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Piper the Ponygirl

I stretched languidly in my stall, reveling in the freedom to be able to do so for once.  I’d spent most of my nights since becoming a ponygirl restrained in one way or another, so being able to move around or scratch an itch was a real treat for me.

It was a privilege I’d worked hard for, and I enjoyed it while I could, since I had no way of knowing how long it would last.  Speaking of which, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs from the loft, so I quickly got to my knees before Master Ethan and Mistress Vivienne made their appearance.

For the first time ever I didn’t have a mountain of demerits to make my life miserable, and I wasn’t about to get back in the hole by doing something stupid… like make them wait for me to present myself.  Life as a ponygirl was never easy, but it was actually pretty simple; follow the rules, and obey every command.

“Up,” Master said, once the door to my stall was open.

He wasn’t big on idle chatter or wasted words.  He led me over to the shower stall and put me into a tight, standing spread eagle so they could wash me easier, both inside and out.  I’d been used pretty hard yesterday, even by the standards of the Onager Puella ranch where we resided, so I’d been expecting a thorough
 cleaning before being put into my tack.

I hate it when I’m right.  The enema Mistress prepared was much bigger than normal, was left inside me for a lot longer, and was only the first of three in a row.  The only good thing I can say about it is at least she’d used warm water today.

By comparison, my ‘shower’ only took about two minutes with the two of them working together to scrub me down with stiff, long handled brushes, and a bucket of soapy water.  By not spending much time washing me down, it let me know I’d soon be sweating my ass off, so why should they waste their time?

Once I was roughly toweled dry, they released my wrists from the chains above, and brought them behind my back.  I felt Master squeeze my elbows together a second before leather slid over my hands and up my arms, encasing them in the single sleeve of an armbinder.  My flexibility was getting a little better after being contorted and bound in a wide variety of strict positions, but I still groaned from the strain when he laced it tight enough for my elbows to touch.

After the armbinder came a tall posture collar that went over top of my shock collar that never came off.  In some ways, the posture collar was worse than when they closed my blinders, since at least when I had no chance of seeing anything, I didn’t keep trying to look where I was going.

My bridle was a new one that not only wrapped around and over my head, but also attached to the top of the posture collar, and removed the last little bit of head movement I had available.  They definitely didn’t want me looking around today!

Between the posture collar pushing my chin up, and the bridle pulling it down, it was tough for Mistress to put the fat, leather-wrapped bit deep enough in my mouth to suit her, but she was persistent, and eventually got both sides to click into place.  It was a jaw breaker for sure, but at least with the leather I’d be able to bite down if I needed to.

Flynn the tack master must’ve been busy, because my body harness was a new one as well.  It had the straps I was used to running around my body both above and below my breasts, over my shoulders, a thick, wide waist belt, and a pair of straps to go around each thigh.  I knew it was a new one, though, because rather than wrapping directly around my body, this one went over my arms as well.

My pony boots weren’t new, but I considered that a good thing.  While they literally kept me on my toes, they were nicely broken in now, and I was quite used to walking in them.  If fact, I’d gotten so used to being in them nearly twenty-four/seven, it was actually hard for me to walk flat footed now!

As restrictive as todays tack was, I didn’t start to get worried until Master slid my tail butt plug home, because I distinctly felt him attach two battery packs to the back of my waist belt instead of the normal one.  One battery would normally last all day, so the only reason he’d be adding a second one is if he was planning to use my various vibrating or electrified toys rather excessively.

A moment later I scratched vibrating toys off today’s agenda, since Mistress slid a pair of ben wa balls inside me, and used a thong or lace to tie my labia rings together to make sure they wouldn’t accidentally fall out.  A small tug and a gentle tinkle meant she’d clipped a bell to my clit ring as well, and I thought she’d done the same to my nipples, but it was actually my reins she’d attached them today.

I really hated it when they used nipple reins to guide me, but considering how tight my headgear was this morning, I guess it made sense.  Their favorite two-person cart was waiting in front of the stable, and without preamble, they attached my waist belt to the two long poles at the front and climbed aboard.

I received a simultaneous flick of the reins and crack to the ass from the buggy whip to start me moving.  If I had to guess, I’d say it was Master who was holding my reins and Mistress who had the whip, since she tended to hit a little harder than he did.  When we came to the first branch in the road, I felt him pull my right nipple to steer me down the path leading to the main part of the compound, rather than one of the racetracks like I’d been expecting.

Unless this was just a warm-up, it meant I’d most likely spend the day walking in circles in one of the lunging rings, or moving around the dressage field.  Trying to second guess them was usually an exercise in futility, but I could never stop myself from trying.

I was sort of right on both guesses.  We did a lap around the training area at a walk, then at a trot, and finally at a canter before they steered me off the path and stopped me next to one of the small corrals used for dressage practice.  I hadn’t had much dressage training so far, so I was looking forward to learning something new.

Watching ponygirl dressage had always gotten me hot, so being taught how to properly do it myself would be awesome.  Or at least I thought so now, while I was still nice and fresh… it might be another story later on when I was sweaty, bruised, aching, exhausted, and horny as hell.

When I entered the corral, I was brought up short by my reins, since Master had stopped to close the gate and I hadn’t noticed.  It was a stupid mistake, and my nipples would be throbbing for quite some time, but at least the reins were taken off now that we were inside the fence.

“March in place,” Mistress ordered.

I didn’t wait for her to punctuate her command with her ever-present riding crop, (although she did anyway) and began stepping on the spot with the high-step gait they’d been teaching me.  Mistress went to my left side and Master to my right, so they could each have easy access to a leg for corrective taps if I didn’t step perfectly right.

The standard drill included proper posture and form, which meant I was to keep my eyes forward, chin up, back straight, chest out, and stomach in.  None of that was a problem with the gear they’d outfitted me with, since it held me almost exactly as they required.  All I really needed to worry about was making sure I lifted my legs to the proper height.

Of course, that was easier said than done while they were standing right beside me.  They’d use their crops on a thigh that was mere millimeters off the perfectly horizontal mark they demanded, and not a single error slipped by them.

“Stop,” Mistress ordered, once she was satisfied I could walk and chew my bit at the same time.  “I want you to start putting a little spring into your steps.  That means you’ll lift your left leg into position, hop off the ground with your right when it’s time to switch legs, and vice versa.”

Not being able to speak or even nod, I did the next best thing and pawed the ground once to indicate I understood my instructions.  It shouldn’t be any harder than walking at a canter, although the grass in this corral was quite thick and springy, which would work against me.

At her signal I began, and found I was right about the grass acting like a sponge that absorbed some of the oomph I put into my hop.  I’d barely left the ground, and found out the hard way how they’d be administering my corrective blows for a lazy jump; to the bottom of my tits, of course.

While there wasn’t an inch of my body that hadn’t felt the taste of whip, crop, or cane by now, being struck under my boobs seemed to hurt way more than I thought it should.  I think it might’ve been because I had zero support from this particular harness, and the crop came up at the same time my bouncing boobs were coming down.  It was like a double whammy.

It was a highly effective means of motivation, although I would’ve tried to jump higher even without it.  I’d voluntarily become their ponygirl, and always tried my best to please them.

After a few minutes of hop-stepping in place, I figured out I had to bend the leg before each jump.  It was the only way I could get enough spring into it to clear the ground the amount they required, and actually saved a lot of the energy I was wasting with the stiff leg hop.

Conserving energy was extremely important for making it through a day in the life of a ponygirl, since the sun was barely up, and I still had hours and hours of hard work ahead of me.  If I wore myself out needlessly, I’d be more likely to make mistakes, which would earn me plenty of unnecessary punishment in return.

I was already breathing hard, covered in sweat, and in trouble from the ben wa balls moving around inside me.  One of them was nestled right on my G-spot, and the thing bouncing around inside it made it feel like a slow, but powerful vibrator.

I got a brief rest before they took things to the next level, which was to step normally until I heard the crack of the whip.  Even though I wasn’t jumping as much as I had during the last exercise, I found it harder because I’d never know when the signal would come, and God help me if I took an extra step before obeying.

Rather than punishing me with crop or whip, which was losing its effectiveness as I edged towards subspace, failure to jump in time earned me a jolt from my butt plug.  Since becoming a ponygirl, I’d discovered I had a bit of a pain slut hiding inside me, but that tendency didn’t extend to any form of electric punishment.

In fact, it was about the only thing that could cool my ardor or completely ruin an orgasm.  It also had the unfortunate side effect of throwing me off my stride, which would earn me a corrective blow, another shock, or both… which would make me screw up again, in a vicious cycle that was hard to get out of once it started.

It actually got easier once they allowed me to start moving.  I had to trot around and between them in a figure eight pattern, and my only jump would come when I passed between them.  They each held one end of a long bullwhip, and swung it like a skipping rope when I made my jump, so failure now held a much worse price.

I was terrified of tripping and landing face first on the grass, so I made damn sure I got a perfectly timed and high
 jump with each pass.  My fear of falling was even more powerful of a motivator than the electric butt plug, which until now I hadn’t thought possible.

Because I was concentrating so hard, I did very well during this stage, and earned another break.  Master even went and got a hose to spray me down with, and the cool water was quite welcome by now.  Even this early in the day, it gets hot pretty in south Texas, and what I was doing was hard work.

When we resumed my training, it was easier in some ways, but harder in others.  Instead of using the bullwhip for me to jump, Master used the hose to spray a jet of water at a random height and in a random direction.  It meant I could no longer trip and fall over the whip, but now I never knew when I’d have to jump, so I got caught out a lot.  Since I was often out of range of the crop, they punished me with my butt plug exclusively whenever I failed.

Sometimes I could feel the pressure of the jet hitting my hoof, and other times I could see the spray from it and knew a jolt was coming, but occasionally I’d just barely touch it, so I wasn’t expecting the punishment shock.  Mistress controlled it from an app on her watch, so even if I happened to be looking her way at the time, there was no way I could tell if one was coming.

Either I was getting more sensitive to it, or she was turning up the power of my shocks a little each time, because they were getting harder and harder to take.  On a slightly
 brighter note, the string of zaps I was getting was helping to counter the erotic effect the ben wa balls were having on me.

If I came without permission, especially during a lesson, it would be a major disaster.  Even though I was ahead on the demerit front, they had countless ways they could make my life difficult at best, or completely miserable if they decided my offence warranted it.  One did not
 lightly break the rules around here.

I was getting zapped on most of my passes now, and thought at first it was because my feet were getting sore from all the jumping I was doing.  I felt exceptionally stupid when I finally figured out Master was holding the hose at a higher level now, and I needed to put everything I had into each leap.

It was exhausting, but the backdoor shock level was out of control by now, so I was going to jump until I couldn’t jump anymore.  Unfortunately, that time came all too soon, and I not only screwed up my timing for a jump, but I stumbled at the same time, and caught the front of my horseshoe on the grass.

I screamed the moment I realized I was going down, and paid for it with a shock from my collar, but didn’t land on my face like I’d feared.  The overly restrictive headgear kept my face up enough so I actually landed on my tits and skidded a little on the wet grass.

It hurt far less than I thought it would, and I didn’t even get a big punishment shock like I probably deserved for such a catastrophic failure.  They must’ve realized I’d been trying my hardest, and had simply run out of strength.  They were strict, but fair.

Master turned the hose on me while I lay there and recovered, and began discussing my efforts with Mistress.  I only caught maybe one word out of ten, but it seemed like they were fairly happy with how I’d done, so maybe I’d earned a reward… or at least a less strenuous morning.

I was feeling hopeful when they helped me back up to my feet and reattached my reins, since it meant my dressage lesson was over with for now.  They put me back in front of the cart, and after a single lap around the compound, steered me towards the manor house.  As was their wont, they whipped me up to a full blown gallop as soon as we entered the courtyard out front… they liked to make a grand entrance… so I was completely out of breath when we arrived.

They left me there until one of the ranch hands could come to collect me, and went inside for their breakfast.  It must’ve been a little early, since there were usually several hands doing the job of the ponygirl equivalent of valet parking, but today I had to wait for quite some time before one showed up.

When he finally did, I found my new demerit free status came with an unexpected perk; I wasn’t left hooked to the cart this time, but was put into a small paddock next to the ‘parking lot’, and my bit was removed so I could eat a trail mix type of meal from a trough, or drink some water.  I’d probably even be allowed to talk as long as I did it quietly and discreetly, but I unfortunately didn’t have any company this morning to test out that theory.

After I’d eaten my fill and quenched my thirst, I lay down in a pile of straw to wait, since meals at the manor were usually a long, drawn out affair.  This was actually one of the things I hated the most about being a ponygirl; having nothing to do but wait.

I no longer got to make those kinds of decisions, though; I was Piper the ponygirl, and my Master and Mistress were the ones controlling my fate.


Whistle and Whip

I’d been left alone for so long, I’d actually fallen asleep and had to be woken up with my ‘backdoor alarm clock’, as I sometimes thought of it.  It was a shitty but highly effective way to get woken up, and I guarantee you there’s not a person on the planet who could sleep through it.

I only had a brief wait in front of the manor once I was back in front of the cart, and instead of going back to the dressage corral like I expected, they took me to the oval racetrack.  I think they got a real kick out of doing things I wasn’t expecting.

Keeping with the tradition of doing nothing I expected, they didn’t take me onto the main track, but to the smaller grass one, where they released me from the cart.  I guess they were continuing with my free running training, although ‘free’ was a bit of an oxymoron considering the tack I was wearing today.

When we moved over to the supply shed and watering area, Mistress slipped out of her riding boots, jodhpurs, and blouse, which wasn’t unusual if she was planning on getting wet or wanted to work on her tan, but Master stripped down as well, which was odd.  It wasn’t like he was shy, since he had no problems whipping out his cock and using me in full view of everyone, but even then he seemed to maintain a sort of dignity or aplomb.

Despite how many times we’d done it since I became a ponygirl, this was actually the first time I got to see him fully naked, and I was impressed at how toned and well-muscled he was.  Put a wreath of leaves on his head and he’d look like some sort of Greek god.

They had a little too much fun oiling each other down to protect against the sun’s harsh rays, and wound up having a quickie right at my feet.  I could only stand there, drool, and wish I was in the middle of them like usual, since their sensual moans and groans were really amping up my horniness level.  I could practically feel the energetic slap of flesh on flesh I was forced to listen to, but practically wasn’t actuality, and I remained frustrated.

