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		Chapter 1

		

		Bold New Career

		

		I sat in the lobby of WOBN fidgeting nervously while at the same time attempting to keep my anger in check. I had just quit my job of six years at another television station and was hoping the people in charge here were more reasonable than my former employers. For the last year I’ve worked my behind off trying to improve ratings and bring in more viewers, but nothing seemed to help the failing station. I came up with an idea that I knew would help, but no one wanted to listen. They were more worried with how far they could stick their collective heads up their boss’s rear ends to pay me any attention. And so, here I was at a rival station to pitch them the same idea.

		I knew Mr. Kitch by reputation only, but what I knew told me he was the type of man that would jump all over my idea for a new show. WOBN - also known as the Obedience Network, was one of three stations catering to the lifestyles of the kinky and open-minded and it was also the largest of the three so-called fetish channels. My idea was perfect. It would draw in millions of viewers the world over and make a profit after the first show. It was ratings gold, but my former employers were too narrow-minded to see that.

		“Mr. Kitch will see you now,” the receptionist smiled at me, breaking my train of thought. I recognized her from a few pornos I’ve seen, but didn’t know she moonlighted as a receptionist. Or maybe she was a receptionist moonlighting as a porn star. Considering what I was going to propose, it didn’t matter to me either way and I headed into Mr. Kitch’s office.

		Mr. Kitch’s office was extravagant to say the least. He sat in his high-backed office chair behind a surprisingly tidy, large C-shaped desk, two more comfortable looking chairs sat opposite him. The walls were lined with awards and trophies from the hundreds of films he’s produced over the nearly thirty year span of his career. Along the left wall was a long couch at the ends of which were glass-top stands - the bases carved as like-sized and life-like women, arms outstretched holding the glass top.

		“Please, take a seat Miss. Cummings,” Mr. Kitch said with a motion of his large hand at the chairs sitting in front of his desk.

		“Thank you,” I replied, giving him my best smile. He was a handsome man in his late fifties with salt and pepper hair and the most piercing blue eyes I had ever seen. If rumors were true he kept his physique by having lots of sex and running five miles a day. This was the first time seeing him in person, but I had no doubt believing the rumors.

		“What can I do for you today Miss. Cummings?”

		“Please, call me Amanda,” I replied crossing my left leg over the right. “I’m here to pitch you the show of a lifetime.”

		“Aren’t you under contract with channel 74?”

		“I was until this morning. I tried to get them to see the benefit of my proposal, but they were more worried about themselves than anything else so I quit.”

		“I see. And what is it you wish to propose to me?”

		“Like I said, it’s the show of a lifetime, but I will not tell you without at least signing a contract of intellectual property. I’d rather not have my idea stolen out from under me, no offence meant.”

		“None taken.” He pressed a button on his desk and continued. “Sam, would you please bring me a copyright contract?” he said to his receptionist. A minute later the door opened and Sam walked in and handed him the contract and left without word. “Here we go, this is a standard copyright contract stating you’re the owner of whatever idea it is that you wish to pitch to me today. Go ahead and fill it out and we may continue.” He slid the form and a pen to me and sank back into his chair.

		I spent the next ten minutes writing out my idea in as much detail as I could in the space available and then signed it. He called Sam back in to sign as a witness and after she once again left the office he asked me to continue with my sales pitch. He hadn’t looked at the contract and so had no idea what I was going to tell him which was fine with me. I preferred to see his reaction as I told it, not as he read it from paper.

		“My idea is this,” I continued “as you know, there are a number of training facilities throughout the world that train women in the fine art of pet play. The thing is, no one really knows which one is the best, or even how effective the training is. Under an assumed identity I’ll go to these facilities and volunteer for training in order to see which is best.”

		“Interesting,” he said rubbing his chin. “I like what I’m hearing so far, but how will you get footage and audio? Won’t be much of a show without either of those.”

		“No, no it wouldn’t,” I agreed. “Are you familiar with smart contact lenses? They are contacts with tiny cameras built into them. They would record everything I see. As for audio, I’ve got a bellybutton ring with a built in microphone to record everything I say and hear.”

		“I see. And how long will you stay at these facilities? How long before we’d be able to begin production of the show?”

		“I guess that all depends on the facility,” I replied. “If we connect the cameras and mic to the station servers you’d be able to start broadcasting live from the moment I start. Think of it! Live broadcast of my training as a puppy, pony, and who knows what else! It’ll make millions!”

		“And what are you asking?”

		“My idea, I’m taking all of the risks, so I don’t think fifty percent is out of the question. And considering what you stand to make you know it’s worth it.”

