making that
 mistake again.

I was extra careful for the rest of the oddball areas, and finished it with only a few extra stripes on my ass.  Now it was time for the long, straight rows that would cover the bulk of the field, and he wouldn’t be following me for this part.  In fact, the bugger actually pulled out a lawn chair and a beer!

Who drinks beer at this time of day?  While initially offended, I almost laughed when I finished my first row and was turning around, since I thought a beer would go down rather well right now; I would gladly chug one down if given the chance.

He rose when I got near him, and once I turned for my next pass, he stopped me so he could point out how erratic my row looked.  This time his cane landed on my sides near the armpits, and once again I was stupid enough to cry out from the shock of it.  Being struck in unusual places seemed much worse than a plain ol’ smack to the ass!

While I was highly motivated to push the mower in a perfectly straight line, the random program controlling my toys wasn’t cooperating.  Already worked up and dripping wet, when I got a combination of low tingles on my nipples and clit, and strong vibrations from both front and rear toys, I completely lost it.

Lost in the throes of ecstasy, I zigged and zagged through most of the return trip, thinking only of the incredible pleasure coursing through me.  It wasn’t until I reached the end and came down to Earth, that I saw what I’d done.  My ‘perfectly straight row’ looked like it’d been mown by someone who was shitfaced drunk.

Rather than get creative, he simply gave me a dozen angry blows to the ass that pushed me into subspace, and left me in that magical place where pain became indistinguishable from pleasure.  Now each throb of my clit felt like the loving tongue of my Master, and each tug on my nipples felt like the lips and teeth of my Mistress.

I was running on autopilot, but somehow managed to straighten out the edge of the last row, and make a decent attempt at the new one on the return trip.  He gave me only a single blow across both ass cheeks, which was lucky for me, because any more might’ve made me cum on the spot!

It wasn’t easy to lock it down, but I concentrated hard on mowing as straight as possible, and finally managed to finish a loop without earning another stripe.  After that things became a bit of a blur, and one row just led into another.  Sometimes I earned a blow or two from the cane, and other times I got a ‘good pony’ for a nice pass.

I couldn’t help it and came twice more before I was finished, and had rows of lines from the back of my knees to the top of my hips, in addition to several more on my tits.  I was so lost in subspace that I didn’t even notice when I finished the last row, and was momentarily confused about where to mow next.

He disengaged the cylinders so he could take me back to the gate without marring the nice lines in the lawn, and released me from the mower so I could rest on my knees.  I stayed on my knees because now that I was resting, I realized how much my ass actually hurt, so there was no way I was going to try sitting.

He removed my bit and helped me drink a bottle of sports drink, but I guess the sight of me kneeling in front of him was too much of a temptation to resist, since the moment the bottle was empty, he unzipped his pants.  Holding onto my harness was a little more dignified than grabbing me by the ears, but not by much.

Once he’d finished, he replaced the bit and put me back behind the mower.  I was confused again… did he spot an area I’d missed?  I was sure I’d covered the whole field.

“Turn left and go around the outside of the fence clockwise,” he ordered.

My mind went blank at the implications of what he was asking, earning me two more blows before I got moving.  I’d thought I’d finished my chores, but apparently, he expected me to mow the lawn outside
 the corral now.  The ponygirl corral was big, but the area outside was probably the size of several football fields!

In other words, my work had just begun.


A Day at the Races

Don’t bother asking how many stripes I bore, or how many orgasms I had before finally finishing, because I honestly don’t know.  I was dead tired when he brought me back to my stable, and there wasn’t a single position I could lay in that didn’t hurt.

Mistress rubbed some lotion over all my bruises that helped a lot, and added a big pile of straw to my bed for some extra padding, which was enough to let me eventually get some sleep that night.  The next morning, I got another rubdown after my shower and felt quite a bit better, although if I had to mow more grass, I think I’d prefer to drop dead on the spot.

She allowed me to thank her in the predictable manner, and after the tender loving care she’d shown me, I quite happily did my best for her.  Not that I’d ever dare do a bad
 job of eating her out, but there’s licking, and then there’s licking.  I needed another shower by the time she was finally satisfied, and actually got it for once.

When it came time to put on my tack for the day, the first thing Master brought to me was the corset from yesterday, and I started to get worried.  Was I going to have to mow the front lawn or side yard now?

My panic eased a little as my outfitting commenced, since he wasn’t using the rest of the gear I’d worn yesterday.  No clamps or toys other than my ever present tail plug, no posture collar, and a box tie pouch for my arms.  Hand to elbow was so much easier to deal with than the crushing monoglove armbinder, it almost felt like a reward to be outfitted this way.

Even my bit was a good one today, being a little larger than normal, but with a softer rubber coating I could really bite down on if I had to.  I liked ‘chomping on the bit’, as Master called it, although not exactly in the way he meant.

They hooked me up to their regular cart and took me for a spin around the compound, making me walk in the high-step gait I was being specifically trained for.  I was starting to get good at it, although I still found it burnt my energy a lot faster than a conventional step.

I got nervous again when they steered me towards the outdoor kitchen, and I saw a huge fucking cow on the spit, but they only stopped long enough to pick up a picnic basket.  Maybe my luck was finally changing for the better.

From the manor, they took me straight to the quarter mile ‘drag strip’ racetrack, where at least a dozen ponygirls and drivers were waiting their turn to race.  They disembarked at a grassy area where most of the spectators were gathered, and released me from the cart, but only briefly.