Mistress stayed naked when they finished, but Master put on a pair of latex shorts to keep his dangly bits from bouncing around too much, or maybe to prevent a sunburn in the worst place imaginable.  They took a lot more time than was strictly necessary when they turned to oil me down, leaving me on the brink of my own orgasm, but they knew my body well by now, and stopped just
 before I was about to cum.

It was hard to listen to my instructions with my mind in a sexual haze, but I forced myself to pay attention since it was literally my ass on the line if I didn’t.  The four foot long dressage whips they both held gave silent testimony to that.

“This particular exercise is simple,” Master began.  “Trot around the track and jump when you hear the whistle.  Instead of the standard high-step, you’ll move with a double-step gait instead… step one, step two, hop… step one, step two, hop.  If you hear the whistle, the hop becomes a full-blown jump.  Are you clear?”

I wasn’t a hundred percent sure, but I pawed the ground anyway, knowing they’d correct my form if I got something wrong.

“Good,” Mistress nodded.  “You will lead with the left foot and follow the track clockwise.  When you complete the lap and reach this point again, you will stop, turn around, and do the next lap counter clockwise, leading with the right foot.  Begin!”

By sheer luck I managed to do the double-step properly right out of the gate, and only required minor corrections for my speed and form.  The hop wasn’t too bad either, although it felt unnatural after all the training I’d gotten in pulling the cart as smooth as possible.

Mistress was running behind me to administer the corrections, and make me jump at random intervals with a quick, sharp whistle.  With the double-step I had enough warning that I didn’t miss any of my cues, although I did get a few shocks when I hadn’t jumped high enough to satisfy her.

Master took her place for the second, reversed lap, and was much more free with using both the whip and the shocks.  I guess they switched so neither of them would get tired, and I wish I had the same luxury, since the track was quite long, and they’d be able to wear me out very quickly this way.

When I finished the lap under his guidance, I got a drink of water and a brief respite, and thought this wouldn’t be too bad, but then Mistress closed my blinders.  That changed the game in an instant, and not for the better.

One thing dressage or parade ground training was good for, was moving in a perfectly straight line.  I’d done a lot of that, but this double step, hopping, and jumping was completely new to me, and apparently I couldn’t manage a straight line if my life depended on it.

Blows from the dressage whip were landing on my outer thighs and ass almost constantly to keep me on the proper path, which in turn led to a lot more zaps, since my concentration was all over the place.  It wasn’t just from all the stinging whip blows either… the odd double-step and hop seemed to add some very strong harmonics to the ben wa balls, and only the ardor-cooling effects of the electric shocks kept me from cumming each and every lap.

It was like skiing over moguls, or riding big waves on the open sea… up and down, up and down, my arousal climbing and falling twice every minute.  I felt myself slipping into subspace from all the stimulation, so even the sting of the whip began to feel good, making each crest a little bit higher than the last.

I had to be extra careful not to let it get away from me now, or things would go bad faster than you could say ‘bad pony’.  It helped that I usually got a brief rest break after every second lap, but sometimes they’d run me twice each in order to keep me guessing, and those longer runs were really starting to take their toll on me, physically, mentally, and sexually.

I started imagining I could both smell and taste my Mistress’s arousal, and that the ben wa ball on my G-spot was actually the fat head of Master’s cock.  I would’ve given anything to fall into a sixty-nine with her, or be bent over the fence so he could take me hard and fast… or both, if at all possible.

Thinking such thoughts was dangerous with how worked up I was, but I couldn’t seem to help myself.  It was starting to affect my jumps almost as much as my exhaustion, but my body seemed to have a mind of its own, and there was nothing I could do to damp it down.

I have no idea how long they ran me through this drill, but it felt like I’d finished a marathon by the time they finally called a halt and let me have a good, long rest.  While I was lying face down, Mistress rubbed my legs, and Master loosened up my armbinder a bit and massaged some life back into my shoulders, both of which felt absolutely heavenly.

It was over all too soon, though, and after retightening the armbinder and helping me to my feet, I was put back in front of the cart.  They left my blinders on, so I wasn’t completely certain where they were taking me, but I was fairly sure we were on the path back to the stable.  Running blind had done a lot for my spatial orientation, and I was learning to distinguish the different paths based on how they felt and sounded beneath my hooves.

I was right, but they didn’t stop out front like I’d been expecting.  They took me around back, disconnected me from the cart, and hooked me up by the rings on my shoulders to their lunging trainer.  I guess I still had more training to get through before I could lie down in my stall.

I had to blink against the bright sunlight when Mistress opened my blinders, but she was already giving me my new instructions, so I had to start walking before I could see clearly.  This time I had to do a triple step before each hop, and jump when I heard a bell.

The long bar I was hooked up to rotated on a central pole, so I no longer had to worry about drifting off course, only making the required jumps to their satisfaction.  ‘Only’ was a relative term, though, especially after all I’d already done today.

She only made me do a single lap to test the length and tension of the rubber cords that would keep me from falling if I tripped, and then fed me a big protein shake.  While I sucked down the thick sludge that tasted a little like apples and cinnamon, Master attached a number of sensors and pads all over me.

Feet, knees, thighs, pussy, ass, stomach, tits, chest, shoulders, back… I was covered in the things by the time he was done, and feeling extremely nervous about it.  Whatever this was all for was something much more complicated than usual, and I knew it couldn’t be good.

He spent about five minutes typing on a laptop while I finished my lunch, grumbling the whole time, but finally appearing satisfied with what he was working on.  He hit a final key with a big flourish, and then walked away, leaving it next to the center pole.

Mistress leaned over and gave my right nipple a quick kiss and slow lick before walking away as well, and a moment later I heard a chime from the computer, followed by the word ‘walk’.  Were they really going to use a computer to monitor my training?

I guess I was a little too slow obeying, because I felt a sharp sting on each ass cheek from the pads Master had stuck there.  It got me moving just as effectively as the dressage whip from earlier, and even felt about the same.  Step, step, step, and hop… step, step, step, and hop.

As I went around the circle and the stable came into view, I saw both Master and Mistress going inside.  Not only were they using a computer to handle my training, but they weren’t even bothering to stick around and watch!

This sucked.  I hated being left alone more than anything, but on the bright side, I guess it meant I could go at my own pace and not worry about receiving corrections and punishments for slacking off.  I found out a moment later I’d never been so wrong in my life.

The computer wasn’t just sounding off my jumps; it was monitoring me with a far greater degree of precision than was possible by a mere mortal.  I heard a buzz, followed immediately by a sharp sting under my right thigh when I didn’t raise it high enough on my next step, and again on the top of my left leg when I overcompensated and lifted it too high.  As I continued doing laps, I found out it was even worse than I thought.

“Protocol failure: slouching.”

“Speed failure: Increase pace.”

“Protocol failure: chest not thrust out.”

“Jump failure:  six point seven centimeters too short.”

Each and every failure was accompanied by a shock that increased in strength by how bad the offence was, and was applied just as if Master and Mistress were running along beside me with the whip.  Not jumping high enough also gave me a strong jolt from the butt plug, and now I knew why they’d used two battery packs during my outfitting today.

My first few laps were terrible by anybody’s standards, mostly due to how often I was getting shocked, and my fear of electricity.  It was like a domino effect, with one failure setting up the next, and breaking the cycle was almost impossible.

All in all, it was an exceedingly unpleasant ten minutes, but then the computer chimed again and said the word ‘whoa’.  I came to a halt, letting the shoulder straps take most of my weight while I panted and tried to catch my breath.

“Protocol failure: stand at attention.”

I got at least six or eight simultaneous shocks that got me back into proper form faster than you could possibly imagine, and stood perfectly straight and stock still for the rest of my break.  Before resuming my training, the computer spouted off a tally of my first round results that almost made me cry.

“Posture: thirty-eight percent.”

“Steps: forty-two percent.”

“Jumps: eighteen percent.”

“Speed: sixty-one percent.”

“Results from stage one of ten: fail and redo.”

I knew I’d done badly, but there was no way those results could possibly be right.  If the computer was judging me that harshly and making me start over, I might never make it past stage one… and I distinctly heard it say ‘one of ten’!

This was going to be a long day.


Surprise Visit

I hadn’t been this stiff and sore since my first day at the Onager Puella ranch.  I’d been worked hard before, like when I had to run in the giant hamster wheel to turn the spit in the outdoor kitchen, or when I had to push a manual mower over acres and acres of lawn, but that was nothing compared to what the computer had put me through.

I have no idea how many laps it made me do around the lunging ring, but it was getting dark before Master and Mistress came to take me back to my stall.  My entire body felt like it was made out of lead spaghetti when they removed my tack and bedded me down for the night, and to add insult to injury, I never managed to complete even a single stage to the program’s satisfaction!

I was worried they might put me through it again until I got it right, but luckily, they liked to keep changing up my training regimen.  Based on the tack they selected, it was going to be a cart or sulky day today, and not a boring one either.

Instead of my regular utilitarian racing harness and bridle, I was outfitted in a fancy set of bright red leather, with black accents, and numerous silver bells.  It also included a matching quarter cup corset and new boots, which would suck if we were really going to run races today, but looked absolutely amazing.  Maybe there was some sort of show today, instead of real racing.

Not for the first time, I wished I was allowed to speak and ask questions, but ponies simply couldn’t talk… except Mr. Ed, of course, of course.

Master was whistling as he unscrewed my tail from the butt plug, and I wondered if he’d decided it was time for me to get a bigger one.  I sure hope not, because even the medium sized one he normally used filled me more than you could possibly imagine.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw he’d only taken it apart so he could put it through a slot in a crotch strap, but my relief was short lived.  Once the tail was in place, he added a short, but very
 fat dildo to occupy my other hole, and a small, ribbed nub that would press right against my clit.  I sure hoped there wasn’t going to be any real races today, because even walking would be awkward with those particular extras.

The rubber bit wasn’t as fat as most of the ones they used, but that meant they could pull it deeper into my mouth, which wasn’t any kind of improvement.  In fact, with the way it dug into the corners of my mouth, it meant any rein commands would have to be delivered with a gentle hand, or things would quickly become quite unpleasant for me.

I’d been expecting a fancy armbinder to go with the rest of my tack, but I got a bit of a break for once.  Mitten-like leather pouches that kept my hands clenched in a fist were pulled over each hand and all the way up to the elbow, firmly buckled tight, and brought up to connect to the back of my collar.  An additional anchor point near the elbow was used to connect them to the side of my corset, but it wasn’t too much of a strain.  Curiously, they added small padlocks to each and every item I wore, which was odd since I never had a chance of getting out of my tack without a lot of help.

They finished off by adding two small bells to each nipple, one in each ear, and a final one between my legs.  When they took me out to their cart, I found even the reins had bells on them… you’d definitely be able to hear me coming from a long way off today!

When they’d climbed aboard and got me moving, I was pleased to discover the little horseshoes on the bottom of my new pony boots made a much more distinctive clopping sound than my old ones.  Combined with the jingle-jangle of the multitude of bells on my tack, it made quite an interesting melody, and without prompting, I fell into a parade ground gait in order to amplify the effect.

We took the path up to the manor house, but only to meet up with Master Benjamin, who was waiting in his ponygirl ‘taxi’ buggy.  His girls were outfitted in form fitting, white latex catsuits, and had tack that was just as fancy as mine.  Did we have guests arriving today?  Is that why they’d dressed me to the nines?  Maybe there was going to be another ponygirl show!

When we took the little-used path to the airstrip, administration buildings, and guest cabins, I began to think I was right, but we went past all those, and onto a road I’d never been down before.  A few minutes later I recognized my surroundings and corrected myself; I’d been down this road when I arrived at the ranch… this was the road that connected to the outside world.

Sure enough, we soon came to a gate where a familiar face was standing outside a familiar car, and arguing in a familiar way with the guard who was refusing to open the gate for her.  It was my friend Star, who’d taken over my apartment when I’d moved to the ranch to become a ponygirl!

How had she found me?  I’d deliberately cut all ties when I decided to come here, and hadn’t told a soul what I was about to do.  It was actually a little embarrassing to be seen by her like this, with my boobs bouncing around, and the bells on my nipples ringing merrily away… and even worse, she wasn’t alone!

Leaning against the passenger side of her car was a guy I recognized as someone she’d had a brief fling with last year… Craig, I think his name was.  I was bad with names, but he was hard to forget, since he was built like the proverbial brick shithouse.  He must’ve been around six foot six, two hundred and forty pounds, and not an ounce of fat anywhere.

His silky blonde hair was even longer than mine, and framed a face that might’ve made me drool if I hadn’t already been doing that anyway because of the bit gag I was wearing.  In short, he was the poster child for what a hunk should look like, and I’ll admit I was a little jealous of Star for latching onto him.

Of course, part of my attraction could’ve been because I’d been left horny as hell yesterday and all last night, plus the new toys this morning had been working their magic just from the way they moved when I walked.  If Mistress or Master turned them on even briefly, I’d probably cum right here and now.

Shit… I wish I hadn’t thought of that, since sometimes it felt like they could read my mind, and they’d probably think making me cum in front of my friend was funny, or an object lesson.

“I’ll handle this, dear,” Mistress said, after listening to the argument for a moment.

“Good morning, Miss Laudney,” she said as she walked over.  “What seems to be the problem?”

“Tell this asshole to open the gate already,” she yelled.  “Y’all knew we were coming.”

“Yes, we knew you were coming, but I was quite clear when I told you your vehicle wouldn’t be allowed inside the ranch.”

“Fuck that,” she snarled.  “I came here to see my friend, and then we’re getting the hell out of Dodge with her, so open the damn gate now, or I call the cops… the chief of police if I have to!”

“I don’t do orders well, so go ahead and make the call.  The chief’s name is Phil, and you can reach him at extension two-two-seven,” she casually replied.  “Tell him he left his swimming trunks here last month.”

With a slight nod, she turned and walked back to the cart, smiling and throwing Master a big wink.  Before she could climb aboard, Star broke out of her stunned silence and called her back.

“Wait!  Be reasonable… I’m just trying to make sure I don’t fall into the same trap Piper did.”