		“Fifty percent?” he said with raised brow and I saw my dreams coming to an end. If he refused my offer I would be on my own to do it with the hopes of selling enough DVD’s and live webcam shows to eke out a living. “I’ll tell you what, since it is your idea, and a brilliant one at that, I’ll pay you twenty-five percent for the first show with a fifty percent option if we make over ten million profit. And if it’s as successful as you think it will be you can have your fifty percent.

		Profit, I thought to myself how can it be anything but profit? It would be streamed live and unedited. All he had to do was make sure it was on the air. I was the one doing all of the hard work. “Deal. I have one more condition before we start signing contracts though. I own the full rights to the show and may stop at any time without penalty. I may do one show or fifty, the choice is mine and mine alone. And when I do stop, the show stops with me. No one else may take my place without my permission. That is non-negotiable.” It was my turn to look at him fiercely. Truth be told, I could have gone the internet route and probably done OK with it, but I didn’t have anywhere near the viewership as WOBN.

		“I like a woman that drives a hard bargain,” he smiled. “You’ve got yourself a deal, Amanda.”

		“Thank you Mr. Kitch. I think we’re going to enjoy working with each other.”

		“Please, call me Charles. So tell me, how long have you been submissive? I’ve seen you on channel 74 and never got the impression you were.”

		“I’m not.”

		“And yet you are proposing to do a show where you are trained at facilities specializing in that exact form of training.”

		“It’s all about the money,” I said honestly. “I know this is a damn good idea and I know it’ll make a ton of money. If you want the truth, I thought about doing it on my own, Doing webcam shows and DVD’s, but you’re station has a thousand times more viewers in a day than I get on my website in a year.”

		“So you’re using my station for your own personal gain?”

		“And yours, Charles. You stand to make as much as I do off of this insane venture of mine.”

		“You know, we are looking for someone for another show we’re launching soon, maybe you’d be interested in that position as well?”

		“I’m not sure I’d have the time. I have no idea how long I’ll be at the training facilities so I can’t dedicate any time for anything else.”

		“Perhaps between shows.”

		“What the position?”

		“Anchorwoman for a new news program we’re calling the Bukakke News Hour. We’re looking for a woman, or women willing to read the day’s news while getting her face creamed by as many loads as possible in the allotted hour.”

		“Sounds interesting. Perhaps after my first go at the training facilities I’ll give it a go.”

		The rest of the afternoon was taken up by talks of the shows and what I hoped to get out of it. We wrote up a contract for me to take to my lawyers to look over and just before five I said my goodbyes to Mr. Kitch, my belly full of fluttering butterflies. Now that the deal was out there I was becoming nervous. I wouldn’t get cold feet and back out, that’s not the type of person I am, but that didn’t stop me from being nervous as all hell.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Entering Maidenfair

		

		The Maidenfair Ranch was a sprawling wonderland of pony play. Men and women the world over came to the nearly two thousand acre facility to be trained as pony slaves for their Masters and Mistresses. Very little was known about the place to the outside world as they preferred to keep their business as secret as possible, but within the fetish lifestyle they were giants.

		To be honest, I put more thought into the idea of the show than I did the participation. It really didn’t hit me until I got home from my meeting with Charles what I was really getting myself into. At Twenty-eight, I’ve had my fair share of sexual encounters. I’ve been with men and women alike and have dabbled in the fetishes here and there when the mood to try something kinky hit me, but I had never gone the route of the submissive. Nor that of the dominant for that matter.

		I never considered myself to be either, but after today, when I began my training at the Maidenfair Ranch, I would be trained as a submissive. And when I went to Carnal Creek my training would continue. And it would only deepen with each facility I went to until there would be no doubt in anyone’s mind what I was. And that thought suddenly scared the hell out of me. I don’t know the first thing about being a submissive. What if I screwed up? What if they find out and boot me from the facility for pretending to be something I’m not? Those and a million other questions ran rampant through my mind as I lay in bed in a feeble attempt at getting some sleep.

		When sleep did come it was time for me to get up. I crawled from bed and went through my morning routine of showering, getting dressed, and downing a pot of coffee. This morning I needed all the pick-me-up I could get. Dressed in a pair of jeans and a tee shirt, I put the smart contacts in and loaded up my laptop. I would be recording everything as well so that I would have copies unedited. Once everything was set up I called Mr. Kitch.

		“Good morning, Amanda,” Mr. Kitch greeted me. “Ready for your big adventure?”

		“To be honest, I was up damn near all night thinking about just that,” I replied.

		“Don’t tell me you’re already getting cold feet.”