Master asked one of the hands for a racing cart, and I got instantly excited at the thought of finally getting to run against other ponygirls.  No turning the spit, mowing the lawn, or other boring chores; this was a competition, and I was going to get to play!

The racing sulky wasn’t what I expected, and the rollercoaster of nerves I was riding hit another peak as soon as the hand brought it over.  Unlike all the other carts I’d seen, this one had only a single pole for me to pull with, and it ran between my legs.  It also had a big fat dildo sticking up from it, and that
 was why I grew nervous this time.

I quite clearly remembered Mistress speaking to Henry at the other track, and he said he’d be cross scraping this one like he’d done to the other.  I had no doubt the dildo I was now impaled on, would be just as effective at transferring the vibrations from the track as the cone on the tricycle.

Straps connected the pole to my corset at both front and back, so at least I wouldn’t have to pull using my pussy, although they weren’t especially tight, meaning the pole could bounce a bit.  I wouldn’t know for sure until we started racing, but I guessed it had at least a two or three inch range of movement to fuck me with.  This was going to be much more challenging than I thought.

I knew it was Master who climbed aboard to drive, since I could see Mistress spreading out a blanket on the grass.  Before we started moving, I heard a gun go off, and turned to look at the track.  Two ponygirls were accelerating off the starting line at an impressive rate, and it didn’t take long before they were running faster than I could without a sulky.

There was no way I could compete against these kind of experienced racing ponies, but it still looked like a lot of fun, and I might have a chance if I got paired up against a duffer like me.  It was a very close race, but I saw a flag go up on the right hand lane when they passed the half-track marker, so I assumed she got there first.

Apparently, we’d only be running an eighth mile sprint today, which was fine by me since I was still working on building up my endurance.  I’d be able to do a lot better in a short race than a longer one.

When we entered the staging lanes, we pulled up next to a ponygirl I recognized, and knew my chances of winning were somewhere between slim and none.  It was Grace, who was something of an idol to me, and was a big reason why I became a ponygirl here at the ranch.

The races were going a little slow since people were still arriving, but things began to pick up as we got closer to the line.  I’d never run a sprint before, but I’d watched them at the big ponygirl show, and also had a chance to study the racers ahead of me, so I picked up a few tips and tricks.

There was no high-stepping, or attention to posture, only a need for speed.  When the sulkies were staged at the exact same place on the line, the track manager called a warning, and each ponygirl squatted slightly, with one leg back like how an Olympic runner would start in the blocks.  When the gun went off, leaning into it seemed to be quite important for building up speed in a hurry, but leaning too far forward could mean a painful fall, so I’d have to be careful.

From listening to the track manager’s announcements of the previous races, I knew this first run was only a time trial, so I’d get a chance to get a feel for it before needing to do it for real.  When it was finally our turn, I found myself half nervous and half excited as we began lining up.

The wheels of both sulkies had to be resting right on top of the line, and our drivers used whistle commands to get us into position, since we couldn’t see it.  High then low meant step forward, and low before high meant we’d gone too far and needed to back up a touch.  The track manager was a perfectionist, so it wasn’t as easy as you might think.

I had to go back and forth so many times, his start warning caught me off-guard, and I almost flubbed my starting pose.  I think I did reasonably well when the gun went off, and the sulky was much, much easier to pull than I thought, but then we left the perfectly smooth starting area, and hit the rough ridges of the track.

Like last time I ran on a surface like this, the dildo started vibrating like a jackhammer, causing me to lose my focus.  The way it bounced was even worse than sliding up and down over the cone, and Master had to steer me with the reins the whole way down.  I made it without falling or cumming, but those were the only good things you could say about my first race.

Grace beat me by about a mile, which was quite a neat trick for an eighth mile race.  I had to endure some good-natured jeering when we passed by the spectator area on our way back, but it wasn’t nasty or anything, so in a strange sort of way I thought of it as a sign of approval.  Grace had been the obvious favorite to win, but they knew I’d tried, and that was the main thing.

We were hitched to the fence near the starting line so we could get watered by the track assistants, and it gave us the perfect position from which to watch the last two races.  In the first one, I think the ponygirl in the left lane had an orgasm. She suddenly dropped out of the lead, and veered all the way into the other lane before her driver could get her back under control.

She was disqualified for crossing the center line, and penalized for have an unauthorized climax, so her position at the fence was in a pillory.  Each offence also came with the price tag of ten blows from the cane, so I felt lucky I’d kept myself under control.

I recognized both driver and pony in the near lane in the last race.  It was Master Oliver’s assistant Sadie being pulled by a ponygirl named Luna, and I thought they had a pretty big advantage over the other team, since Sadie weighed practically nothing.  At around four foot six, she couldn’t have weighed more than seventy-five or eighty pounds, and most of that was because of her ginormous tits.

I didn’t recognize the other team, so I decided to cheer for Luna.  All the ponies on the fence tried to pick the winner, and offered their support when the names were called out by pawing the ground, whinnying, or shaking their bells.  Grace did all three for her stable mate, so I did as well.  It was a lot of fun, especially since Luna won.

Now that the time trials were all finished, we were assigned numbers for the elimination rounds.  Grace got number one and would normally be going against the ponygirl who finished last, but because of the disqualification, it meant she had a free pass for the first round.  I’d earned the number twenty-seven spot, and would go against number six when my turn came.

It started out with the teams who got numbers sixteen and seventeen, and while I remembered them both from the ponygirl show, I didn’t know either of them well.  I really needed to find a way to get rid of my mountain of demerits, so I could socialize with the rest of the herd in that very well-mowed corral behind the manor house.