“Piper didn’t ‘fall into a trap’, and you’re most definitely safe,” Mistress sighed.  “What you’re not
 is polite or listening to me.  I was quite clear on the rules you must follow if you’re to be allowed on the grounds, and the first rule was no motorized vehicles.”

“Fine.  Craig, get the bags,” she called back to him, striding through the smaller gate as soon as the guard stepped aside.

Master got out to help him with the luggage, although they didn’t bring a lot.  He stayed with Craig in Master Benjamin’s buggy, since the first order of business was a tour of the place, and this way they’d each have a guide.  Unbelievably, I don’t think Star recognized me, and simply climbed aboard our cart with Mistress.

We made a brief stop at one of the guest cabins so they could drop off their bags, and then headed towards the manor house.  They were suitably impressed when it came into view, as they should be since the place was bigger than most hotels, although Craig kept turning around to stare at me.  I think he was obsessed by my bouncing boobs, and I would’ve smiled at him if I could.

After driving around the manor, we went to the main part of the compound where Mistress pointed out the training various ponygirls were undergoing.  I recognized Spitfire trotting in one of the lunging rings, and we stopped for a moment to watch Adeline prance around in one of the dressage paddocks, but we didn’t stay long.

Star was anxious to get the tour over with so she could see me and do what she came here for.  She had no clue I was standing just a few feet in front of her, and Mistress wasn’t inclined to let her in on the secret.

Our next stop was the main racetrack, but nobody was here this morning, so we simply did a lap for fun and moved on to the quarter mile track.  Master Oliver was here with Grace, practicing sulky racing against someone I didn’t know, and we stayed long enough to see Grace win, causing me to automatically stomp a hoof and whinny in the ponygirl manner of applause.

Mistress offered to let Star take the reins for the trip to our stable, but she quickly declined.  I had a feeling she was getting overloaded by what she was seeing, and if she was anything like me, by what she was feeling about it too.  I was willing to bet that as soon as she got Craig alone, she was going to give him the ride of his life.  I sure would.

When we parked at the stable, her patience finally came to an end.  “Thanks for the tour, but can you take me to see Piper now?”

Mistress was smiling as she unhooked me from the cart.  “Why certainly.  Piper, say hello to your friend.”

I stepped out of the traces and turned towards her, giving her one of my best ponygirl bows.  When I stood and looked her in the eye, the look I saw on her face as she finally figured it out was absolutely priceless.  I whinnied and shook my tits to shock her a little more, and I swear her jaw almost dropped to the ground.

Best.  Day.  Ever.


Showing Off

“Piper?” she finally asked in amazement.  “Is that really you?”

I couldn’t help but laugh, although it sounded more like whinnying due to the bit gag.  This was turning out to be more fun than a barrel of vibrators.  After a moment of stunned silence, she shook her head and stepped over to me.

“I… I totally didn’t recognize you in this crazy getup.  Are you okay?”

I nodded and pawed the ground once, although she probably didn’t know pawing once meant yes and twice meant no.

“Can you take that thing out of her mouth so we can talk?” she asked.

“No,” Master bluntly replied.  “Piper’s in training right now, and ponies don’t speak.  Sunday is her next rest day, so if you want to have a real conversation with her, you’ll have to wait.”

“Today’s only Friday,” she objected.  “I want this settled today so we can get back on the road.”

“I’m sorry, but rules are rules, and we only agreed to let you see her, not mess up our entire routine.  You’ll have to be satisfied with answers from yes or no questions for now, and only during breaks.  Piper has a busy day ahead of her, and we’re already behind schedule.”

She didn’t look too pleased to hear this, and turned to Craig for support.  Unfortunately for her, he was still mesmerized by my boobs, and totally missed the look she gave him.  I could tell by the bulge in his jeans it’d be hard for Star to get his attention, or keep it for long when she did.

“C’mon… really?” she replied, rolling her eyes.  “It’s just dressing up in kinky bondage shit and prancing around… how hard can it be?  I think you’re just stalling.”

“If you think it’s so easy, I suggest you try it yourself.  Otherwise, permit us to show off a little and demonstrate exactly what Piper has learned so far, and what she’s currently working on.”

Trying to give orders to Master and Mistress was like trying to order the tide not to come in, and I think Star was finally starting to figure that out.  She’d come in trying to impose her will on people infinitely more experienced in control than she could ever be, and that would never work in a million years.

“Fine,” she sighed.  “I’ll agree to watch your little horse and pony show… sorry, no pun intended… but only if you answer all my questions.”

“That was always our intention,” he assured her.  “Come see our stable, and then we’ll go around back so we can get to work.”

Showing off the stable didn’t take long, but I think Star was surprised at how clean and modern it was inside.  She seemed a little nervous when she spotted the collection of whips, floggers, and riding crops on the wall, and either embarrassed or disgusted when they came to the neat row of sex toys lined up next to my stall.

Craig had a different take on things, and I was sure the bulge in his pants must be getting quite uncomfortable by now.  Tight jeans were a bad choice when your cock refused to settle down, although I didn’t mind his choice of apparel, since I loved the way they showed off his firm, cute ass.

He seemed fascinated by the various restraints Mistress showed them, especially the single sleeve armbinder, and I caught him taking a deep whiff of the leather when he thought nobody was looking.  I wondered what it’d be like to have Craig as a Master, and having him slide the armbinder over my arms, his powerful hands pulling the laces tighter and tighter until my arms were crushed together inseparably.

Dammit, I needed to stop daydreaming and pay attention to my real
 Master and Mistress.  I could tell she was getting annoyed with Star, and knew I needed to be on my absolute best behavior, or I’d be sorrier than I’d ever been in my entire life.  A note to any potential subs out there: always tread lightly when your Mistress or Master is in a bad mood.

Even though I hadn’t been hobbled or had my reins hitched to a post, I stood right where they left me when they took our visitors upstairs to finish the stable tour.  When they came back down a few minutes later, I heard Star trying to wheedle a few minutes of private speech with me, but Mistress wasn’t having it.

Pausing only long enough to hang a whip and flogger on her belt, she grabbed my reins and led me outside at a trot, leaving the others to follow at their own pace.  Before we began my training, or whatever she was going to do to ‘show off’ my skills as a ponygirl, she leaned close and while unhooking my reins, whispered in my ear.

“Feel free to fuck up a little now and then, but do not
 disobey our orders under any circumstances.”

Her warning should’ve concerned me, but the former part of her words left me a little confused.  Even more puzzling, she hadn’t actually sounded angry when she spoke.  Was she playing some kind of deeper game here?

Did she really want me to mess up so she could punish me in front of my friend, or maybe show her it wasn’t easy to be a proper ponygirl?  That might be the case, since a lot of the precision moves I was training in were quite subtle, and easy to miss if you didn’t know what to look for… which Star obviously didn’t.

The high-step gait was a prime example of that, as was moving with perfect posture and form.  If I was going to deliberately mess something up, then one of those was probably my best bet, since I was bound to screw up sooner or later anyway.

She reconnected one end of my reins to my collar to use as a lunging lead, and without preamble, got me moving with a quick blow to the ass from her riding crop.

“High step trot, with perfectly horizontal thighs,” she ordered a moment later, punctuating her command with another shot to the ass.

As I picked up the pace, she began slowly letting out more and more of the lead, until I was trotting in a circle about ten feet away from her.  Now that I was well out of range of the crop, I decided to test the waters of deliberate failure with some lazy steps.  I continued to trot at the speed I knew she liked, but I did a pair of steps that were several inches short of a properly horizontal thigh, which should be obvious even to Star.

With my blinders restricting my peripheral vision, and the bells masking most other sounds, I never knew the blow was coming until I felt the line of fire streak across the back of my legs.  Shit!  I hadn’t counted on the range of the whip she’d grabbed.

“Is that really necessary?” Star shouted in anger.

“Good ponies get rewarded, but lazy ones get punished,” Mistress replied, in a singsong voice.

“Are you gonna stand for that, Craig?”

“Well, she didn’t walk quite like she was told, but now she is.  One blow to get her back in line doesn’t seem out of order to me, and it didn’t look like she swung all that hard.”

“Thanks, asshole,” I think she muttered, but her voice was a little low for me to make out for sure.

I did two more laps before ‘accidentally’ starting to slouch, and this time I got a blow to the back as well as one to my ass.  I hadn’t been expecting more than one, so it threw me off a little and I stumbled slightly.

“Watch your posture,” Mistress snapped.  “Keep your back straight, chest out, stomach in, chin up, and eyes forward!”

“C’mon!  She was doing fine until you hit her and made her stumble!”

Mistress didn’t bother to respond this time; she just kept turning with the lead, and presumably watching me like a hawk.  With my reserves low after yesterday’s workout, I was already starting to tire a bit, so I figured slowing my pace would be the obvious thing to screw up on next.  I did it gradually over the course of my next two laps, until finally Mistress took action.

“No slacking!  Pick up the pace to a proper trot!”

Each order was reinforced with a fairly painful blow across my buttocks, and then a few more when I didn’t get back up to speed fast enough.  Shit, she really wasn’t messing around, so I might be better off if I stopped trying to tempt her wrath, even if she had
 asked me to do it.  Besides, I’d probably start making mistakes naturally pretty soon, because aching muscles and a lack of energy were the least of my worries at the moment.

The fat dildo and little nub over my clit were doing a real number on me, even without being turned on.  Every single step caused them to shift ever so slightly, in a way that would eventually make me cum if I went on like this long enough.  Even the bells tugging on my nipples with each bounce were adding to the effect, and regardless of the fact my friend was watching me, I wanted to cum so bad I could taste it.

Before I got to that point, Mistress reined me in and led me over to the porch for a break.  We hadn’t actually been at it for that long, but either she was being mindful of my limits, or she didn’t want to force a confrontation with Star just yet.

While Master slipped a tube past my bit so I could have some water, Star took a closer look at the fresh stripes on my ass.  I couldn’t see her face, but I bet she was frowning with disapproval, or aghast at the marks, both old and new, that marked me from my knees on up.  Playing the discipline game the other day meant I was very well decorated indeed, especially from the cane.

“God, she’s covered in bruises from head to toe!” she exclaimed.  “How can you be so cruel?”

“The severity of what you’re seeing isn’t usual,” Master commented.  “She recently volunteered to try running the gauntlet in the discipline game, and it got rather intense towards the end.”

“She volunteered to be beaten to a pulp?” she asked in disbelief.

“It looks worse than it is, and since Piper has algolagnic tendencies, she had quite
 a good time.”

“Algolagnic?”

“To put it bluntly, she’s a bit of a pain slut, and she had a very
 good time… multiple ‘good times’ if you want to be precise.”

“You don’t mean she…”

“I do.”

Either Star thought he was lying, or it was simply too much for her to wrap her head around.  Either way, she fell silent while she gathered her thoughts, and before she could rally, Mistress was leading me over to the lunging ring.  Once the straps were fastened to my shoulder rings, she took a moment to remove all the bells from my tack, and gave me a quick swat to the ass to get me started.

“Feel free to ask her as many yes or no questions you can think of, but don’t try to stop her from completing her exercise or she’ll be punished.  She can grunt once for yes, twice for no, or three times if she doesn’t know.  It’s starting to get hot out here, so don’t forget to give her some water during her breaks.  We’ll come collect you when it’s time for brunch.”

“You’re leaving us alone with her?”

“Why not?  You wanted to talk to her, so this is your chance.  Despite what you may think, Piper is here because she wants to be here, and maybe you’ll start to believe that if I leave the three of you alone.  Oh… there’s beer, wine, and other drinks in the cooler if you get thirsty, so feel free to help yourself.  Ciao.”

As soon as the door closed, Star rushed over and put a hand on my shoulder to get me to stop.  I shrugged it off and kept walking, knowing that I was being closely monitored.

“They’re gone, so please stop so we can settle this.”

“Let her walk if she wants to,” Craig interjected.  “You can still ask her anything you want.”

“Fine.  Then let’s get right to the point… do you want us to get you out of here?  Craig’s been competing in mixed martial arts, and can take out any of these jokers if needed.”

I grunted twice for no.

“I don’t understand… do they have something on you?  Are you being blackmailed?”

I grunted no again.

“Then why the hell are you putting yourself through this!” she shouted in frustration.

I grunted three times, since it wasn’t a question I could answer while gagged.

“Easy babe,” Craig chuckled.  “You need to ask questions she can answer.”

“Oh, shut up.  You’re too busy staring at her boobs to be any help at all,” she replied in disgust.  “And don’t call me babe.”

“Hey, you’re the one who called me out of the blue, saying you needed my help, so don’t rag on me because this isn’t going like you imagined it would.”

“This whole thing isn’t right.  Even you should be able to see that.”

“I’ll admit it’s all pretty strange, but if she doesn’t want to go, then what do you expect me to do about it?”

“I say we unhook her from this contraption and make a run for it.  Throw her over your shoulder if you have to, and help me save her from herself.  I had the foresight to bring bolt cutters, so once we get to the car we can cut her out of her restraints and free her from these lunatics.”

“If she says she wants out, then I’ll do what it takes to help her get free, but so far she hasn’t indicated anything of the sort.”

“You wouldn’t be hesitating like this if you saw all the weird shit on the computer she left behind.”

So that’s how she found me!  I’d totally forgotten about the old desktop computer that I stopped using when I’d bought my new laptop, and she must’ve found it in the junk I left behind when she moved into my old place.  I’d taken hundreds and hundreds of pictures and videos when I was here for the international ponygirl competition, not to mention all the stuff I scraped off the internet.

“It may be weird, but as far as I can see it’s consensual, so throwing her over my shoulder and taking her away from her would be almost like kidnapping, which is what you wanted to come here to stop.”

“Piper… you need to listen to me,” she begged.  “No matter what you may think, you don’t need to do this kind of kinky shit.  It’s dangerous, and sooner or later you’re going to get seriously hurt if you stay with these freaks.  We need to leave now!”

I not only grunted as loud as I could twice, but I also shook my head no.  She said I needed to listen to her, but she was the one who wasn’t paying attention.  I was a ponygirl now, and had very few regrets about becoming one.

I understood how she must be feeling, coming to the ranch and seeing me like this, but her refusal to accept reality was getting old.  I decided if she wanted to keep ragging on me, I was going to make her work for it, and moved into a fast trot.