		“No, no, nothing of the sort,” I half-lied. “So, do you have the software I sent you set up? I’ll be headed out here in an hour and want to make sure you capture everything as I go. I’ll be doing a sort of live journal along the trip so everyone knows exactly how I am feeling and what I’m going through.”

		“Yeah, it’s all set up, and now running,” he replied. “You know, I can’t wait to see you in training. You’ve got me harder than a rock and you haven’t even started yet. That’s a good sign.”

		“I’m going to set the phone down and move to another room. I want to make sure the mic is working before I go.”

		“Alright,” Mr. Kitch replied.

		I set the phone down on the coffee table and went into the kitchen. “I’m going to be trained as a pony slave on live TV,” I said. I walked back into the living room and picked up the phone. “Can you tell me what I said?”

		“You said you’re going to be trained as a pony slave,” Mr. Kitch replied. “It came through loud and clear.

		“Perfect. Well, I’m off to Maidenfair. It’s a nine hour drive so I won’t get there until late, but keep the software running. It’ll pause automatically when I take the contacts out and restart once I put them back in so as long as you keep the program running you won’t miss a beat.”

		“Good luck, Amanda. This should be one hell of a show.”

		“Thanks,” I said with a smile. I knew deep down he was right. I had hit the gold mine with my idea and was going to clean up.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		“Hello world, my name is Amanda Cummings and I’m coming at you live and on the road,” I sad about an hour into my drive. I looked out of the left window and then the right to give the viewers a quick glance of the fields of wheat and corn I would be driving through for the next couple of hours. “Today is a very special day,” I continued. “Today, I begin a new series I’ve titled the Training of Amanda. I’ll be going to several different facilities in the coming weeks and months to determine which of them has the best and most effective training regiments. What sort of facilities you ask? Pony and puppy slave training,” I smiled. “That’s right folks, I’ve moved from my overstuffed couch on channel 74 to the open roads in search of the best of the best in animal training facilities!”

		“I’m now headed for the Maidenfair Ranch outside of Houston where I’ll begin my training as a pony slave. Now, to be completely open and honest will all of you, I’m scared to death right now. I’ve never done anything like this and have no idea what I’m getting myself into. Will the training take days? Weeks? Months? I don’t know, but I’m sure as hell going to find out. And the entire experience will be broadcast live and unedited. You all have front row seats to my first ever journey into the realm of submission and pony play so stay tuned. To save you all the boredom of watching me drive for the next eight hours, my next update will be when I arrive at Maidenfair’s. Amanda Cummings, signing out.”

		It was shortly after seven when I finally arrived at my destination. I pulled up to the Maidenfair Ranch Admissions office and looked around nervously. To the right were a row of long buildings - the first of which was labeled as Stables 1-20. The next was Stables 21-40, 41-60, and so on until the last one I could see was Stables 141-160.

		“Well, ladies and gentlemen, here I am at the Maidenfair Ranch to begin my training as a pony slave. I haven’t talked to anyone here so I don’t even know if they will permit me, but here goes nothing.” I got out of my car and entered the Admissions office, my entire body shaking nervously.

		The office was surprisingly low-key for such an establishment. I expected to see half naked women running around and men treating them like animals, but there was none of that. A pretty brunette woman sat at a receptionist desk and another went about dusting, but the room was otherwise empty of people. I walked over to the receptionist and stared down at her nervously.

		“Can I help you?” the receptionist asked politely.

		“Um, yeah. I’d like to um, sign up for training,” I stammered in reply.

		“Have you made an appointment?”

		“No. Is that required?”

		“Not at all. It does speed things along, but nevermind that. I can get you registered here and then you may proceed back to see Mr. Spears.”

		“Thanks.”

		After a short registration I was allowed through a door leading to the office of one Mr. Spears. He was supposedly one of the trainers that oversaw new applicants and would give me a tour of the facility before my training began. Hanging from the ceiling about ten feet down the long hall was a sign that read: Women will crawl from this point on. I took a deep breath and dropped down to my hands and knees and began crawling down the hundred foot corridor. I felt humiliated, but I guess that was all part of the training.

		When I finally reached the door at the end I reached up and knocked, still remaining on all fours. The door swung open a moment later and I was greeted by an intimidating man named Mr. Spears. Tall, barrel-chested, with arms and legs like trees, he stared down at me with such intensity that I shrank back from him.

		“Come in Mrs. Gail,” he said using the fake name I registered under. For the duration of my stay I was Abbie Gail, housewife from Houston. “I’ll be just a few minutes.”