Sometimes I cheered for the ponygirl I thought looked sexiest, and sometimes I simply followed Grace’s lead, but either way, I was having a ball.  So were the winning ponies from each round.

When the two teams got back to the fence, the winning ponygirl got a good licking or screwing, and was given permission to cum.  The loser got it up the rear, and was denied release, which really sucked when you consider how horny a run down the rough track made us.

Grace leaned over and brushed her head against my shoulder as a bit of encouragement when Master came to collect me for my race, and I tell you, that simple little gesture really fired me up.  It gave me a little extra incentive to win… not that I really needed it, but like I said, she was my hero, so I was thrilled she was cheering for me.

I was up against a ponygirl named Clara, but I only saw her in the staging lanes, since the track manager came up and adjusted my blinders so I could only see straight ahead.  After a moment’s consideration, I decided it was a good thing, since it’d eliminate some distractions, and I didn’t need peripheral vision for a straight race.

I lucked out and somehow got us lined up on my first try, but then had to wait while Clara was jockeyed into position.  It was a little annoying having to wait, and I gave a silent apology to Grace for making her wait for me last time.

I was quite literally chomping at the bit when I got the start warning, and when the gun went off, I left the line like I’d been fired from a cannon.  Like last time, the vibrations coming from the track started to do a number on me almost immediately, but this time I handled it a bit better, and only needed minor corrections to keep me running straight and true.

While I couldn’t see her, I knew we were neck in neck from the shouts of encouragement from her driver.  It was only once we made the turn onto the return road I saw the flag up in my lane, and knew I’d won.  Fuck yeah!

Even though it wasn’t required, I slipped into the high-step gait for the walk back as a way of celebrating my first win.  The crowd appreciated the impromptu show I was putting on with loud clapping and cheers, and also because I’d been the underdog (underpony?) in that round.

It was an intoxicating feeling, and was only going to get better, since winning meant Master was about to give me the reward I’d been craving for so very long.  I was sooooo ready for him, and when he released me from the pole, the dildo came out with a wet, slurping sound.

Already hard, he entered me so slowly it sent a shiver down my spine, and was almost enough to make me cum on the spot.  I shuddered when he’d fully impaled me, and despite wanting to hold on to make this as memorable as possible, I lost it and exploded into ecstasy.

He kept his cock buried in me to the hilt, but reached down to rub my clit with fingers that felt electric.  Sparks shot in front of my eyes as pulses of incredible bliss arced through me, in an unstoppable torrent of pleasure.

It was enough to keep me riding high through three strong orgasms in a row, which was amazing since he wasn’t actually fucking me, just holding on and enjoying the ride.  All my twitching, grinding, and shuddering must have felt just as good on his end as it did on mine, since he came fairly quickly, which triggered one final orgasm while he filled me with his seed.

All I could do for the longest time was lie on top of the fence and pant.  I could feel the comingled juices of our lovemaking running down my legs, but I couldn’t even muster up enough strength to be embarrassed about it.  I even missed several races before finally managing to get my legs back under me again, which led to a whole new concern.

While fully sated and content, my delicious afterglow also left me feeling enervated and with shaky legs.  It wouldn’t be long until my next round, and I was way too drained to perform well.

Sure enough, I lost the race to the number fourteen ponygirl by enough I could see her ahead of me, even with the blinders restricting my vision.  My trip down the return lane felt more like a walk of shame than anything else, but a few people still clapped for me.

Either Master wasn’t ready for another round, or maybe he wanted to share, but either way it was Mistress who took me in the backdoor with a knobby feeling strap-on.  When she’d finished, I heard her say my butt was fair game if anyone else wanted a go, but nobody took her up on it.  I wasn’t sure if I was happy about that or not.

The final race was between Grace, and the number two seed, Spitfire.  Unlike the other races, the last one required them to turn at the end and run back to the beginning.  It was so close I couldn’t tell who’d won, and neither could the line judges.

In the video review, they amusingly determined Grace had won by the feather on top of her head harness, which I guess was rather unusual, but a victory was a victory, no matter how you got it.  I was quite happy with that, and with how the day had gone in general, even though I’d washed out early.  This was much more like the ponygirl lifestyle I’d dreamed about, than turning a spit or spending all day mowing acres of grass.

Unfortunately, while I was taken back to the manor with all the other ponygirls, I still had too many demerits to be allowed to mingle in relative freedom, so I spent the rest of the day chained to a post.  It was quite a depressing low, especially after how high I’d been riding at the races.  I began to think I’d never make it out of the hole.


The Discipline Game

My second week of being a ponygirl was much like my first, with intense training, hard work, restrictive bondage, and painful punishments.  It wasn’t like I wasn’t learning, or at least trying my hardest, but they didn’t see the point of having me repeat the few things I did well on.  It meant there was always something new to screw me up.

There was simply too much I needed to learn, and they were determined to train me up fast.  Finish an hour straight on the carousel?  Good job, and now it’s a two hour lesson dragging a sandbag behind me.

Finish a quarter mile in under two minutes, while pulling both of them in the cart?  Great… now the goal is ninety seconds, with one lash for every second I run over the allotted time.

If a task had an inherent time limit, like turning the spit, they’d make it more difficult in other ways.  A bungee cord between my ankles made high-stepping incredibly difficult, or wearing a full body hobble corset made trotting problematic in more ways than one.  Ankle weights became common in almost any endeavor.