It didn’t take long before I heard her huffing and puffing, although Craig seemed to be keeping up without any problems.  Of course, he was in top physical shape, whereas Star was a somewhat out of shape office chick like I used to be.

Even still, it was a bit of a bluff on my part, since I didn’t have my usual level of reserves to call upon, and the faster pace was really making the shifting toys noticeable.  I’d really have to work on controlling myself, or I’d embarrass myself right in front of them.

Then again, that might not be a bad thing.  Letting my urges takeover would demonstrate beyond a shadow of a doubt why I loved the ponygirl lifestyle, and it might be the only way to convince her.  Cumming without permission would undoubtedly earn me a punishment, but I was in their good graces at the moment, so I doubt it’d be too bad.

I’d have to wait at least a little while, though.  Mistress had implied I’d be out here for several hours, and if I let it loose now, it’d probably start an orgasmic chain reaction guaranteed to shoot me straight to the top of the demerit leaderboard again.

My best bet would be to learn how often the computer would allow me to rest, and try to time it so I came just before a break, which would allow me to calm down a little before resuming my exercise.  I think it was about fifteen minutes before it chimed and allowed me to stop, and Star used the chance to rehash all her old arguments about why I needed to get the hell out of here as soon as possible. 

Craig remembered I needed to stay hydrated and fetched the water bottle from the porch, although he squeezed it much too hard, and I wound up wearing more than I swallowed.  He definitely didn’t mind, since he couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from the water running over my chest and dripping off my nipples.

He seemed quite interested in me, and based on the way they’d been talking, it didn’t seem like he was actually going out with Star.  God, what I wouldn’t give to have him stick something else in my mouth… or preferably a different orifice.

When the computer signaled for me to resume, Star didn’t join me on my run, and instead, she sat down on the porch.  She was probably trying to think of some new arguments, but from my point of view, it looked like she was moping.  She’d come here on some sort of misguided rescue run, and couldn’t understand why the damsel in distress didn’t want to be saved.

Craig kept up with me, though, and while the blinders kept me from seeing much of him, I was ninety-nine percent sure he was watching me more than he was watching where he was going.  Lucky for him the path had no obstructions to trip him up, or he might fall on that big boner of his.

During my next break, Star came over with some new arguments, and tried to use ‘logic’ to persuade me, but frankly she was starting to get on my nerves.  Besides… it was much more fun to pay attention to Craig, who’d worked up a bit of a sweat during the last round, and had just taken off his shirt.

He ran with me each round, and Star continued to sulk on the porch, only coming over briefly at each break to ask whatever questions she’d thought of during my last run.  She eventually decided I was completely caught up in this ‘ponygirl thing’, and seemed to be trying to come up with a different plan of attack, although I had no idea what it might be.  I hoped she didn’t try to do something stupid, because MMA fighter or not, there was no way Craig would be able to bust me out of here, even if he was inclined to listen to her now.

Every cart, buggy, and sulky held a loaded gun under the seat in case of an encounter with dangerous wildlife or smugglers crossing the border, every ranch hand went armed as well, and there were more cameras around this place than you could shake a dildo at.  These people were rich, powerful, and pretty much did as they pleased.  Star needed to be very careful with what she said and did, or she might find herself in more trouble than she could handle.

I suppose I shouldn’t worry about it, since Craig seemed to have figured out I was here because I chose
 to be here.  He’d seen too much to ever go along with the ‘throw me over the shoulder and run like hell’ plan Star suggested earlier, and seemed to be enjoying himself.  It was a good thing I was bound and gagged, because otherwise I’d really
 give him something to enjoy!

There was an electricity flowing between us so strong it was almost visible, and my sexual high was getting harder and harder to contain.  By rights I should’ve given in and let myself cum, but not only was I enjoying running with him immensely, I didn’t want to risk wrecking the moment.

I didn’t think he was shy or naïve, but exploding into orgasm might scare him away, or turn him off by showing the world what a slut I was.  There would come a point when it would become as unstoppable as the tide, but until then, I was going to ride my euphoria like a wave, and make damn sure it was worth it when I finally gave in. 

I wasn’t sure if I was relieved when Master and Mistress returned before I reached that point, or disappointed I’d lost my chance to cum, but either way it wasn’t my decision to make.  I’d completely lost track of time, and now the four of them would be going to brunch, most likely leaving me alone to literally stew in my own juices.

“Is anyone besides me hungry?” Master asked.

“Can I speak to the two of you in private?” Star asked, jumping to her feet.

“We really must be moving along, since it looks like your friend is in need of a quick shower before sitting down to eat.”

“Perhaps we can talk while we travel?”

“There isn’t room in our cart for three, and even Benjamin’s prize team can’t take all four of us at once since your friend is quite heavy.  Unless…”

“Yes?”

“Well, if he’s willing to drive Piper alone, the three of us can ride with Benjamin and talk all you want.”

“Umm… I guess that’ll work.”

“I don’t know how to do that,” Craig objected.

“It’s really pretty easy,” Mistress assured him.  “Piper could probably follow us without any guidance at all, so just gently use the reins in case she starts drifting off the path, and try not to whip her too hard.”

“Whip her?”

“That was a joke.”

“Oh.”

“Unless you really want to, of course,” Mistress teased.

Teasing, joking, or whatever, I didn’t care.  It might only be for a few minutes, but I’d be under Craig’s control, and the thought was almost enough to make me cream myself.  While we waited for Master Benjamin to arrive, she gave him a crash course in the voice, rein, and whip commands I knew how to follow, and then let him guide me through a three-point turn so I was facing the right way.

I loved my Master and Mistress, but I could get used to this in a hurry.


Ponygirl Games

Our first stop was at their cabin so they could shower and change, and I was deliberately sloppy with both the line I took, and how closely I followed the buggy.  Craig was a little hesitant about using the reins at first, but had no choice but to use them when I almost drifted off the path.

I’d hoped he’d try using the buggy whip when I started falling behind, but I had no luck with that one.  It was probably for the best I guess, since I was still so horny, if he started whipping me I most likely would’ve cum, and that could’ve been disastrous while I was pulling the cart.

Star only took a few minutes to change into something more comfortable, and Craig’s shower didn’t take much longer, but it was enough for me to calm down and get my shit together.  It was a good thing, because he looked hotter than ever when he emerged, wearing shorts, a tight shirt, and his wet hair tied back in a ponytail.

Due to the way my arms were bound today, I was able to twist enough to close my blinders, and up the ante for the trip to the manor house.  Now that I was unable to see where I was going, Craig had no choice but to use the reins to control me, and he might even have to use the whip!  The risk of wiping out would be worth it.

I had no idea what had come over me today, or what I was thinking, but I couldn’t seem to help myself.  Maybe Master and Mistress hadn’t tamed me as well as they thought, and they definitely hadn’t broken me if I could still act on impulse like this.

Unfortunately, he didn’t use the whip at all during our trip, and he pulled on the reins much too hard when it was time for me to stop at the manor, but overall I enjoyed my brief time under the handsome stranger’s control.  I’d been naked and fucked in front of everyone at the ranch before, but for some reason, this had a more exhibitionist feel to it, and I was sure I’d be reliving this day in my dreams for quite some time.

When they’d all disembarked, I realized closing my blinders might’ve been a mistake, since the valet dude wasn’t allowed to alter anything I wore except to feed me, and now I’d be standing around blind until they finished eating.  That could take hours, especially if Star managed to get them alone for that long talk she wanted.

Since I couldn’t be expected to find the food and water troughs while blind, I had a feed bag full of mushy grain strapped over my face, and I could barely eat with how stiff my jaw was from the gag I’d been wearing.  He wasn’t pleased when he returned and discovered I’d only eaten half of it, and gave me five lashes with the cane as incentive to do better.

He also promised five would become fifty if I wasn’t finished by the next time he checked, although he didn’t have to worry on that score; I was already scarfing it down as fast as I could.  My gag went back in the moment he’d finished feeding and watering me, and I swear it felt even tighter than before, although that shouldn’t have been possible.

With nothing else to do but wait, I lay down on my side, and hoped I wouldn’t be stuck here all day.  In the meantime, I relived my time with Craig, and fanaticized about how things might’ve gone if circumstances were a little different.

***

Either I’d dozed off and lost track of time, or brunch was a shorter affair than usual.  Either way, I was taken from the paddock, put back in the traces, and brought to the front to wait for Master and Mistress.  Or so I thought.

Either they had left special instructions today, or maybe it was because I was wearing my show tack, I was taken to a groomer first.  I got a quick but thorough sponge bath and oiling, had my boots, harness, and bridle polished, and my mane and tail brushed.  Now
 I was brought out front to wait.

Master flipped open my blinders before climbing aboard, and once I got used to the light, I saw Craig was standing beside me.  I couldn’t give him a smile, but I pawed the ground and gave him a little jiggle of my boobs to try and let him know I was glad to see him.

I wondered what Master and Mistress thought of my obvious infatuation with him.  Would it get me in trouble, or would they maybe let me have a romp in the hay with him if I was a good pony today?

“She wants to have a word with Scarlett,” Mistress said, surprising me because I hadn’t seen her approach.  “Let’s get out of here.”

“Did she want me to wait for her?” Craig asked.

“She didn’t say.”

“In that case, do you mind if I tag along with y’all?  I think some of the exercises you have Piper do would be good for building up the core and working the thighs, so I’d like to watch for a while.”

“Of course you can,” Mistress agreed.  “Benjamin can pick you up in five or ten minutes.”

“If you’re not going far, I’ll just jog alongside you.  I need to work off some of that amazing lunch I devoured anyway.”

“It’s about a ten minute trip, or less if you can keep up with Piper once she gets up to speed.”

“I’m pretty sure I could beat her even if our roles were reversed,” he chuckled.  “I do a lot of running to keep in shape.”

“Maybe we can put that boast to the test someday,” she laughed.

I had a sudden vision of Craig dressed as a ponyboy in a web of black leather, with his chest gleaming, and the wind whipping through his hair.  It was a lovely picture, but one I had to banish from my mind when I felt Mistress board the cart.  It sounded like she wanted me to run full out, and I’d need all my concentration for that.

Rather than pulling a one-eighty, Master guided me around the circular drive before taking me down the compound path.  As soon as we hit the long straightaway, he shook the reins, yelled ‘giddy-up’, and Mistress gave me a hard crack from the whip for good measure.  I abandoned any attempt at parade steps, and took off like a bat out of hell.

Even with a slight downward grade, I knew I’d never be able to beat Craig, but I wanted to show him a little of what I had in me.  After all, nothing impresses an athlete like a fine display of physical prowess.

I lowered my head and leaned into my run, trusting Master’s expert guidance to keep me on the proper line, and gave it everything I had.  I don’t think I’d ever run this fast, even when pulling the much lighter racing sulky, and before I knew it, Master was applying an even, steady pressure with the reins to slow me down.

“Whoa,” Mistress called out, although stopping quickly with the cart’s inertia behind me was impossible.  I’d been going so fast, we actually overshot the gate to the dressage field, and had to turn around.

“Damn, she can run!” Craig said, sounding impressed.

“She sure can,” Master agreed.  “She wasn’t in what you might call top shape when she got here, but she works hard and learns fast.  Can you open the gate for me please?”

“Sure.”

When he came into view, I saw that while his chest wasn’t heaving like mine was, I’d at least made him work up a sweat.  It was a minor victory, but I’d take it.

Once I was free of the cart and inside the paddock, Master picked up the hose and shot a light spray over me to cool me down from my run.  As he was spraying me, I saw a smirk twitch at the corners of his mouth for a moment, and knew he was about to shake things up somehow.

“Kneel and rest,” he said, shutting off the hose and removing my bit.

I worked some life back into my jaw, feeling pretty sure I knew where this was about to go, and wanting to be ready.  Sure enough, he stepped in front of me and unbuckled his belt, unzipped his fly, and let his semi-erect cock spring free.

I licked my lips before leaning forward so I could take the head into my mouth, and teased the underside of his shaft with my tongue until he became fully hard.  I wasn’t sure if he wanted long and slow, or fast and hard, so I opted for fast, since he could always pull back if he wanted me to slow down.

Once he was ready, I began taking him deeper into my mouth with each stroke, and into my throat as well.  I always had to work up to a good deep throat blowjob, or my gag reflex would trigger and ruin the experience, but I was getting better; I’d had lots of practice lately.

It didn’t take him long to cum today, and once he’d finished and I’d licked him clean, he turned towards Craig.

“Care for a little relief?” he asked.  “Part of the reason she ran so well was because of you running beside her, so I think you should let her thank you.”

“Uhh,” he intelligently said.

“Do you want to thank Craig?” he asked me.

I immediately turned towards Craig and shuffled forward a few feet, giving him a wink and a smile now that I could.  While I could clearly see his shorts were doing a fine impression of a circus tent, he seemed too embarrassed to accept.  What a shame.

“So, you say you’re mostly interested in thigh and core work?” Mistress asked, changing the subject.  “What kind of exercises do you normally do for that?”

“I try to vary my routine so I work everything, but for my thighs I found jumping rope and shadow boxing to work quite well.  Squats and crunches usually give my abs a good workout, but I’m always looking for ways to change things up.”

“We’re going to give Piper a little dressage and steeplechase training today, and I think you’ll get an excellent workout if you try to copy her steps.

“Will I need to wear those goofy boots?  I don’t know how Piper manages to even stand in those things, let alone run like the wind.”

“No, your regular ones will be fine, although pony boots will work your calves like nothing else once you get used to them.  If you’re not used to high heels, though, you’ll probably fall flat on your face every second step.”

“Then I think I’ll pass.”

“Okay, then let’s warm up with a little high-step dressage.  Starting with the right leg, lift it up until your thigh is perfectly horizontal, with your foot pointing straight down.  Hold that position for a second, and then extend it forward and down to complete the step, and then raise the left leg the same way.  Piper, take ten steps forward, spin, and return to show him how it’s done.”

I made sure to keep my form absolutely perfect, both to demonstrate how it was supposed to be done, and to show off a little.  Maybe once he got used to me a little more he wouldn’t be so quick to turn down a free blowjob.  After all, Master had
 neglected to put the bit back in my mouth, and I don’t think that was simply an oversight.