		I crawled into his office and remained on all fours while he went back to his desk and rifled through some papers. “Do I have to remain in my hands and knees?” I asked after another minute. It was becoming quite uncomfortable and I could really use a stand and stretch.

		“Since you are new here I will let that slide,” he said looking at me with those intense eyes of his. “You will speak only when spoken to. And if you disobey the rules you will be punished accordingly, is that understood?”

		“Yes,” I replied, unsure what he meant by punished.

		“Master Spears,” he replied. “You will address me and all other men here as Master. Is that understood?”

		“Yes, Master,” I replied. I felt that mix of humiliation and excitement flare up again and I bit my lower lit nervously.

		“While I finish my work I want you to crawl around my office. I want to get a good look at what I’ll be training. And make sure to do it as sexily as you can.”

		“Yes Master,” I replied. I gave him one last look and began my crawl of shame around the large office. I found a pace that wasn’t so hard on the hands and knees and swayed my ass side to side as I went. Occasionally I would look up at him only to find that he wasn’t paying me the slightest bit of attention. I considered stopping, but the threat of punishment looming over me kept me going.

		“Alright, that’s enough,” he said after I made at least ten laps around his office. “Get up, time for the tour.”

		Glad to finally be back on my feet again, I joined him as he led me from the office, down another hallway and out of the back door. To the right were the stables where I could see a surprising number of women bent over double rails. To the left were several paddocks. One had a woman pulling a large metal ball while one of the Masters barked orders at her, another had two woman pulling a cart. The one thing the women had in common was their state of dress. They were all naked save for thigh-high latex boots, long latex gloves, and a tailed butt plug.

		“These are the Groundwork Paddocks,” Mr. Spears said motioning to the paddocks to the left. “Here you can see some of our best Show-Whorsies exercising with the lunge line. Lady Fuckalot there comes from a European noble line,” he said pointing to a blonde whom was gracefully trotting along the paddock. “And Lady Marecunt was a real duchess before her family was disgraced.”

		Another great story, I thought as we continued the tour. I have to meet these women, get their side of the story before I leave here. “Show-Whorsie, huh? Will I get the same training as them?”

		“Unfortunately, no. These cunts have an extensive training regimen. Also, to become a Show-Whorsie you have to be a purebred. A well-known blue-blooded woman with a long, documented noble lineage.”

		“Oh, I see,” I said somewhat disappointed.

		“But don’t worry. You’re a fine specimen too. You are tall with long legs, a good posture, and a nice round ass,” he said grabbing my ass as if he owned it.

		The compound was full of attractive women, bound and gagged, being trained like animals. It was a whole new world to me, one that I found both frightening and oddly enticing at the same time. From the paddocks we went to the stables next.

		“Here we are,” Master Spears continued. “These are the custom pony stalls. Each of these submissives were sent by their owners to be trained as obedient ponies. Some are here because they have behavior problems. Some have bad posture. Some need endurance training for longer sessions. As you can see, we have strict rules of mare-keeping and mare utilization.”

		That was putting it mildly. Those poor women looked so defenseless and desperate the way they were bridled and hobbled as one of the Masters took them from behind. It was then that I realized I would soon be joining them. I would have a stall of my own where any man that wanted to could come in and use me as his personal fucktoy. I hadn’t counted on being fucked during my training, but from what I was seeing, it was all part of the regimen here at Maidenfair.

		“For example,” Master Spears continued “they are always bridled, hobbled and plugged in the ass and they must keep their hair in a ponytail. They are also fucked from behind and must always be in heat.”

		“Oh my!” I gasped. “Is…is that what will happen to me? Will I…be fucked like that?”

		“More times than you can count,” he replied with a slap to my ass. “You’re an incredibly attractive women, Mrs. Gail. You’ll be very popular with the men. Alright, after your daily training is over, your rider will water you here,” he said taking me further into the stables. “What you need to remember is not to bend your knees. If you do, the trainers will ass fuck you in the middle of the paddocks until you pass out. Do you understand?”

		“Yes Master.” There were three women bent over the trough drinking like the ponies they were trained to be. It looked easy but humiliating. I sensed a theme going on already.

		“Same for the feeding. You will be allowed to eat as much hay as you want.”

		“Hay?”

		“Don’t worry, it isn’t fattening,” he laughed. “It is actually our own special product. It may look like hay, but it is actually highly nutritious. Alright, the free tour is over. I think you’ve seen enough. Now. I’ll ask you this one time and one time only, do you really want to go through with this training?”

		“Yes Master,” I replied perhaps a little too quickly.