Serving drinks without spilling any was nearly impossible, with the full range of toys hooked up and set to fire at random.  The one evening I had to do that, I probably regained all of the demerits I’d worked off during the rest of the week, and then some.  I wasn’t just at the bottom of the totem pole, I was in the sub-basement.  Or at least I was until Poison Ivy returned.

Formerly Mistress Ivy, she had been caught cheating in a devious and extreme manner during the international ponygirl competition, and had been reduced to the status of ponygirl.  I personally earned demerits for breaking rules or performing poorly, which was at least somewhat fair, but Poison Ivy could earn a hundred just because she walked near someone who didn’t like her.

I couldn’t honestly say I liked her much myself, since most of her crimes had been against Grace and her stable mates.  Still, part of me felt a little
 sorry for her, since I knew exactly what she was going through.  She also inadvertently showed me a way I might be able to get out of the hole.

It was called the discipline game, and it was way for a ponygirl to quickly work off as many demerits as they wanted.  Running a gauntlet of random and increasingly hard challenges, it was theoretically possible for me to work off my entire mountain of demerits in a single day, but it wouldn’t be easy.

A level one challenge was worth one point, level two worth two each, all the way up to level ten.  I could do up to ten challenges at each level, and completing a full level added a multipliable bonus going from two, to four, to eight… all the way up to one thousand and twenty four at level ten.  Running the entire gauntlet was worth two thousand, five hundred, and ninety-six points!

Apparently, nobody had ever finished the entire game, but the early levels were quite easy, and I could quit at the end of any stage without consequence.  I could also quit during most tasks by dropping a ball I’d have to hold, although there would be some challenges that couldn’t be stopped.  Making it to level five would be totally worth it, level nine would clear my backlog, and if I somehow made it through the entire thing, I’d be on easy street from here on out.

I had nothing to lose and everything to gain, so I copied the foot signal Ivy used to indicate she wanted to play the game.  Mistress noticed almost immediately, and approached me with a quirky smile on her face and raised eyebrows.

“You think you can run the gauntlet?” she asked, stifling a giggle.  “Did you hear all the rules and conditions Scarlett recited a moment ago?”

I pawed the ground once, and nodded my head as well after each question.

“I doubt you have what it takes, but I’ll permit you to try, since if nothing else it’ll provide some good entertainment for everyone.  I’ll also give you a nice little surprise if you make it further than Ivy.”

I pawed the ground hard, as if to say ‘bring it on!’

“Okay… you asked for it,” she laughed, taking up my reins and leading me over to the Lady Scarlett’s dais.

It only took a moment for her to enthusiastically agree, since they’d never had two ponygirls play the discipline game at the same time before.  Ivy’s game got put on hold so I could catch up to her level, and then our head to head competition would begin.

Stage one was fairly easy, and I drew things like a single blow from a crop, one minute of fingering orgasm denial, five lashes from a flogger, and a cantering lap around the central area.  None of my first ten challenges were even the slightest bit difficult, and I made it to level two without even breaking a sweat.

I started the second stage with holding a curtsey/bow for two minutes, and then had to give a blowjob to the next guy in line, making him cum within nine minutes.  For challenges that held a risk of failure, a random punishment would be meted out, but I succeeded in both and caught up to Ivy.  Now we’d be going head to head for the rest of the game.

Our first task together was to endure being put into a strappado and tickled for two minutes, and I think I got the worst of it, since I was extremely ticklish.  Since our next challenge was ten open hand spanks to the ass, they left us in the strappado for that one since we were positioned so nicely for it.

The next one was a little harder, since we had to hold a vibrating dildo in our cunts, with our legs held wide apart by a spreader bar.  It was only for two minutes, but mine slid out mere seconds before the end, and earned me a pair of painful zaps from the cattle prod.

We drew all corporal punishment for the remainder of level two, which was fine by me, since the number and strength of the blows was fairly weak at this stage of the game.  If my math was right, I’d worked off thirty-six demerits in a matter of minutes, and was feeling pretty good about it.

Level three started off with three wind sprint laps to the manor house and back, and even though it wasn’t a real race, I was happy to get back to the starting position before Ivy.  Happy became ecstatic a moment later, when Lady Scarlett announced that since this was a side by side game, the loser of the race would pay a forfeit.  My competitive spirit had just saved me from a trio of evil cattle prod jolts.

We both easily made it through our next objective, standing on one leg in a flamingo pose, and the following one, which was ten blows to the ass with a paddle, but then it got tricky again.  By now I was feeling a little hot and bothered, so three minutes with a wand vibrator was pretty hard to handle, and I barely
 lasted without exploding.

By the luck of the draw, we got back to back pussy licking with eight minute time limits, and finished with plenty of time to spare both times.  When it came to orgasm control, our times would increase with each level of the gauntlet, but for giving pleasure, the time limit got shorter.

The luck of the draw wasn’t always on our side, though.  We got nipple twists, single tail whip lashes to the breasts, and three minutes of tit flogging all in a row.  We finished the stage with three minutes of walking in place while hobbled with a bungee cord, and I’d eliminated seventy-four demerits.  This was going great so far.

We started off this time with butt sex from two guys, but as this was a higher difficulty level, it was all part of a single challenge.  I briefly wondered how many people would be involved in a similar, level ten challenge, but didn’t have time to ponder it for long, since the game kept moving on with ten blows to the thighs from a thin metal cane.