“Good,” Mistress praised me on my return.  “Now you try.”

Craig had been watching me closely, and didn’t do too
 badly, but nobody gets it right the first time.  Mistress called out to correct his errors as they happened, but didn’t use her riding crop like she would’ve on me.

“Not bad, but you need to pay attention to your posture more.  If you keep your back straight, chest out, and stomach in, you’ll find it’ll build up your lats nicely, not to mention your cute butt.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“You also tend to raise your legs well past the horizontal, rather than stopping them where you need to.  Think of this like it was Tai-chi, where precision is more important than enthusiasm.”

“Gotcha,” he nodded.

“Let’s try a few slow steps in place.  I’ll hold the end of my crop at the point your knee should stop at so you can get a feel for it.”

“Sounds good,” he agreed.

He learned pretty quick with Mistress’s help, although he lost a bit of precision once he started moving again.  Still, he was doing a better job than I had on my first day here, and I was duly impressed.

“Now that you have the basics, we’re going to add a little spring to each step.  Push off the ground rather than simply walking forward, almost like you were trying to jump over a rope.  Watch Piper while I lunge her, and join in whenever you feel you’re ready.”

She attached one end of the reins to my collar and stepped back until the whole length was extended between us.  She got me moving with a light flick of the lead, and I began prancing in a large circle, bending my legs slightly so I could put a good amount of spring into each step.

He spent a minute watching, and then another minute practicing in place before falling in behind me.  Mistress continued to correct him quite frequently, and me as well on occasion, but overall, we both seemed to be doing fairly well.  It wasn’t exactly rocket science, but it did
 require a lot of precision, and he was catching up to my level surprisingly fast.

“You were right about feeling the burn in the thighs,” he remarked, once we stopped for a break.  “And once I started paying attention to my posture, I could feel all the muscles from my legs up to my shoulders come into play.”

“The hop-step you were doing might help you with your MMA career as well.”

“How so?”

“If you try kicking out when you do the hop, I bet you could do some real damage to your opponent in the ring.”

He tried it a few times, and I knew if one of those front kicks landed in my gut, I’d be down for the count.  He tried a few variants at different heights, and was smiling when he realized how well it worked.

“This is great… do you have any more tricks up your sleeve?”

“More than you could possibly imagine,” Mistress purred.

“I hope you have a few tricks up your own sleeve,” Master commented, looking at his phone.  “Benjamin just sent me a text saying Ms. Laudney left.”

“Left what?”

“Left the ranch… hit the road… burned rubber… Elvis has left the building.  She’s gone.”

“She left me here?  How am I supposed to get home now?”

“Someone can give you a lift on Monday, or we’ll have the plane here then as well.  Until then, I’m sorry, but it seems you’re stuck here.”


Stable Mates

“I can’t believe she just left me here,” he muttered for about the tenth time since discovering he’d been abandoned.

“Ethan’s getting to the bottom of this mess,” Mistress soothed him.  “Just give him another minute or two, and he’ll have the whole story for you.”

Our training had ground to a halt.  Craig was really upset at being abandoned by Star, although for the life of me I couldn’t figure out why.  She’d brought him along for his muscles, not because she actually gave two shits about him, and I was pretty sure she hadn’t even slept with him for his troubles.

“Is your phone on?” Master asked, looking up.

“Shit!  I must’ve left it in my jeans at the cabin.”

“Apparently, she both called and texted you while she was still at the manor.”

“So she left because I didn’t pick up?”

“I think she was leaving anyway, although if you would’ve answered you probably wouldn’t be stuck here with all us evil, sick, twisted, and otherwise dastardly perverts.”

That got a chuckle out of him at least.

“Okay, here’s the story,” Master said, hanging up.  “She tried and failed to convince Piper, us, and Scarlett to get her out of here, and had a hard time accepting her failure.  She basically left in a huff when she realized she had no chance at succeeding.”

“Why didn’t someone stop her?”

“What would you have us do?  Kidnap her and hold her prisoner?  If it’s any consolation, you weren’t deliberately left behind, at least on our part.  Benjamin simply took her to the cabin, and she walked to the gate from there.  It was also a different guard on duty, so he had no idea she was leaving you behind.”

“I can’t believe she just left me here,” he muttered.

“On a slightly brighter note, at least she left your overnight bag behind.”

“Great… that spare T-shirt and one change of underwear is gonna make me feel sooo
 much better over the next few days.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Mistress said, running a finger along his glistening bicep.  “We’ll take real
 good care of you.”

Something about the hungry look on Mistresses face was more than a little alarming.  I’d been so hung up on imagining what it’d be like to spend a night with Craig, I’d totally missed the way she was practically drooling over him.  The only difference was, she had a pretty good chance of actually succeeding in getting him in the sack.  Then another thought struck me…

Was that all she was looking for, or was she looking for something more?  Perhaps something involving leather, steel, and a lifetime of servitude.

As a ponyboy, Craig would be the find of a lifetime.  He was already in top physical shape, could run like an Olympian, was a fast learner, and just the way he looked was enough to win practically any parade type pony show.  Was I about to be replaced?

I sure hope not, but as soon as the thought crossed my mind, I could think of a dozen reasons why he’d make a better pony than I was, and disregarding the purely physical, at the top of the list was my basic attitude.

Sure, I came here on my own accord to become a ponygirl, and I obeyed their commands as best as I could, but there was always that small part of me that fought back against the rules.  I was obedient, but not truly submissive… at least not fully.  There was a tiny kernel of rebellion inside me that refused to be tamed, and they knew it.

Lost in thought, it took a sharp tug on my lead to get my attention.  The news of Star’s leaving had totally disrupted the training session, so we were going back to the stable, and they needed to get me in the traces.

With the way my imagination was running wild, I did the run back completely on autopilot, and I still didn’t know what to think about it all.  If Mistress simply added him to their stable, I might get to frolic with him now and then, which would be absolutely delicious.  On the other hoof, if she replaced me with Craig, I would be sent home, traded to another stable, or sold to the highest bidder.

I wasn’t sure how it might work in the real world, but I’d read too many non-consensual ponygirl stories to be anything other than scared shitless at the prospect of being sold.  When I’d first arrived at the ranch, I’d heard them talk about renaming me, marking me with their brand, and all sorts of equally terrifying propositions.  They could still do it, too.

Back at the stable, Master hooked me up to the lunging bar and told me to do laps of increasing and decreasing speeds, with a big jump at the end of each one.  Walk, trot, canter, gallop, and then back down again, and ending with a sixty second rest before beginning the cycle again.

He gave me two very
 hard, stinging swats directly on my nipples with his riding crop when I didn’t seem to be paying proper attention, and then left me alone to follow his instructions.  I had a sneaking suspicion he was just trying to keep me busy while Mistress spun her web to trap Craig, but tied to the lunging bar, there wasn’t a single thing I could do to interfere with her plan.

He was an athlete and a fighter, but he was also like a puppy dog, following at the heels of Star, so it wouldn’t take much for Mistress to get him to agree to almost anything.  He was much too polite to refuse any request made by someone with a vagina, and I was sure Mistress was devious enough to make almost any request sound perfectly reasonable.

Master surprised me by returning while I was only on the second cycle, and after stripping off his shirt, followed along beside me while I did my laps.  He remained silent at first, simply using his crop on my ass like it was a metronome, but then he decided to open up and start talking.

“Vivienne seems to think the friend of your friend has the makings of a champion pony, and she rarely misses once she takes aim,” he said, almost to himself.  “She may be right, but I guarantee you she’ll have her work cut out for her with this one.  He’s definitely got the physique, but can you believe he’s shy?”

I could, actually.

“That’s why he refused the blowjob earlier, even though he probably wanted one more than life itself… he admitted he’s self-conscious about the size of his… package, and that’s also why I’m out here with you now.  I can practically guarantee she’s already legs-up in a pile of straw right now, but she’d still be grinding her teeth in frustration if I didn’t absent myself to ‘oversee your training’,” he snickered.

Based on the size of the tent he’d pitched, I never would’ve guessed he had a small cock, but maybe I’d been letting my imagination get the better of me.  From the moment he’d arrived, I’d been drawn to him like a moth to a flame, and I was pretty damn jealous of my Mistress right now.  Maybe by the time I finished this exercise, Mistress would’ve cured his shyness and I’d be able to join them.

“Your jumps are getting better,” he congratulated me, as I finished a set and came to a halt.  “If Vivienne wasn’t going to be so busy playing with her shy new toy for the next few hours, I’d take you inside for some good group fun as a reward.”

Master had an unexpected talent of being able to hold a conversation with himself, while answering the questions in my head at the same time… even though I wasn’t getting the answers I wanted to hear.  Maybe he really could read my mind.

“I wonder how long it’ll take her to turn him into a bondage junkie and pain slut like you,” he mused.

I must’ve jumped visibly at that, since he started to chuckle again.

“Oh, it seems someone doesn’t like the sound of that.  Could it be my horny little mare is smitten by the sight of a powerful new stallion?  Perhaps she wants to rescue him from Vivienne’s evil clutches?”

I hung my head in shame; he was reading me like an open book.

“By the time she’s done with him he may not want
 to be rescued, but there might be a way you could help mitigate the severity of his stay with us.”

If I had ears like a real pony, they would’ve shot up.

“It’s usually the stallion’s job to protect the herd, but since you have more… experience… perhaps I can allow you to take over some of those duties.  Would you like that?”

I pawed the ground hard for yes.  I definitely wanted to prevent Craig from getting tricked into dealing with more than he knew how to handle, especially since it was partially my fault he was here at all.

“Are you sure?” he asked, tugging on my crotch strap.  “It won’t be easy for you, since I’ll require you to make the final commitment you’ve thus far failed to achieve.”

Each tug moved the nub over my clit, causing me to moan.  My legs were a little shaky due to his ministrations, but I pawed the ground again.

“You will need to be the perfect ponygirl in all respects.  You normally obey well, but sometimes you let your body override your brain, and that simply won’t do.  You will need to lead by example, and show him how to truly live the human pony lifestyle.”

He stopped tugging on the crotch strap, but a moment later I felt it fall loose.  Now he was stroking my folds and rubbing my clit directly, and considering how horny I’d been all day, I knew he’d be able to make me explode in mere moments.  I couldn’t, though… he wanted me to behave like the perfect little submissive pony I was supposed to be, and a good pony wasn’t allowed to cum without permission.

“If you take up the task to teach him by example, then we will hold you personally responsible for all of his actions.  That means any punishment he earns will instead be delivered to you, and doubled for good measure, just to make sure the point gets across to both of you.”

I shuddered when he began slowly fucking me with the fat dildo I’d been intimately acquainted with all morning, and clamped down on my bit hard to help control myself.  He was turning this conversation into an object lesson, and failure would have even more dire consequences than usual.

“He won’t know you actually get off on corporal punishment, so when he sees you being whipped for his transgressions, it should provide the ultimate motivation for him to do better.  I can tell he likes you a lot, and his protective instincts should make him learn proper pony protocol at a record pace.”

My whole body was practically thrumming with the need to give in to the orgasm he was bringing me towards, and it was getting hard to concentrate on his words.  I knew without being told, though, the deal he was offering would be all over if I came, and Craig would be under Mistresses control without even the little bit of protection I could offer.

“What it comes down to is this: we either tame you, or we break him.  Do you have it in you to commit to the course and follow it through to the end?”

My head was swimming so badly I almost missed the question, but it sunk in before he might think I was refusing, and I pawed the ground a final time.  Yes, I was ready to do whatever it took.

“Very well,” he said, increasing the speed in which he was dildo-fucking me.  “Then I think I will let you…” he paused.

Please, please hurry and say the word… please let me cum already… I can’t hold it back much longer.

“Get back to your training,” he finished, shoving the dildo back inside me and replacing the crotch strap.

He’d left me so close to the edge I felt like screaming and kicking, or maybe crying with frustration, but none of those options would’ve done any good.  Leaving me hanging with one hoof over the edge was the first lesson in my new regime of being tamed to his will, utterly and completely.  I sucked air past the bit and took a shaky step.

Master was relentless during the rest of my lesson, turning on the vibrator at random points in my run, and quite often during my rest breaks, meaning they were anything but restful now.  He kept it up for hours upon hours, and I was a sorry looking, sodden mess by the time he finally called for a halt.

After hosing me down, he led me inside, where Mistress was putting the finishing touches on Craig’s new outfit of steel and leather.

“Piper, I’d like you to meet your new stable mate, Magnum,” she gleefully announced.

“Magnum?” Master asked.  “I guess it’s fitting, since Magnum means big, and he certainly fits the bill.  Besides, Craig the ponyboy lacks a certain panache.”

“Oh, trust me, dear… his new name has nothing to do with his height,” she dreamily replied.

I’m not sure if it was my raised eyebrows, or Masters, but either way, she continued.

“You see, he wasn’t reluctant to ‘whip it out’ earlier because he had a small package, but because he has one that’d put an elephant to shame.  I think he’s a little smitten with our precious little Piper, and he didn’t want to scare her off.”

The ancient curse ‘may you live in interesting times’ just took on a whole new meaning for me.  This was going to be a lot harder than I thought.


Lead by Example

It was a shame Mistress hadn’t dressed him in the black leather harness of my imagination, but I guess she had to use whatever Flynn the tack master had on hand.  In this case, it was a plain, well-worn harness that was probably used by one of the field ponies, but he still made it look good.

In fact, the harness had a bit of a warrior or gladiator look to it, which fit in perfectly with his MMA fighter persona.  His arms were simply too big to come together behind his back like mine, so she’d used thick leather cuffs on his wrists and above his elbows, connecting each pair with a short length of chain.  At least those were respectably dyed black, as were the ones around his ankles.

His hands were hidden by large hoof-shaped mittens that looked like they were packed full of foam, and I bet he could use them like boxing gloves if his arms were free.  His bridle was also padded along the forehead, under the chin, along the sides, and the bit was one of the medium sized rubber bars that weren’t too severe, even when worn long term.

Mistress must’ve been very
 convincing in order to get him dressed in full ponyboy gear so fast, but at least it was probably easier to deal with than any of my kinky and highly restrictive getups.  Then again, he probably wouldn’t be able to function at all if she’d stuffed him into a crushing corset and high arch pony boots.