		“Hey boys, come and help me with this stupid whore!” he yelled at the few men standing around doing nothing. He reached out and pulled my shirt up over my head. Hands groped me from behind. One pair reached around my waist and unbuttoned my pants. “Do you think you are special you cheap whore?” Master Spears asked, his tone suddenly becoming very sinister. “We have tasted all kinds of great pussy here. You think you compare to them?”

		“What do you think boys?” one of the other Masters said. “What should we do with this no-good filly?”

		“Maybe we should just throw her out with the trash,” another replied.

		“What!? No! Please Masters, please train me. Use me!” I replied.

		“You worthless piece of shit! What makes you think you are Whorsie material? You’re not good enough for our cocks!”

		“I…I…why are you saying these things? I’m…I’m a good fuck!

		“I wouldn’t fuck you with Quasimodo’s dick you cheap bitch!” Master Spears said.

		“But…please…I can satisfy you, Master. I can satisfy all of you. Please give me a chance.”

		“I think we should give this worthless slut a chance, boss,” one of the men groping my breasts said. I was fully naked now with hands everywhere. I had never felt so humiliated…degraded…excited in my entire life.

		“You think so? This bitch is so full of herself she thought she could waltz in here and become a Show-Whorsie,” Master Spears said.

		“No…no Master,” I stammered. “I’m a worthless slut, I admit. I want to learn to please you. Please let me in! I beg you!”

		“Meh. Okay then, follow me and put that fucking hair in a single ponytail.”

		“Yes Master. Thank you Master.” To my surprise I got away with only a few minutes of groping and a sneaky finger or two while they humiliated me into begging for it. How that happened exactly was a mystery to me.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		Training Begins

		

		Still a bit shocked, my mind racing a million miles an hour, I was pulled into a spacey dungeon as I clumsily hurried to do whatever they commanded. I was given a pair of purple thigh-high latex boots and matching gloves and then Master Spears placed a thin metal collar around my neck.

		“This is the pony-rail express,” Master Spears said motioning to the maze of ropes winding around and through the large room as he led me by a leash hooked to my new collar. “It will take you to the yearling stables where you’ll meet Foalmaster Mike. He’ll be overseeing your training.”

		“You won’t be training me Master?”

		“I don’t waste my time on worthless whores like you, Fuckfilly,” he laughed. “I train purebred Show-Whorsies. Now, let’s get you in place so you can begin your trip through the maze.” He led me along a rope angled from the floor up to a pole that was about crotch height and then a little further on. He pulled my arms behind my back and placed them in a sleeve binder, attaching the ring to the rope so that I could not stray too far. “It should take you ten minutes, but you can do it in five if you gallop,” he said giving me another slap on the ass to get me moving.

		“Ahgh,” I screeched in pain as I reached the first pole. At the top of each pole was a large spur that pressed firmly and painfully into my pussy. It wasn’t sharp enough to cut the flesh, but it was damn painful none the less. I followed the rope for twenty feet, my pussy already on fire. I passed over a small oval-shaped unit and jumped as high as my binds would allow.

		“SON OF A BITCH THAT HURT!” I yelled as a jolt of electricity shocked my poor, exposed pussy. I tried to raise up on my tippy toes to avoid the shock unit, but the rope went up with me. Biting my lip against the pain I passed over it again and hurried along my way.

		“You are leaving the main terminal,” a computerized voice said out of the electroshock unit. I passed over what seemed like a million of the damn things on my way to the yearling stables. I left the large open room, following the rope to a long hallway.

		PZZZT! I was given a much stronger shock that buckled my knees. “Approaching paddock,” the computerized voice informed me.

		“MOTHER FUCKER!” I yelled in agony. I didn’t know how much more of it I could take. I was already crying from the pain and I hadn’t even begun my official training yet.

		PZZZT! “Approaching yearling stables,” the voice said after another two hundred feet and five more powerful jolts. I could see a large metal garage door open ahead of me, the end of my torture was finally over. Or so I had thought.

		I was greeted by an older man with grey hair and long beard to match. He was dressed in overalls and a flannel shirt, his demeanor sour as he walked over to me. “Fuckfilly Gail?”

		“Yes Master,” I replied.

		“Let’s go. I’ve got a lot of fillies to train and you’re only going to slow me down,” he said as he unhooked me from the rope. He led me into a small room with a few stalls and one other woman. “This is Princess Shinycunt,” he continued. “You’ll be sharing this room with her. You’re lucky. She’s royalty, you know. She was first in line for the crown but her uncle used some trickery to become the king of…well, that’s classified information. Anyways, long story short, the king sent her to us for training. Her training is a few days ahead of you so you’ll have to catch up quickly.”