Those really fucking hurt, and I was glad it was only the thighs instead of the next target, which was right on the pussy, or I might’ve been tempted to drop the ball.  We had to lie on the ground, spread our legs, and keep our hips off the ground for all twenty-four pussy slaps, which wasn’t a problem in itself, but it pushed me into a dangerous place.

Once again, pain and pleasure began crossing circuits within me, and I had a sinking suspicion I wouldn’t be able to win any more orgasm control challenges from here on out.  I might even get myself in trouble during a punishment task if I sank any deeper into subspace.

The next one was a bit odd, since it got easier as it went along.  A serving tray was attached to the front of my waist belt, and held up by thin chains clamped to my nipples.  When it was loaded down with drinks I thought it might rip them off, but as soon as I began serving the guests, it got easier to endure, and was almost like a bit of a break.  (Until the clamps came off, that is, and then yeowch!)

Part four of this stage was another short race, but we were blindfolded and hobbled for it.  We had to shuffle through four laps of ten yards each, while being guided by blows from a buggy whip.  I hated running blind, especially since I never knew when a corrective blow was coming my way.

Number five cooled my ardor a bit, since we had to stand as still as possible while electric shocks randomly blasted our nipples, ass, pussy, or clit.  The jury was still out if I was becoming a pain slut or not, but even if I was, my algolagnic tendencies didn’t include anything electric.

It was a good thing I’d cooled off slightly, since the next challenge was to last through four minutes of pussy play, while very
 tightly hogtied.  It made walking a dressage box-pass pattern a little hard once we were released from it, but not impossible.

Impossible was the next challenge, which was four minutes of flogging to the pussy from a rotating machine, since it was enough to send me flying over the cliff in a wild orgasm that went on and on and on.  It was such an exquisite relief I almost
 didn’t mind the four shocks from the cattle prod I’d earned, but then they decided to give two of them to my breasts, and I minded more than you’ll ever know.

We finished stage four with conventional punishments that left my ass on fire, but with a hundred and thirty points knocked off the tally.  I still thought it was worth continuing, since level five would mean two hundred and twelve demerits wiped off my record, but it was going to be much harder from here on out.

Level five was considered the breaking point for most of the ponies who played the game. All ten challenges for the level would be drawn at once now, and arranged in a way to make things as difficult as possible.

Tasks could also be combined and overlapped, and that could make an otherwise easy job impossible.  If they wanted to, they could combine doing precision dressage steps, while my tits were getting whipped, and I had a dick lodged up my butt.  I doubt they’d go that extreme, since a task was supposed to be at least theoretically possible to complete, but I think you get the point.

I watched while they drew the random tasks, and got increasingly nervous from watching their reactions.  I saw chuckles, guffaws, winces, and a lot of head shakes from the crowd gathered round, and hoped they were just trying to psych me out.  I doubted it, but one can always hope, right?

Once they’d figured out how they wanted to arrange everything, I was restrained in a position sort of like the strappado earlier, but with my arms held apart with a spreader bar.  It forced me to bend over when the bar was raised, like with the conventional strappado, but it put a different kind of strain on my shoulders that I wasn’t used to dealing with.

The strain doubled when my feet were kicked apart to accommodate another spreader bar, and I knew right away lasting even a mere five minutes like this was going to be hell.  They were far from done, though.

Master Oliver smiled at me before closing my blinders, and I felt my bit being replaced with a ring gag, at the same time as someone else started pulling out my tail plug.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out this was going to be a front and rear double penetration.

The blowjob part of this was going to be a real problem, since I could barely move, couldn’t use my mouth properly, and had only six minutes to finish the job.  Before they began, someone began rubbing my nipples, teasing them to maximum hardness, because they still weren’t done.

I knew the bite of the nipple clamps for what they were as soon as they closed, but then I felt more tugs, followed by a pressure that didn’t go away.  I think they added weights to the clamps.

While I had no way of knowing for sure, I thought the cock that slid up my backdoor felt like it belonged to my Master, although that could just be wishful thinking.  I knew the one in my mouth belonged to Master Oliver since I’d seen him in front of me, but that was the only thing I was certain of.

Getting rocked back and forth by the motion of the man behind me added yet more strain to my already aching shoulders, and caused the nipple clamps to bounce around like mad.  Yup… there were definitely weights on them suckers!

Master Oliver didn’t seem to be in a hurry for his blowjob, and I wondered if he was going to deliberately hold back so I’d fail on the six minute timer.  I used my tongue as much as I could, and the head quite frequently went all the way into my throat, but I couldn’t do much else to help him along.

A moment later I felt a sharp sting on the ribs beside my right breast, followed immediately by one on the other side.  I didn’t know what it was at first, but then I heard someone say there were plenty more elastics in the box, and they should join in.  That’s what it was… I was being nailed by elastic bands, of all things!

They hurt a lot more than I would’ve thought, and being blind just made it ten times worse.  I never knew where the next one would land, or how many people were even in on it.  If I was smart, I would’ve dropped the ball before it went any further.  Between the harsh bondage position, the front and rear assault, the nipple clamps, and the elastics, I felt overloaded from all the conflicting sensations, and fell deeper into subspace than I’d ever been before.

The pain in my shoulders became inconsequential, and I began rocking back and forth on my own to meet each thrust from the rear, and to take Master Oliver as deep into my throat as I could.  He may be trying to last longer than six minutes, but I wasn’t gonna go down without a fight!