I unfortunately wasn’t able to see for myself what his ‘embarrassingly’ oversized package looked like, since he was wearing something that looked a little like a hardened leather diaper.  It was a shame, but in a way, it was probably for the best, since seeing his cock flapping in the wind would only distract me at a time I needed to exercise the ultimate in concentration and self-control.

I will not think of penis… I will not think of penis… I will not think of his hard, throbbing cock slipping deep inside my – no!  I will not think of penis… I will not think of penis.  Just like trying not
 to think of a pink elephant after being told so by someone, the more I told myself not to think about him, the more he dominated my thoughts.  Especially his you know what, but I double-pony dare ya not to think of it.

“So, what do you think, dear?” Mistress asked, after parading him in a slow circle around us.

“Impressive, comes to mind, although it’s a pity Flynn didn’t have something nicer to outfit him with.”

“He has a few pieces he can modify to fit Magnum, and promised me they’d be ready first thing tomorrow morning.”

“Excellent.  Piper is quite anxious to lead by example, and help demonstrate anything you need in order to advance his training, although I fear her enthusiasm has gotten the better of her today.  She may be a trifle unsteady and sloppy after the way she wore herself out going at the walker all gung-ho, and full speed ahead.”

I’d be a little sloppy and unsteady for a completely different reason, although I couldn’t let Craig… I mean Magnum know why.

“I’m not pleased to hear that, although she couldn’t have known about my plans for tonight, so I guess it wouldn’t be fair to punish her for messing things up.  It definitely means no rewards for her, though, and I won’t spare the whip if she demonstrates any mistakes.”

“That sounds eminently fair to me,” Master nodded.  “Don’t you think so Piper?”

“Not in the least
,” I said to myself, but I nodded and pawed the ground once.

“Magnum learned a lot earlier, but let’s quickly review the basics before dinner, and then Piper can have a nice little rest so she’s fresh for the next lesson.”

“If you plan on taking him to dinner as a trainee, I suppose we better start with comportment and etiquette,” Master said, taking me by the arm and placing me in the center of the aisle.  “Show him how to stand at attention.”

I immediately stood as straight and rigid as possible, with my chin slightly up, eyes looking straight forward, chest out, tummy in, and feet shoulder width apart.  While Master pointed out the details of my posture, I was just able to see Mistress, who was standing slightly behind and to the side of Magnum, tap her smart watch a few times.  To my dismay, the vibrator between my legs started buzzing at a low speed.

Oh no… she was trying to throw me off my game a little, and didn’t know how much Master had already tormented me today.  She was going to unintentionally make this a thousand times harder for me!

“Bow to your Mistress,” he ordered.

Doing the special curtsey/bow was something I normally didn’t have a problem with, but this time when I bent my leg and started my bow, Mistress gave me a brief blast of high powered vibrations that made me stumble and almost fall.  She was playing dirty!

Master gave me several corrective blows with his crop, and made me try it again.  I braced myself against another trick from Mistress, but she didn’t mess with me this time, and I pulled off a deep, perfect ponygirl bow, and held the position while Mistress guided Magnum through it.

When I got the tap signaling for me to rise, I went back into my attention posture without asking, and held it until he issued new instructions.  With the deck already stacked against me in so many ways, I wasn’t going to give them any more chances at punishing me than I had to.

“At ease,” Master said, circling me with his arms so he could fondle my tits while we watched Magnum practice the bow a few times.

Standing at ease meant I could watch Magnum a lot better than when I was at attention, and I gained a new appreciation of the muscles that boy had.  With every move he made, I could see muscles rippling across his body in places I didn’t even know muscles existed.  God, he was hot!

I had to demonstrate the bow twice, and proper posture three times, but for the most part, I got to simply stand there and watch Magnum practice.  While it was nice to be able to rest, my arousal was still at an all-time high, and watching him sure wasn’t helping.  I think that was the whole idea… Master was going to make me work at keeping up my end of the deal.

Why oh why hadn’t I cum when I had the chance?

Once Magnum had the basics of deportment down, I showed him the nuts and bolts of moving at a walk, trot, canter, and even the gallop, although I had to actually run out the front door before I could get up to speed for the faster gaits.  Mistress kept playing the occasional dirty tricks with my toy, but I didn’t make too many noticeable mistakes, so I was quite pleased with myself.

I tired quickly, but then it was Magnum’s turn to run, and I got to watch while he put on a show for us.  One thing I found quite interesting was how he actually planted his feet.  Even though he wasn’t wearing pony boots like I was, he was walking on the balls of his feet, and his heels never touched the ground once.  Maybe it had something to do with his fighting style… boxers and karate dudes bounced around on the balls of their feet, didn’t they?

Master pulled up a chair and sat me on his lap, allowing him to both maul my tits and whisper in my ear while we watched the lesson.

“I wonder if he’s an anal virgin,” Master mused, making me nervous about where this might be going.  “Right now, his tail is attached to the thong in back, and not where it truly belongs.  I’m debating if I should start him off with a number two, stretch him a little with a four, or give him a good hard reaming so I can jam in a size six right off the bat.”

While I wasn’t sure of Magnum’s sexual preferences, he’d only shown interest in girls so far, so I doubted he’d enjoy even a small butt plug, let alone Master’s big cock in his ass.  He’d started me off with the number six after taking me back there, and let me tell you, it was quite a shock to the system.

“A big, strapping young man like Magnum could probably go up to a number ten in fairly short order if I work hard at it… no pun intended.  You see, I have this brand new number ten I’ve been dying to use on someone, since it’s big enough to hold its own sixteen hour battery, even with the enema tube running through it, and it charges wirelessly.  Why, once I get it up there, I could leave it in place practically forever!”

Okay, now I knew where he was going with this; he was still fucking with me, and this was just another part of it.  The size eight plug I currently wore was about to be replaced, but instead of just forcing it upon me, he wanted me to volunteer to take it so I could spare Magnum.  Fine… I wiggled my ass, ground it into his crotch, and did a semi-successful attempt at a sitting twerk.

“Oh?  What’s this?  Are you trying to tell me you want to be the one who gets to try out my new toy?”

With a sigh, I nodded and tapped the ground once with my hoof.

“I’m not sure you deserve such a fine reward… have you been a good pony?”

Reward?  Yeah right.  Once again, I ground my ass into his hardening cock and pawed the ground.

“I’ll allow it if you can successfully demonstrate a brand new gait for our yearling stallion.”

Master explained exactly what he wanted me to do, and while it didn’t seem too hard on the surface, I had both my exhaustion and arousal working against me.  Ironically, either success or failure was going to be a literal pain in someone’s ass, and yes… that pun was intended.

This new gait was a variant of the half-step, where I moved diagonally, and the full step, where I moved sideways, but with a single big hop for each step.  Master helped me to my feet so we could go outside where there was more room, and while we waited for Mistress to finish with Magnum, I spotted something that almost made me break out in laughter.  I’d left a tremendous wet spot on the front of Master’s pants from how badly I was flooding!

For my demonstration, Master used a buggy whip to let me know how he wanted me to move on a step by step basis.  A crack to the right butt cheek meant hop forward and left, the outside of the thigh meant a full-step hop sideways, and wrapping the end around to strike on my tits meant a backwards diagonal hop.

Every time I landed I was to keep the foot I jumped off of in the air, standing on only one hoof until he cracked the whip again to give me my next instruction.  While the jumps themselves weren’t too difficult, properly holding the position while waiting for the next blow from the whip was exceedingly hard.

I don’t know how I made it through the exercise without collapsing, but I did, and then it was Magnum’s turn to try it.  Master took me into the shade of the stable and bent me over the hitching post rail so I could rest, and tied me in place from the rings on my waist belt.

He also reattached my reins, and must’ve tied them to one of the hooks on the wall, since my head was held up and looking forward once he’d walked away.  It was far from the most comfortable position in the world, but at least now I could watch Mistress and Magnum easier.

She used voice commands instead of the whip on him, and started him off slow so she could correct his numerous errors in form, distance, and direction.  He had a tendency to jump much further to the left than to the right, so she had to constantly reposition him.

“As per our agreement, you’ll be paying for all his mistakes,” Master whispered, startling me.  I hadn’t heard him return.  “Later, though… you performed well enough to earn the reward we discussed.”

I automatically spread my legs as wide as I could when I felt him undoing the waist belt, a little fearful of what was coming, but wanting to get it over with as fast and painlessly as possible.  Unfortunately, Master had a different plan in mind.

When he pulled out my tail plug, he’d left the fat dildo slowly buzzing away inside me, and I could actually feel the widest part of the plug moving against it.  It felt surprisingly good, but it was over in a moment, and I tried to stay as relaxed as I could for the insertion of the new monster I was about to be ‘rewarded’ with.

I might’ve been as ready as I’d ever be, but Master wasn’t.  After being greased up quite thoroughly, the pressure I felt back there was the familiar one of his cock, not the new butt plug.   I really should’ve known he was going to take me there first, but my mind was pretty much overloaded by this point.

Surprising me yet again, he timed each thrust to the pace Mistress was working Magnum at, and using a leather strap in each hand, he delivered a blow to the sides of my thighs, ass, and tits to match the moves he was making.  Even when I closed my eyes, I knew which direction he’d just moved, and how well he’d done, since Master would hit me twice as hard if he made a mistake.

Now I was truly in sensory overload, and sinking deeper into subspace with each powerful thrust of his cock and stinging slap of the strap.  I wasn’t sure if it was the vibrations in my pussy or the slow but steady punishment I was receiving, but Master’s cock had never felt so good back there as it did right now.

I now knew what edging would be like if it was turned into an extreme sport, but no matter how good it felt, I knew I couldn’t give in and let myself cum, or Magnum would pay the ultimate price.  I would not
 let that happen!

Magnum had been facing away from us during this stage of his training, but as Mistress allowed him a break, she turned him around.  Even at a distance I could see his eyes go wide, as he took in the sight of Master pounding into me from behind.  He needed to get used to seeing public sex quickly, because it was as common here on the ranch, as blades of grass in the corral.

Under his watchful gaze, Master began hitting me in a repeating pattern of thighs, ass, and tits.  It was part of his
 lesson, since when Mistress had him start again, it was to the exact same pattern and tempo Master was using on me.  I felt like a metronome.

I think watching me was throwing him off, because even though the pattern was predictable, he started making tons of mistakes.  I was paying the price for those errors with stronger and stronger blows from the strap, which seemed to distract him even more, making it harder for both of us in another one of those increasingly unbreakable chains of cause and effect.

It continued like that right up to the point where Master couldn’t hold on any longer, and shot his seed deep inside my ass.  Not missing a beat, as soon as he finished cumming, he pulled out and rammed the new butt plug home with a single hard push that quite literally took my breath away.  Combined with the fat toy in my other hole, I’d never felt so stuffed in my entire life, especially once he replaced the crotch belt tighter than before.

It probably wasn’t a coincidence that Mistress announced it was time for dinner, and guided Magnum into the traces of their cart, while Master untied me and took me inside.  My dinner was over with fast, since it was just a thick protein shake, followed by some water, and then a quick shower.  When he laid me out in my stall, he attached a short chain to my collar, refastened my hands behind my back, and gave me a quick kiss on the nose.

By the time I realized what he’d done, my stall door was closed, and he was gone… with the vibrator inside me still merrily buzzing away!  How could he have forgotten to turn it off?  I chomped my bit in frustration, knowing this was going to be a long night with very little sleep, and a lot of frustration.


Taming the Ponygirl

While incredibly maddening, I must’ve somehow managed to eventually doze off, since one minute I was almost ready to scream out of extreme frustration, and the next I awoke with my toy off, and an unfamiliar warmth pressed against my back.  I wasn’t sure what was going on at first, but since my head was resting on an arm that held a familiar looking hoof-shaped mitten at the end, it could only mean it was Magnum who was keeping my back warm!

The realization woke me up faster than a bucket of ice water, although it left me at a loss over what I should do.  It was probably early enough we could hold a half-assed conversation without getting caught, and even though I was gagged, I should still be able to warn him about Mistress’s intentions.

On the other hoof, it had really cooled down last night, and it felt good to lie with him like this, even if we couldn’t do anything more than spoon.  Was sharing my stall with him going to be a regular occurrence?  If so, did I really want to tell him to get out while he could, or should I be selfish and do what I could to convince him to stay?

No… as much as I wanted him to be here with me, it was a decision he should make on his own, and with a clear head.  It was a certainty he’d only agreed to be restrained as a ponyboy after hours of incredible sex with Mistress, so I really needed to stick with the plan to protect him, and do what I could to save him from Mistress, Master, and himself.

It might be another story if we didn’t have a couple layers of leather keeping his cock out of my pussy, but we did, so my willpower wasn’t put to the test.  Of course, now that I’d made the decision to simply lie here and be all virtuous and shit, I heard the latch on my stall door click and open.

Crap… I was supposed to be ready and waiting for them each and every day, and presumably Magnum did too, but I hadn’t heard even their footsteps this morning.

“Aww… isn’t that cute,” Mistress said with a low chuckle.  “My ponies are enjoying a good cuddle so much they can’t even be bothered to present themselves this morning.”

While her words were dripping with sweetness, there was an implied threat in her comment, and it was highly unlikely she found our disobedience ‘cute’.

“Up and at ‘em,” she shouted, banging on the side of the stall for good measure.

Magnum seemed to wake up pretty fast, so it didn’t take long for us to separate and get to our feet, although I still had the chain on my collar, so I had to step to the back wall in order to stand at attention.  Mistress was wearing a translucent pink baby doll and nothing else, not even her riding boots, so it was no wonder I hadn’t heard her approach.

Ignoring me completely, she pulled Magnum’s head down to give him a big kiss, and then with a finger in the ring on his collar, she led him from the stall.  I was more than a little jealous, but all I could do was stand there and wait to be released.

I heard the shower come on a few minutes later, and could easily envision Mistress washing his big, hard body with slow strokes of a soapy sponge.  I would’ve given almost anything to be given the chore myself, but maybe it was a good thing she’d left me in my stall, since I was still as horny as hell, and didn’t need any more temptations.

I’d barely made it through yesterday without cumming, and getting worked up this early would only make my day harder to endure.  At least I didn’t hear them going at it… I don’t think I’d be able to handle that right now.