		Royalty? I thought as he led me to one of the empty stalls. I came here to see how the training worked and I run into an actual captured princess? Holy hell! If I can get her story I’ll be a global sensation!

		Once inside of the stall, I was bent over at the waist, my breasts hanging between two rails much as I had seen in the larger stables outside. My arms were left bound behind my back. To prevent me from standing up a metal cable was attached to the d-ring of my collar. In this position I could see two long, clear hoses with some sort of contraption on the end of each lying on the floor.

		Foalmaster Mike picked up the hoses and flipped a switch somewhere behind me. A machine hummed to life. He placed one of the contraptions on my left nipple and the other on the right. They immediately took hold and began a gentle sucking. “Given enough time and training you’ll be producing vast quantities of milk for you owner,” he said answering my unasked question.

		I heard the unzipping of his pants and then something squirting. His cock pressed against my asshole and I bit my lip. Despite spending the last two years working at a fetish TV station, I had done surprisingly little anal sex. “Uhn, uhn, uhn,” I grunted as he pushed deeper, adding more lube as he went.

		“You’ve got a tight ass, Fuckfilly,” he moaned as he picked up the pace. “But don’t worry, it won’t be that way for long. Soon you’ll be taking the biggest cocks on the planet and begging for more!” SLAP! His hand struck my ass hard. That’s what you want isn’t it, slut? You want to be a cock whore! Tell me! Tell me what you want!” He said slapping my ass harder as he thrust his cock into my ass.

		“I want to be a cock whore, Master,” I purred. “I want to fuck the largest of cocks! Please, Master! Please stretch my ass open!” I begged him.

		“Are you sure, Fuckfilly? Now that I’m in here I don’t think a worthless slut like you can handle it. You’re just going to bitch and moan like all the others aren’t you? Admit it, you’re having trouble taking even my cock in your tight ass!”

		“I can take it, Master!” I gasped. “Please stretch my ass open, Master! Make me a gaping anal whore! I want it, Master! I want to take the biggest of dicks in my ass! I swear I won’t complain…or stop until you’re satisfied, Master! Train my ass, Master! Train me to be an anal whore!”

		I was gasping for breath, moaning in pain and pleasure as he plowed his cock in and out of my ass. I don’t know where the words were coming from. It was like I had had to prove myself to these cunning bastards at every turn, beg them to take me, break me, and turn me into a sex-craving animal. I told them what they wanted to hear, but deep down a part of me liked what I was saying. It sent shivers of excitement through my entire body.

		“Well, since you asked me so nicely,” he laughed. “Tell me, Fuckfilly are you on birth control?”

		“Yes Master,” I replied.

		“Not anymore, you’re not. In order to pass the training and receive your certificate of completion, you’ll have to have at least one pony of your own. You’ll be bred day and night to ensure that happens.”

		“Yes Master.”

		He pulled out of my ass and stuffed his cock into my pussy, giving it a dozen thrusts before emptying himself inside of me. “Let’s get your ass plugged and then you can get some rest. Tomorrow begins your training.”

		“Yes Master.”

		He left the stall and returned a few minutes later with a large butt plug with a horse tail attachment. He pushed it into my already lubed ass until it was locked firmly in place. “Make sure that stays in at all times unless you are ass-fucked,” he said giving my ass another slap. “If you take it out, or it falls out you will be severely punished.”

		“Yes Master.”

		The position we were made to sleep in was far from comfortable. With the milkers sucking at my nipples and the plug stretching my ass, I got little in the way of rest. But that was the whole point, I think. Wear us down mentally in order to break us, turn us into obedient ponies. It was, after all, the reason we were all there.

		I was almost thankful when the lights came on only a few short hours later and Foalmaster Mike entered the stables. He unhooked the cable keeping me and Princess Shinycunt locked in the bent over position. Standing upright was a pain filled chore. Every muscle ached, but we weren’t given enough time to complain.

		Our plugs were removed so that we could relieve ourselves and when Foalmaster Mike went to put mine back in I noticed the thick purple one I wore the night before was being replaced with a thicker black one. So began my anal training. Taking my begging and promises to heart, he was going to make damn sure my ass could accommodate the largest of cocks. A small part of me felt pride that I was able to take the larger plug without much effort, while the rest of me was humiliated by the fact it slid right in there.

		After a brief meal of horrible tasting, but highly nutritious hay and water, Princess Shinycunt and I were taken from the stables and led along those horrible ropes to what looked like an exercise room that had an affair with a sex toy shop. There were treadmills and ellipticals, bikes and rowers. Each of them was modified to fuck the poor woman that used them. In this case, I was that poor woman.