Even the stings from the multitude of elastics couldn’t throw me off my game now, and the tugs on my nipples started to feel good.  I was in the zone now, and almost wanted them to do more so we could get to the next level faster.

It was probably a good thing I had a cock tickling my tonsils, otherwise I might’ve stupidly shouted out ‘Is this all you got?’, and gotten in deeper than I could handle.  I was maybe halfway through level five, and still had a long way to go before my slate was wiped clean.

I think I made Master Oliver cum in the allotted time, since the elastic attack continued for another minute or so after he shot his load.  Master was still pounding away behind me, though, so they moved on to my next torment, something called a violet wand.

I think it was supposed to be some sort of shock stick, but with the state I was in, it seemed to almost tickle more than it hurt.  That was extremely odd for me, considering how much I hated all of the electric tortures they’d used in the past, but I wasn’t about to complain.

Master finished around the same time the person with the wand did, and not only was I released from my restraints, but I was given a few minutes to recover before they finished up the level.  For this part, they took me over to an open area and tied a long rope to my collar, and all the spectators gathered in a circle centered around Lady Scarlett, who was holding the other end of the rope.

It was basically a lunging ring, although I knew it wasn’t going to be as simple as it appeared.  I was made to do a lap at the end of the lunging lead so everyone could adjust their positions around me, and then stopped so they could finish getting me ready.

Once again, my blinders were closed, and this time they attached my wrists to the rings on the sides of my collar.  I felt a thick but smooth dildo slide into my dripping snatch, and then with a slap to the ass, I was told to start marching.

They hadn’t said so, but I assumed letting the dildo fall out would count as a failure, so I kept my legs a little tighter than normal to keep it where it belonged.  I got a big surprise after only a few steps, when I felt a blow from either a strap or a riding crop land on my ass.  At the exact same instant, the dildo vibrated briefly, and again when the next blow landed.  I think it might’ve been sound activated.

At every second step, I got another blow to the ass, with an accompanying buzz from the toy.  It was almost enough to make me cum within the first minute, but I only let it take me into a pre-orgasmic state, and not right to the peak.  I was too close to the end of stage five to allow myself to succumb to the temptation and earn five unnecessary jolts from the cattle prod.

It was probably the longest five minutes of my life, but I got a round of applause when I made it, and would’ve been smiling if I wasn’t still wearing the ring gag. Two hundred and twelve points down, with three hundred and thirty-six on deck for stage six.

Even if I failed now, cancelling so many demerits was well worth it, and I was proud of how far I’d gotten.  I wonder if Grace had ever played the discipline game, and if so, how far she’d gotten.

I still had my blinders blocking my eyes, so I couldn’t see their facial expressions while they drew my tasks this time, and it was probably a good thing.  Whatever was coming my way, I didn’t really want to know it since I’d only psyche myself out while waiting.

I think I was led back to the area in front of Lady Scarlett’s dais, and when I felt my tail being removed, expected another round of anal sex.  For once, I was wrong.

I was made to kneel on what felt like a saddle, but one with two large phalluses sticking up out of it.  As soon as I was all the way down on them, straps were buckled around my legs to keep me from standing up, and a few were connected to my waist belt to make extra sure I wasn’t going anywhere.

My world class psychic powers told me this saddle contraption was most likely going to make my brain rattle with how hard it could vibrate, and I knew for sure I’d be earning at least one round of punishment, if not more.  It might’ve been wise to tap out at the end of level five, but it was too late now.

Without warning, the machine roared to life, and pain exploded from at least a dozen points on my body.  Thighs, stomach, tits, ribs, back, and ass all got multiple blows from all sorts of weapons of mass destruction.  I swear I felt straps, whips, floggers, canes, paddles, and God only knows what else, in a torrent of blows that completely took my breath away.

A part of me tried to say none of the individual blows were exceptionally hard, but there were so many of them, it completely overwhelmed me.  Combined with the buzzing intruders, I completely lost all control, and burst into climax within seconds.

It felt so good it was almost painful in its intensity, yet it completely washed away the more real pain coming from the continuous stream of blows raining down on my helpless body.  It was so powerful, my orgasm had barely begun to fade when a fresh wave of pleasure washed through me, sending me right back into orbit, and causing me to howl uncontrollably.

It was relentless, and it didn’t take long before my second orgasm became a third, and then a fourth.  They were coming so strong and fast, that now I was running into a new problem; my pussy was way
 over stimulated, and hyper sensitive.  My string of forced orgasms were becoming quite painful, yet the machine rumbled on and on and on.

The tiny corner of my brain that could still function realized there was no way this could be an orgasm denial task, since the vibrations from this saddle could make a corpse cum.  No… this was non-stop orgasm torture, and it might be just the thing they could break me with!  I should drop the ball now, and get out while I still could.

I didn’t even try to count my orgasms, or keep track of time, but eventually everything stopped, and the only thing I felt was a pair of hands grab my shoulders to help keep me upright.   It seemed they had tried to do every task at the same time as a way of getting me to quit, but I’d somehow survived and completed stage six.

I was allowed to lie down and rest while they sorted out the tasks for level seven, and the cool ground felt exceptionally good right now.  I could’ve probably even fallen asleep if given the chance, but the game was still going on, and level seven would be worth more than five hundred points if I could keep going!

Someone removed my ring gag and gave me a drink of cool water before we continued, and it was left out for my next task.  I smelled the intoxicating odor of hot, wet pussy a few seconds before I felt it cover my mouth, and I automatically started licking and sucking.  It was probably a good thing I did, because I only had four minutes to make her cum at this level.