Wearing a white silk robe, Master finally made an appearance.  He put a bowl of trail mix into my trough, topped up my water, and removed my bit so I could eat.  I would’ve preferred to join Mistress and Magnum in the shower, just so I could see the cock she’d been drooling over, but apparently, Master had other plans for me today.

While I was eating, he stripped away all of my tack except for my pony boots, cuffs, and collar, and it goes without saying he had a little fun groping my boobs and fingering my pussy.  He luckily didn’t go overboard with it today… just enough to get my attention, and most likely get my juices flowing so he could insert another fat toy in my pussy.

I knew it’d be too much to hope for to get to feel a real cock where I wanted it most, but hope springs eternal, or some shit like that.  It had been several days since I’d last been allowed to cum… although it seemed like much longer… and constant arousal had left me with a one-track mind.

By the time I’d finished eating and was taken for my shower, Mistress and Magnum were nowhere to be seen.  As promised, the football lodged up my ass didn’t need to be removed for Master to give me my daily enema, only the tail part of it.  I briefly wondered if Magnum had been subjected to his first enema this morning, or if he was still allowed to take care of business naturally.  Mistress had kept him in the shower for quite some time, but she might’ve just been playing with him.

Now that I thought about it, male plumbing was quite different from mine, and he probably wouldn’t be able to pee if he was aroused.  Heck, if he got an erection, that leather thing he was wearing yesterday was probably quite uncomfortably restrictive, and there was no way he could’ve made it through the day without getting a hard-on or fifty.

Wondering about things like that weren’t doing anyone any good, so I tried to push those thought out of my mind so I could focus better on anything Master might need me to do.  While I technically didn’t have to do anything if I was being groomed, I could make it a little easier for him if I paid attention.

I hoped he noticed I was trying to be helpful, but if he did, he didn’t comment on it.  He finished without a word, and led me over to the tack stall to pick out what I’d be wearing today.  It took about three seconds, since todays tack consisted of a lock to keep my wrists behind my back, and a plain bit gag.  No bridle, harness, corset, waist belt, bells, or toys… just a lock and a bit on a thin leather thong.

Maybe he wanted to even out my tan.  Holding me by my wrists, he steered me out the back door, where Mistress was already hard at work with Magnum, and despite my resolve to be the perfect ponygirl for my Master, the sight made me stop in my tracks.

He was wearing a harness with wide, studded, black leather straps that came over his shoulders and met in a big steel ring in the middle of his chest, where it split off to the sides and wrapped around just below his pecs.  A lower harness circled his waist and each thigh, but left everything else fully exposed, and I do mean everything.  I finally got to see for myself that Mistress hadn’t been exaggerating in the least about the size of his cock!

It wasn’t even erect right now, and it was nearly the size of my Master, and he was by no means a man with a small tool.  When that thing got hard…

“I’m guessing someone likes what she sees?” Master asked, sounding amused.

Dammit, I’d been so distracted by the sight of seeing Magnum just as I’d dreamt about him, I’d completely ignored my Master and stopped.  That would never do, and I was extremely lucky he thought it was funny, instead of taking umbrage at my disobedience.

“You know… I bet I could work one of the smaller ring gags over his cock while it’s soft, and once I get it all the way down to the base, it’ll act like a nice, tight cock ring.  Once I gag you with it and he gets hard, it’ll bring him to full mast and most likely keep him there, since he’ll have a hard time cumming with that much restriction around his shaft.

“What do you think?  Can you handle that much cock in your throat for an hour or two?  I could feed him a few Viagra as well, just to make things interesting.”

I knew he had to be joking.  I wouldn’t be able to breathe with a cock that size in my throat.

“No?” he chuckled.  “Well perhaps if she’s good, she might enjoy it if I did something similar, except I let her ride
 the pony – both figuratively and literally.”

Now that
 was an offer that made me perk up.  Did he really mean it, or was he still messing with me?

“Ah, that seems to have gotten her attention.  She’s such a randy little filly; even the thought of all that cock inside her has probably turned her snatch into a river.”

Reaching around, he slid a pair of fingers past my folds, and then held it up in front of me.  Yes, they were glistening wet, but I’m sure he already knew it… I sure did, especially after he rubbed it under my nose.

“Now what might she be willing to do in order to earn such a fine reward?”

He already knew I’d do anything he asked, but since he was right behind my cuffed hands, I reached back and began to fondle him through his robe.  Either he was just as horny as I was, or the fine silk rubbing against his cock felt exceptionally good to him, since he grew rock hard almost instantly.

“Mmm… I love how a mare in heat isn’t picky about which cock she gets, as long as she gets one.  Unfortunately, she still has to earn it.”

Grabbing me by my upper arms, he marched me off the porch and into the lunging ring, where Magnum had just come to a halt.

“Your new pony boy-toy seems to be in fine spirits this morning,” Master said approvingly.

“He was a little skittish when he discovered half of his expected outfit was ‘missing’, but he’s rallied quite admirably,” Mistress replied.  “Now he seems to be quite literally chomping at the bit to proceed with his training.”

“That’s the spirit!” Master cheered.  “Let’s not waste any more time then, and get them ready for today’s challenge.”

I couldn’t quite suppress my sigh at those words, but I should’ve known my lack of proper tack was too good to be true.  However, Master surprised me yet again by unlocking my cuffs and leaving them completely free, while Mistress did the same to Magnum.

I was totally confused about what was going on now, since my hands were never
 allowed to be unfettered.  I got my answer a moment later, when each of us was given a bottle of suntan lotion.

“I want each of you to completely cover the other with sunscreen, and I do mean completely.  If I find so much as an area as small as a pinhead that hasn’t been coated, I will deliver a dozen of my hardest lashes to that spot, and another dozen to a particularly sensitive spot of my choice.” Mistress cheerfully instructed us.

“And I will do the same to the person who failed to follow our instructions perfectly,” Master said, absently uncoiling a nasty looking bullwhip and flicking it around.

When I stepped up to Magnum, I saw he was blushing furiously, and he wouldn’t look me in the eye.  I knew Master and Mistress didn’t make idle threats, though, so I squirted a generous portion of lotion into my hand, and began rubbing it on his smooth, hard chest.

He seemed to be frozen like a deer in the headlights, although there was one
 part of him that started involuntarily moving.  I only risked a brief glance down at his growing member, wanting to save it for last, and not wanting to get distracted.

“Don’t worry, Magnum
,” I thought.  “I’ll be sure to coat everything down there
 exceptionally well so you don’t get punished in your most sensitive places
.”

He still hadn’t moved by the time I finished his chest and face, so with a sigh of exasperation, I gave him a little poke in the ribs to inform him he better get with the program.  Luckily, he got the message, and turning an even deeper shade of red, he took the bottle of sunscreen and squeezed it hard enough to spray a thick zigzag pattern across my chest.

Pausing momentarily to gather his courage, he reached out and began smearing it across my chest in a half-assed manner that would absolutely never do.  Snaking my free hand behind him, I pulled us together and began rubbing my chest against his as hard as I could, praying he’d get the message that not only was this required, but quite desirable as well.

His now fully erect penis was pressed hard against my hip, and it gave me an idea on how to encourage him.  Acting fast before he could react, I shifted my right leg up and over until his cock was between my legs, and then I squeezed them together, trapping it there.  Take that, Mr. Bashful!

He tried to shy away from me, but I was ready for it, and stuck with him like glue.  If anything, I’m sure it got him even more worked up, since the friction of my tightly clenched thighs had to be doing a good job of stimulating him.

He gave up after a few steps and finally looked down into my eyes.  Something in them… either raw lust or complete acceptance must’ve reassured him, since he stopped trying to fight me, and instead, he began coating my tits in a proper manner.

My nipples were almost constantly erect these days, but by the time he was done with my boobs, you could’ve used them to chisel granite.  I reluctantly stepped back so we could properly continue with our assigned task, and this time, he started doing an admirably thorough job.

When I shuffled around him to do his back, I saw Master and Mistress were doing the same thing we were, although with a lot more playful groping and fondling.  Speaking of which, when I finished his lower back and continued on down, I gave his firm buttocks a hard squeeze before languidly giving them the required coating.  God, I could barely wait for my turn to get his hands on me down there… and even better, the spot at the same altitude, but on the front side.

With no pony boots to get in the way, I did everything including the spaces between his toes, although that was a lot tougher than it sounds since his feet seemed to be exceptionally ticklish.  I must’ve taken an extremely long time in covering him as perfectly as I could, because when I walked back in front of him, I saw Mistress and Master had already finished their jobs on each other, and were watching us intently.  I prayed Magnum didn’t notice their scrutiny, or his shyness might kick in again, causing him to do a lousy job on me.

My fears were allayed the moment her resumed his ministrations, since he seemed to be applying the lotion with a vengeance, although his strong hands still seemed gentle somehow.  I got a bit of a neck and shoulder massage before he moved downwards, and as soon as he finished the small of my back, I spread my legs and bend over until I was resting half of my weight on my hands.

Taking the invitation for what it obviously was, he didn’t hesitate when it came to rubbing my nether region, and in fact, the strength of his strokes seemed wonderfully deep and hard.  I almost swooned and fell on my face when his hand went between my legs, and rubbed my pussy with fast and hard strokes.

It seemed to last forever, yet at the same time, was over all too soon.  My legs were quivering with reaction while he finished coating them to the tops of my pony boots, and I had to take a moment before I was able to stand and turn around.

He was down on one knee, so he continued from my boots on up, with strokes that showed a confidence he’d been lacking earlier.  Just before he reached my folds, he looked up at me, and despite the bit in his mouth, I swear he smiled at me before finishing the job.

My brain pretty much shut down as his strong fingers slowly and carefully coated each and every fold, crease, and cavity, including places the sun would never hit.  He even went so far as to peel back the hood my throbbing clit was already pushing aside, and coating it with much more attention than it theoretically needed.  Not that I was complaining, mind you, but that kind of attention was almost
 enough to send me over the top in an instant.

He stood so I could finish the job on him, and after taking a moment to compose myself, I dropped to my knees just like he’d been.  It was time for a little payback!

Going up from his calves, I coated the front of his legs with slow, deliberate strokes, working up towards the main event, so to speak.  When the only thing left was his cock, I squeezed so much lotion over it, it was practically fully covered without even touching it.  That was about to change, though.

Using the lightest touch from a single finger, I slowly began rubbing it into his cock, starting at his balls and working my way up the shaft.  From what I could tell, it was torture of the most exquisite nature, and he could barely hold still while I ever so slowly moved up the incredible length of the most desirable prick I’d ever seen.

Sorry Master… your cock is absolutely wonderful, but Magnum was in a whole different weight class, so to speak.

By the time I got to his head, Magnum seemed to be having a hard time containing himself, so I stopped teasing him, and finished the job with a few long, hard strokes.  I’d been close to making him shoot his load, and not only would that most likely get us both punished, it would be such a waste!  If his geyser was gonna blow, I knew where I wanted it, and wearing it on my chest was not
 the place.

“Bravo,” Mistress applauded, breaking my reverie.  “I don’t need a close inspection to know you’ve both covered everything at least ten times over.

We both
 blushed at that.

Neither of us resisted as she clipped our wrist cuffs to our collars, and then acting before either of us could react, Mistress slipped a leather thong over his cock, and quickly pulled it tight.  With almost preternatural accuracy, she quickly wove it around the base of his shaft and his balls as well, until his junk looked to be trapped incredibly tight.

“There we go,” she purred, giving his shaft a few strokes.  “That should keep the floodgates closed until I’m ready to release the river.”

Oh shit… was she going to do what Master had threatened me with earlier?  Did we play around too much and piss her off?  Oh God, she was going to tease him and torment him and fuck with him and torture him…   Dammit, this was all my fault!

Mistress never missed anything, and the fear on my face must’ve been fairly obvious, since she broke out into an uncontrollable fit of laughing at my horrified reaction.

“Oh, this is too precious,” she gasped out in between guffaws.  “She still thinks she’s going to get punished!  What on Earth did you tell her?”

“I merely confirmed how well we’d tamed her, dear,” Master snickered, coming up to join us.  “I wanted to see how far she’d go in following instructions she otherwise might’ve rebelled against, and I must say, she seemed almost eager to prevent Cra – I mean Magnum, from falling irrevocably to your cunning, dastardly, evil spell.  Or some such shit.”

“By Thor’s hairy left nut sack, I swear Piper bought your load of shit hook, line, and sinker!”

Master bowed at the convoluted compliment, and came over to join us, looking like he was a millisecond from breaking out in uncontrollable laughter like Mistress was still doing.  I was actually starting to get upset at the way they were both laughing at me, but then Master grabbed me by my nose ring and took control of the situation again.

“I informed you you’d need to earn what you wanted, and I did not lie.  This is your chance to work on your quads, and I somehow don’t think you’ll be complaining much in a few moments.”

Within the few aforementioned moments, Mistress had pulled Magnum onto his back on the grass beside the lunging ring, and cautioned him not to move.  At the same time, Master pulled me over until I was straddling his midsection, and then slowly helped me squat until I was just above his groin.

Working together, Mistress aimed his cock towards the sky, while Master pressed me down the last few inches until his hot, hard head was pressing against my nether lips.  My head was still reeling with confusion, but I knew what to do when a cock was pressing for entry there.

I squatted a little more, and felt the tip slide past my soaking wet labia.  Oh my fucking Aunt Edna, it felt even bigger than it looked!  I almost came on the spot, but I exercised as much self-control as I still had left, and suppressed my instinctive reaction.  By the time I could think again, I found my wrists cuffed to the rubber straps that normally went to my shoulder rings when I was being lunged.

“Your task today is quite simple,” Master whispered into my ear.  “I want a thousand squats out of you, to help build up your quads.  I suggest you get busy, since if you slow down at all, I’m going to replace your tail with something much more fun… from my point of view.  By the way… you have my permission to cum as many times as you like.”

I had to replay his words three or four times before I could convince myself I’d heard them correctly, but then I started doing the squats he’d ordered, and thinking stopped being a conscious part of what I was doing.  As I began lowering myself over Magnum’s incredibly huge cock, I had to shuffle my feet several times to maintain my balance properly, but the straps from above helped a lot.