		“We’ll be testing your endurance today,” Foalmaster Mike said as he led us into the bizarre room.

		I was placed on an elliptical machine, a large dildo placed a few inches inside of my pussy. Foalmaster Mike set a program and the machine took on a life of its own. I nearly fell off as the thick toy rammed into me as I walked. The timer on the machine said I had thirty minutes of this, so I steeled my mind and took slow, deep breaths as I continued the routine. Princess Shinycunt didn’t have it any easier as she was placed on a treadmill that did the same to her.

		I ran more that day than in my entire life up to that point. I was exhausted, but thankfully they allowed us to rest between machines. But the breaks were not for us. It was for the men that were once again horny. “Which hole did I fuck the last time Fuckfilly Gail?” one of the Masters asked.”

		“My pussy, Master,” I replied.

		“Good. You’ll take it in the ass this time,” he said stepping up behind me.

		“Oh, thank you Master!” I purred as his cock pushed easily into my overworked rectum.

		“Go on, Princess. Beg me to fuck you!”

		“Please…please fuck me, Master,” Princess Shinycunt moaned.

		“Shout it out you royal cunt!”

		“Please fuck this royal cunt, Master!” she begged. She was quickly rewarded with a cock and the look on her face was one of contentment.

		“How do you like my big fat cock penetrating your ass?” my Master asked as he continued to plow into me without mercy.

		“Uhn…aah…uhn…I love it…so much, Master! Thank you…thank you for pumping my slutty ass…with your…fat cock!” I was aware of the mind games they were playing with us, of course. But their techniques were working nevertheless. They were constantly degrading and humiliating us, and then suddenly gave us back-handed compliments. And much to my surprise, I was trying to please them in order to hear more praise.

		

	
		Chapter 4

		

		Advanced Training

		

		Days passed with constant sex and exercise, posture training and spankings. Although the favorite seemed to be the hand, they switched up on occasion and gave us a painful taste of the cane or whip to keep us in line. I don’t know if it was something in their special blend of food, but I was horny all the time. Every back-handed compliment made me try all the harder to please my Masters so they would feel me their cocks. In the two weeks I had been at the training facility I had taken enough semen inside of my unprotected womb to impregnate a small nation and I only begged them for more.

		But after two weeks alone with Princess Shinycunt we were finally moved to one of the larger stables with the other pony slaves in training. I thought I had it bad before, but I had no idea how bad things could get. My initial assessment was spot on. We were broken down both mentally and physically in order to better train us. They were using some serious military grade brainwashing techniques that were slowly stripping away our humanity and replacing it with that of a pony. With each passing day I felt less and less like myself and more like the animal I was being trained to become.

		I was taken out to the Groundwork Paddocks for the first time since arriving and I was scared to death of what they were going to have me doing first. In one of them a blonde was on her hands and knees getting gang fucked by eight or so Masters for bending her knees at breakfast. I pitied her, but there was little I could do about it.

		Master Raymond - a stocky sadist of a man, led me into one of the paddocks and put me in the full gear - blinders, bit gag, martingales and all. I hated being gagged, but again, I had no say in the matter. He then had me step on the inside of the bar of the cart I would be pulling. It was my first go at it and I feared failure. He lifted the cart up and secured it around my waist by a leather belt before hopping in and striking my ass painfully with the whip.

		I jumped into action, pulling him around the paddock to the best of my ability, but the thing was heavy and unwieldy. I tripped up several times as he increased and decreased my gait at random. Each failure brought with it another lash of the whip and by the end of the day my poor ass was covered in wicked red welts.

		“You’re about worthless!” Master Raymond screamed at me. “You’ve got a long way to go before you can call yourself a pony slave. I don’t even think you’re worth training that’s how fucking useless you are!”

		“I’m sorry Master!” I sobbed. I felt genuinely crushed that he thought I was so pathetic. “I’ll do better Master I swear! Please Master…please let me practice some more! I won’t fail you again!”

		“What you need is some strength training,” he said grabbing me by the arm. “Look at these pathetic things. They look more like wet noodles than arms. And your legs, dear lord don’t even get me started on those scrawny things!”

		“Yes Master,” I said hanging my head in shame.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		As time continued to pass, life at Maidenfair’s became easier for me to handle. By the end of my first months I was pulling the single cart with poise and grace. My breasts were growing larger and I was now lactating. The Masters pumped out every drop, sharing it amongst themselves as a fine wine. I hadn’t yet become pregnant, but that was only a matter of time. I was angry at first that they would so brazenly work to impregnate me, but as time went on, the idea grew on me as everything else.