Pleasing my Mistress as often as I’d done had given my cunnilingis ability an exponential increase in skill level, and I used every trick I had now.  I used tongue, teeth, and lips to stimulate all the good spots, and I think my assault caught whoever it was off-guard, because she came in no time flat.

She was immediately replaced with someone new, and I tried to pick up right where I’d left off, but she was craftier, and kept her snatch just at the very limit of my reach.  I thought for sure I was going to fail with her, but she gave in to the pleasure before time expired, and practically smothered me while she came.

The third girl took a different approach, and lay on top of me in the classic sixty-nine position, hoping to use her own tongue to distract me from using mine.  It was a bad tactic after my ride on the saddle, and I think I gave her an orgasm in about a minute flat!

While the fourth girl sat on my face, I felt strong pinches on my breasts.  Each pinch stayed, even though plenty more were happening, and I thought someone might be attaching clothespins to me.  I was right, of course, but it was so much more as well.

They kept adding them until I must’ve had dozens of the things on my breasts and down my sides, and as soon as I finished off girl number seven, they were all removed at once.  Holy shit!  It was worse than the cattle prod, since there were so many of them, but luckily the pain dissipated fairly rapidly.  I think I’d just experienced something known as a zipper.

Still on the ground, I was rolled onto my side, and then on top of a man.  A few helping hands got his cock positioned so he could slide inside my pussy, but before we could do anything, I felt the tip of another cock brush against my asshole.

It was another double penetration task, but if they thought they could get me on this one, they were sadly mistaken.  I think the saddle machine had nearly broken me, but since it hadn’t, there was no way a mere mortal cock was about to make me fail.  I easily outlasted those two guys, and the three pairs that followed in their place.

What wasn’t as easy was the seven minutes of pussy slaps that followed, since it was precisely the right amount of pain and pleasure to make me cum if I let my control slip.  I didn’t, but if the next task involved pussy play in any way, I was screwed.

Luckily it didn’t, but by now I was pretty much exhausted, so my next task was an order of magnitude harder than it should’ve been.  My arms and legs were folded back on each other, and each was covered by a tight rubber sleeve to hold them firmly in place.  I felt pads under my elbows and knees when they rolled me over, and I realized this was sort of like how Eleanor was bound for her duties as Lady Scarlett’s petgirl.

While someone put my tail back in place, I saw Lady Scarlett waggle the radio controlled bone she used to play fetch, and couldn’t help but groan.  Seven times it was thrown, and seven times I endured shocks from my butt plug until I got the red rubber toy back within range of her.  She wasn’t just tossing it a few yards, either, and one time I had to take a long, painful trip around a fence before I could pick it up in my teeth and return it to her.

With my arms and knees still trapped in the pouches, I was helped to my knees so I could deliver seven blowjobs in rapid succession, while getting spanked and tickled.  I think I only made it through to the end because it was staff ponyboys I was blowing, and they were customarily kept as horny as hell, so it was super easy to get them off.  Stage seven complete!

Something unusual happened while they were drawing the level eight tasks.  Numerous people starting shouting ‘wildcard’, and I knew a miracle had happened when Lady Scarlett announced that the wildcard meant I was given a free pass for the stage.  By the luck of the draw, I’d skipped level eight entirely, and was now on level nine!

I couldn’t do the math right now, but that was somewhere close to nine hundred points!  One more level and all my demerits would be wiped away, and I could finally start enjoying some of the rewards all the other ponygirls took for granted.  I could hardly wait, and didn’t even consider tapping out.

Level nine started out with a relatively easy routine, and was close enough to some of the stuff I’d already done that it seemed like a normal training exercise.  I had to high-step in place, while receiving riding crop corrections to my legs, stomach, and chest.

The only notable difference was I was being whipped from the rear while this was going on, and whoever was wielding it was a real expert.  Powerful lines of fire would suddenly appear on my shoulders, sides, back, ass, or legs, and once again, not knowing where the next blow would land made it a thousand times worse.

The last blow went between my legs, and when the tip wrapped around to land square on my clit, I completely lost it.  I collapsed to the ground in agony, but as I writhed on the ground, it wasn’t from the pain; I was a nanometer away from cumming, and I was trying to get just a little bit more stimulation to help push me over the edge.

My body was overriding my brain, and I simply didn’t care.  I don’t think anyone realized what I’d been trying to do, so they gave me a minute to recover from what they thought was an overly harsh blow before resuming the game.  As hard as they were trying to break me, they were still being reasonably fair.  Besides, I think by now a lot of the people here were actually cheering me on, hoping I’d be the first ponygirl to successfully run the entire gauntlet.

Before I was helped to my feet, my hands were brought behind me and pulled higher up into a reverse prayer position than I thought possible.  The strain was actually worse than with the earlier strappados, even though my arms were right against my back.  This was level nine, though, so even that wasn’t good enough (bad enough?) now.

My bit was put back in place, and the reins wrapped around my wrists, pulling them up a touch higher, while also pulling my head back as far as it would go.  The bit was really digging in now, and I thought nine minutes of this might be eight and a half too many.

I felt the tap of a crop on each inner thigh, and automatically spread my legs.  It took a few more taps before they were far enough apart to clip the spreader bar into place, and once it was, my stability had become a serious issue.

Pony boots weren’t bad when they were directly below you, but put them out to the sides, and it felt like I could topple at any moment.  It was a feeling that was amplified by the way my arms and head were held, and I sure hoped this wasn’t going to be a challenge that required me to move around much, or I’d be in trouble.