No matter how far I lowered myself, it seemed like there was more of it waiting for me, and I had a strange vision of it rippling along my stomach as I took him deeper and deeper.  I’d thought the toy yesterday filled me completely, but boy was I ever wrong… there was no end to it, and I swear it was mashing my cervix like it was a soggy paper plate!

No matter how hard I tried, there was no way I could accommodate his entire length, so once I’d taken as much as I could, I did a final little shift of my feet, and pushed off him, getting down to the business at hand.  He felt so incredibly good I was barely able to make the first upwards lift off his cock, but using the rubber straps holding my hands above me, I was able to rise until I felt the bulbous head of his cock hit my G-spot.

As soon as it did I dropped again, gasping loud enough to activate a warning shock from my collar, but not caring for once; feeling him inside me after daydreaming about him for so long, was just too amazing to let me worry about inconsequential details.  By only my third squat, the orgasm that’d been building inside me for days had reached critical mass, and I didn’t even dream of trying to stop it this time.

To say it was intense was like saying the surface of the sun was a little warm; it overwhelmed me in an instant, locking every muscle in my body while it crested higher and higher, until I thought my heart might burst.  I couldn’t even finish the squat, however my involuntary shivers and shakes must’ve done the job for me, since I somehow found myself fully impaled on his cock.

My legs refused to work properly, so I couldn’t rise up and down for a proper fuck, but my body didn’t care; I just kept cumming and cumming and cumming.  I finally remembered I could use my arms to help me rise, and I did as soon as I started to come down from my climax, but that triggered several short, sharp aftershocks that made it hard to finish the job.

I had to literally give my head a shake when I finally reached the top, and the bulbous tip of his cock was nestled right in the good spot.  If I came that hard after only three squats, would it even be possible to do the other nine hundred and ninety-seven?  I didn’t think so, but I was going to give it my all!

After taking a brief moment to recover, I began doing my required squats in earnest, working at a slow and steady pace, with deep and deliberate breaths.  I knew I needed to conserve my strength, and also not go too wild so I wouldn’t keep cumming every minute or two.

With how good his cock felt, it would be a struggle regardless, but my Master had assigned me a goal of a thousand squats, and keeping myself under control was the only way I’d ever stand even the slightest chance.  Besides, I already knew I’d get one hell of a lot of orgasms out of this exercise before I was done, so there was no need to rush.

Despite my orgasm leaving my legs a little weak and wobbly, I got into a good rhythm, and my squats started going surprisingly well after just a few reps.  Maybe blowing my stack so early wasn’t going to be a bad thing after all, since I could now do this exercise without worrying about the overwhelming lust inside me.

I forgot to count for a while, but I think I got up to somewhere around a hundred before things started getting tough, both from my legs starting to feel the burn, and from my natural reaction to sliding up and down on Magnum’s cock.  When I reached climax this time, I was determined to keep working through it, no matter how good it felt.

Unlike my first one where it was like the lid blowing off a pressure cooker, I could feel the second one building slowly, yet growing steadily stronger with each squat I took.  I was usually too caught up in the moment to gauge the approach of an orgasm like this, so for the first time I was at least a little
 prepared when it finally hit.

While not as explosive as my first one, it thrummed through my entire body and felt just as good, if not better, since my mind was reasonably clear.  It was the difference between getting swamped by a wave, and riding the crest of one, and I much preferred to ride it out and enjoy each and every spark of pleasure coursing through me.

Surprisingly, rising up from a squat felt even better than sliding down… although the intensity of the pleasure sometimes made me fall back down on it prematurely, and I vaguely wondered if Master would count them towards my total.  God, I’d never had an orgasm like this before, with the strength of it rising and falling as I did, yet not diminishing or showing signs of ending.

It was definitely the longest orgasm of my life, and I felt like it might’ve gone on forever if this reverse cowgirl position hadn’t finally taken its toll on my legs.  The unusual exercise had caused aches and burning in my calves and thighs like I’d expected, but also in places I hadn’t counted on.

My toes were killing me, the arches of my feet and my calves were cramping up, and my gut was so sore it was getting hard to breathe.  My arms were only a little help, since they’d been bound and useless almost twenty-four/seven since becoming a ponygirl, so I lacked my usual strength with them.

When the cramp grew all the way through my right leg from my toes to the top of my thighs, I simply couldn’t rise up anymore, no matter what I tried. I was fully impaled on his cock, and stuck there with absolutely no way of getting up on my own.  After straining and failing several times, Mistress finally seemed to notice something was wrong.

“I never thought I’d see the day when the pony express would come to a halt after a few wimpy little orgasms,” she snickered, but then paused and tapped her chin.  “Or is something else interfering with what I thought would be a record setting ride?  Does my precious little filly need a hand?”

I couldn’t even stamp my foot right now, but I managed a firm nod.  She nodded in return and scurried off to the stable, only to return a moment later with what looked like a pair of oversized handcuffs.

“Since we don’t have the time to stand around waiting all day while you finish your task, I’m willing to help you out, but it’ll cost you later.”

I nodded again, knowing I had no choice, but a moment later I almost wished I hadn’t.  I called the handcuffs oversized, and they would be if they went on my wrists, but she had a different plan for them.

Leaning over until she could grab my nipple ring in her teeth and pull, she began closing the first cuff over the base of my right tit; pulling, squeezing, and getting as much flesh as she could through it before closing it another notch tighter, and repeating the process until I was at the absolute limit of what my body could bear.  By the time she was done with both sides, the pressure was unbelievable, and almost unbearable, but that wasn’t even close to the worst part.

Now that my tits were firmly ringed in steel, she lifted up on the connecting chain to ‘help’ me rise out of my squat.  The pain was intense, but also exquisite beyond belief, and I actually managed to rise with her help, although it sent me right over the edge of sensory overload again, and I had a rapid flood of numerous micro-orgasms all the way up and down Magnum’s shaft.

Unfortunately, the knot in my muscles wouldn’t relent, and even with her help I could only manage a few more reps before I was stuck once again, only this time, I had Mistress reefing on my tits to add to my distress.

“I think we require your assistance, dear.  This particular exercise seems to be beyond the limits of our little filly.”

“I think I can help,” he quickly agreed.

To my dismay, he didn’t help lift me up, but instead, he grabbed my tail and started pulling it down, forcing Magnums cock even deeper inside me, which I hadn’t thought possible.  He kept pulling until the plug popped right out, but my relief was only momentary, since his manner of ‘helping’ was something I should’ve expected.

Sitting on Magnum’s legs, he lifted me up just enough to get his cock into my ass, and then let me drop down again, impaling me to the hilt on not one, but two big cocks.  I couldn’t stifle my scream of both pleasure and pain in time, but my collar didn’t shock me; Mistress must’ve anticipated what was coming, and had taken pity on me for once.

As Master and Mistress began rocking me up and down, I shook my head in disgust; of course she knew what was coming.  There hadn’t been a single thing happen to me since my arrival, that they hadn’t been hundred percent in control of, so why would I ever have thought this was any different?  In another life, I might’ve gotten angry at their absolute manipulation of me, but I was their ponygirl, and at the heart of it all, this was what I’d signed up for.

Even though I’d retained a spark of independence inside me, I guess I really was
 tamed to obey their will.  It was a pretty solemn thought for someone who was now getting a pretty serious double pounding, not to mention what Mistress was still doing to my tits, but it hit me even harder than the orgasms which were coming almost nonstop by now.

Even at its worst, the life of a ponygirl was better than the best day I’d ever had at the office, and the only thing they could do to me that would truly
 hurt, would be to send me back to the mundane life I’d led before.

I was Piper the ponygirl, and if ponies could speak, I’d shout that fact out for the entire world to hear.

***

I don’t know exactly when I’d passed out, but the last thing I remembered was being double fucked for what seemed like hours, and now I was lying in a bed of wet straw, with water still dripping down my face.

“You’re a tough one to wake up,” Henry chuckled, as he unlocked the chain from my collar.  “I don’t usually have to use a bucket of water to wake up a pony when it’s the time they’re allowed to run free in the manor corral.”

That woke me up almost as much as the cold water had; It must be Sunday already, and I was going to be allowed to spend a free day, and maybe even speak to Magnum!  Even though my own fate was sealed, and I had no intention of trying to change it if I could, I could warn him about Mistress’s intentions, and prevent him from getting into something he didn’t want as much as I did.

Attaching my reins and refastening my wrists behind me, he helped me to my feet and pulled me out of my stall.  He took up position behind me, and with a gentle flick of the reins, started me moving in the anticipated direction towards the manor house.

Henry was only a ranch hand, but I gave him all the deference of my owners, since I knew he wouldn’t touch me without their permission.  Not that he touched, whipped, or did anything other than lightly steer me on occasion.

When we arrived at the corral, he removed my entire head harness, leaving me wearing only my boots, cuffs, and collar… I didn’t even have my tail!  He sent me through the gate with a playful swat to the ass, and as soon as it was closed he ambled away, leaving me completely on my own for the first time in what seemed like forever!  I quickly spotted Magnum near the refreshment area, and made a beeline for him.

He didn’t miss my approach, and after a quick word to the girl manning the bar, he turned to await my arrival.  My arms might’ve been trapped behind me, but his weren’t, and he wrapped them around me in a tight embrace as soon as I got in range.  He kissed me and actually spun me around while doing so until I was quite dizzy, only releasing me when the bartender intervened to hang the drink bag from my collar.  It only took a moment for her to clip it into place and bend the straw to the corner of my mouth, but it seemed like an eternity since all I wanted to do was take Magnum somewhere private so we could talk.

Once I had my drink, (he’d ordered me a strawberry daiquiri) we went off to the back of the corral, and into the partial privacy behind a giant oak tree.  He took me into his arms to help me down, and sat with his back against the trunk, and his legs wrapped around me before speaking.

“That was quite intense yesterday, huh?”

“God, I’m sorry…” I began, but stalled out, not knowing quite what to say.  Under Master’s and Mistress’s instructions, I’d basically raped him, and used him for as much pleasure as I could stand.

“Sorry?  You’re sorry for what?  For the best sex I’ve had in my entire life?”

He sounded like he was laughing at me, but before I could take offence, he continued.

“Vivienne said she was probably going to play some mind games with you before I had to leave, but I had no idea she was so devious.  She’s got quite the sense of humor.”

“Leaving?” was all I could manage to get out of my spinning head.

“Yeah, when we came here, I told them I could only stay for a couple days since I had a fight in El Paso, and even now they’ve got their plane waiting for me on the runway.”

“What?  Mistress didn’t trick or force you into this?”

“Force?” he laughed.  “Piper, you could best describe me as a normal adult male, and part of that is a healthy sexual appetite.  When Viv sat down with me and said she’d allow me to have as much sex with a beautiful woman like you as I could stand, it wasn’t something I was about to turn down… at least once I was sure you were interested in me, that is.”

“I… I think you need to start from the beginning.”

“I guess it started when Star hooked up your old computer and opened the bookmark you had for the live feeds at the ranch.  It took her a while to figure out this was something you wanted, and even longer to decide it was none of her business.”

“Then why did you two come?”

“Well, she wanted to make sure you weren’t being held against your will, so she made inquiries.  She was actually satisfied before pulling me into this mess, but wanted an insurance policy, so she showed me the footage of you here, and I pretty much fell in love on the spot.”

I felt his cock hardening against me as he spoke, so I couldn’t doubt the sincerity of his words.

“It took a bit of fast talking on my part, but I was allowed to come here and join you for what turned out to be the best day of my life.  I’ve already thanked Viv and Ethan, but you’re the one who deserves the real
 thanks.”

“But… but I thought Mistress screwed you silly and tricked you into doing this?”

“We never had sex,” he snorted.  “We spent most of our time watching you, and coming up with a plan for what we could do to make you as happy as possible.  Did I do it wrong?”

“No, you were wonderful, but it couldn’t have been pleasant for you, with your cock all tied up and stuff.”

“I have no complaints, but if you have any doubts on that score, I suggest you shift just a little, before a pressing matter becomes an urgent one.  We have some time before we have to board.”

His cock was now quite hard, so it didn’t take too many brain cells to figure out what the ‘pressing matter’ was, but it took me a moment to figure out the thing he said that wasn’t quite right.

“We?”

“Yeah, Star and I are flying out tonight to start winding down our outside affairs, so we can both move here.  She was quite taken with that Benjamin Fellow, and apparently one of his ponies is leaving soon, so she’s eager to take her place before someone else does.”

Now I was really
 confused, and it must have showed, since he continued after a laugh, a hug, and another laugh.

“Star has been lounging around the pool ever since we got here, except when she was needed for a fitting.  If I’m any judge, she’s just as taken with the ponygirl lifestyle as you are, and by next week, you can expect to see her prancing around in full tack, and pulling Ben’s buggy!  She’s getting initiated right now, if you care to watch.”

Despite myself, I leaned over and looked towards the spot where I’d shown my commitment to becoming a ponygirl, and saw Star in the same chair where I’d been pierced myself.  I could hardly believe it, but after staring at her for a few moments, I started laughing; it was such an improbable… no, impossible
 mind fuck, it had
 to be true.

“So, Star… you… me... Master, Mistress… what happens now?” I asked, barely able to form a coherent thought.

“I can’t speak for Star, since she’ll be with Ben, and anyway, she pretty much dumped me after finding out how painful sex with me was for her.  I guess you could say she’s kinda tight,” he chuckled, but in a nervous manner.

“As for you and your owners, nothing at all has changed.  They’re not going to treat you any different whenever I’m here.”

“When you’re here?”

“Yes, I’ll be coming back in between fights to train with their high-tech gear, and ‘innovative’ training methods.  And… ummm…”

He stalled out for a second, but then blurted it all out.

“I would really
 like to share your stable and stall, if that’s all right with you.  Viv said I could, but she said it had to be your
 decision this time.  Does ponygirl Piper want a companion?  Do you want me?”

My collar was off and I wasn’t gagged, but I found I couldn’t answer him… at least verbally.  I shifted my weight forward and up until I felt the tip of his cock press against my moist folds, and then answered him in a way that didn’t need words.  I didn’t think he was a very attentive listener, so I had to repeat myself several times, and he missed his flight.  Darn.

As Piper the ponygirl, I was happy with both my Mistress and my Master, but now I was truly complete with my new ponyboy companion.
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