It was the Lady Scarlett who stepped up to me and helped with my precarious balance, although I only knew that from her voice, since all I could see was the pretty clouds above us.  With one arm behind my back, she slipped the other between my legs, and stroked up and down between my swollen lips.

Slowly, and wiggling them all the way, she slid two fingers inside, and I probably would’ve tipped over if she hadn’t been holding on.  It must’ve been her middle fingers inside me, since I felt her thumb and forefinger squeeze on either side of my clit, forcing the little nub out past the hood, and almost sending me over the top in an instant.

With two fingers teasing my G-spot, and two squeezing and rubbing my clit, resisting her was damn near impossible.  She was playing me like a lute, and without a doubt she had the most talented fingers on the planet.

I somehow held on for a minute, or maybe two, but then the hand behind me pulled away, and the cane she’d been holding landed across my ass in a line of fire that sent me into oblivion.  I didn’t just cum, I exploded like she’d set off a stick of dynamite inside me, and my whole body went rigid.

Her fingers never stopped their rhythmic motion while red hot, molten bliss flowed through me, and I think her hand had taken up most of my weight, since I know my legs had completely abandoned the job.  It was one of the longest single orgasms of my life, and I thought it might never end, but of course it eventually did, and I somehow convinced my legs they needed to get back to work.

The moment I did, she landed two rapid blows with the cane, and I was back in la-la land for another one-way trip on the orgasm express.  Even as the sky turned a brilliant white above me, I could feel a massive gush of fluid squirting out of me and over her hand.

Coming back down to Earth was damn near impossible after this one, but I eventually did, even though my legs had completely gone on strike.  I felt hands supporting me by my elbows, and while they thankfully kept me vertical, it also freed up Lady Scarlett’s hand; with the accuracy of a metronome, she began landing blows to my ass at a steady and rapid pace.

It was too much for me this time, and once I started cumming, I simply couldn’t stop.  I came long and hard, and then came again.  I squirted all over the place, and I think I even lost control of my bladder at the point when the impossibly bright sky turned dark and went away.

***

The party was still going on when I came to, although I was no longer the center of attention.  In fact, I was lying on a pile of straw under the shade of a big tree I remembered from when I had to mow the community ponygirl corral.  Despite knowing that, the first words from my mouth were ‘Where am I?’

“Welcome back, Sweetie,” Grace said, leaning over me.  “That was one amazing show you put on.”

It took me another moment to realize I didn’t have a gag in my mouth, and my shock collar hadn’t zapped me for speaking, but the fog in my mind was slowly lifting.

“Did I finish?  What happened?”

“You made it halfway through level nine, which by the way, is a new record here on the ranch.  I personally thought you were going to go all the way to the end, but you got terribly unlucky with Lady Scarlett and that last challenge.”

I felt a surge of disappointment at hearing I’d failed, but then remembered something else.

“Did I beat Ivy?”

“Did you beat Ivy?” she chuckled.  “Ivy dropped out on stage five, dear.  You beat her by a country mile!”

“I don’t suppose you know how many points I finished with?”

“No, but I think you must’ve earned a lot, since they put you in here with the rest of us, and the chef left something special for you.”

Taking my raised eyebrow for interest, she slid over a silver cloche and lifted the lid.  Inside was a BLT sandwich packed with enough bacon to choke a horse… or at least a hungry ponygirl.  While I relished the salty, smoky flavor, she passed me an ice cold beer from a cooler so I could wash it down, and I knew my ordeal had been completely worth it.

She offered to get me anything else to eat or drink I wanted, but I was quite happy with this simple fare.  Besides… if I’d done as well as I thought I’d done, there’d be plenty of time for champagne and lobster in the days to come.

We sat under the tree for quite some time and got to know each other, which was nice, but not as nice as how she treated me; it was obvious she thought of me as a real ponygirl and as an equal.  Over the next hour, all of the other ponies allowed to roam the corral came over to introduce themselves and offer congratulations for doing so well in the game, and they too treated me as one of the herd.

I belonged here, and knowing it made me feel better than I’d felt in a long time… maybe even than in my whole life.  I even had numerous offers to go behind the bushes for a little fun, but I kindly declined, since running the gauntlet had pretty much wiped me out for today.

It was a fabulous evening, and I wanted it to never end, but when Master came over to the fence and whistled for me, I went over to him without delay.  There’d be other days I could spend with my herd mates.

When we got back to the stable, I not only got a shower, but a massage while soaking in the hot tub, and that was the perfect way to end the day.  I also finally got to find out what my tally was.

Considering how well I’d done, the judges had decided to award me with a full completion for stage nine.  That meant one thousand, five hundred, and seventeen points, but that wasn’t all.  I earned a bonus of a hundred points for each level I beat Ivy by, and another two hundred for setting a new ranch record in the discipline game.

In one day, I’d gone from having the most demerits ever, to being the highest on the positive side.  It was quite an accomplishment, and both Master and Mistress were as proud of me as I was in myself.  They’d been right when they’d told me I had a bit of a pain slut hiding inside me, and I could no longer deny it.

It would probably make the rest of my training quite interesting, since taming me with discipline wouldn’t be as effective as before.  I’m sure they’d figure out a way to handle me, though, since they weren’t counted as a top Master and Mistress for nothing.

With a bunch of extra points on my slate, maybe I could have a little fun with them
 for once, and make them really
 work at taming me.  Life was about to get interesting.
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