		Six weeks into my training I was taken before Master Spears. I hadn’t seen much of him in the last month or so. He was busy training the Show-Whorsies while I was off in other parts of the sprawling complex with the rest of the common ponies.

		“Assume the position,” he commanded.

		I crawled to the middle of his office and turned around so that I was facing away from him. I lowered my head to the floor with my arms stretched out over my head, my legs spread wide.

		“You’ve been with us six weeks now, Fuckfilly,” he continued. “The trainers say you are making excellent progress, but are in desperate need of further training to make your owner proud. Who is your owner, Fuckfilly?”

		“I…I do not have an owner, Master,” I replied.

		“I see. So no one sent you to us? You came of your own accord?”

		“Yes, Master.”

		“Well, if you have no owner then I see no reason to continue your training. You may leave.”

		“But…but Master! I…I need the training! Please train me Master!”

		“The advanced training isn’t for everyone, Fuckfilly, and I will not risk you giving up and walking out mid-session.”

		“I won’t, Master! I swear it! Please…please train me Master. I don’t want you to stop my training even if I beg you to!” And with those words I felt my humanity slipping further out of reach. “I want to stay until I’ve completed all of the training, Master!” I pleaded with him.

		“Very well, Fuckfilly. I’ll grant your request, but know this, you belong to this facility until you’ve completed it all.” He walked over to me, yanking the large plug from my ass. I could feel it gaping wide. “I see you’ve come a long way in your anal training. Very good. It takes a true slut to take such a large plug in her ass.”

		“Thank you, Master.”

		I felt the tips of his fingers press into my ass and I relaxed as he pushed three and then four of them into me. My back arched and I pushed my ass back to accept them as I had been so trained to do.

		“See how easily they slid into your ass now, Fuckfilly? You’re quickly becoming our best Whorsie. Let’s see how far you’ve come, shall we?”

		“Yes, Master. This Whorsie is here to serve you,” I said and meant it. “My ass, my pussy, my entire being is yours to command, Master.” He bunched up his fingers, thumb tucked into the palm of his hand as he pushed slowly and firmly deeper. My asshole expanded more than ever and then closed around his wrist. I could feel his fingers wiggling around inside of me and my pussy dripped in excitement.

		“Well done, Fuckfilly,” he said with a slap to my ass. “Is mine the first fist you’ve taken?”

		“Yes, Master,” I moaned as he moved his hand around inside of me with a twisting motion. “Thank you Master! Thank you for stretching this Whorsie’s ass open to accept your fist!”

		“It’s a shame you have no owner. Such a well-trained Whorsie deserves a Master,” he said pulling his fist free from my ass only to push it in again. “Maybe your boss at channel 74 will take you as his personal pony slave,” he said pushing into me even deeper and faster.

		“Chanel 74?” I gasped, but didn’t dare move from my position.

		“That’s right. You are Amanda Cummings, right, Mrs. Abbie Gail? Don’t bother denying it. I knew who you were from the moment you stepped into my office. So tell me Amanda, how do you like our facility? How do you like being trained as a pony slave?”

		“I love it Master! Honestly, I do. I…I never imagined the training would be like this though!” I moaned as I pushed back onto his hand to take it even deeper. Something inside of me wanted to take as much of it as I could in the hopes my humiliation was making him happy.

		“You do realize that the training is irreversible, yes? Once the training is complete you will forever be a pony slave. It will be next to impossible for you to forget or ignore what you are becoming. Is that what you want Miss. Cummings?”

		“Yes Master! This slut wants to become the best possible pony slave that she can, Master. This…this isn’t…a game, Master,” I grunted as it felt like his hand was about to tickly my tonsils.

		“I’m glad to hear it.”

		“How…how long will…the training take…Master?”

		“Not much longer for such an obedient submissive as yourself, Fuckfilly. Perhaps another month. Once you are programmed to accept the commands without hesitation you will receive your certificate of completion and you may go find yourself a proper owner to take care of you.”

		“Commands, Master?”

		“That’s right. The advanced training consists of stripping away your human personality altogether and replacing it with a permanent Whorsie one. Your old personality will still be buried in the subconscious, but you’ll live the rest of your life as a pony slave to whomever you serve. Only the special command phrases will bring you out of it and allow you to live as a human again.”

		

	
		Chapter 5

		

		Going Home

		

		Three months to the day of my arrival at the Maidenfair training facility, my training was complete. With but a few commands I was able to slip into the role of a fully trained pony slave and back to being human again at my Master’s behest. My breasts were at least two full cup sizes larger now than when I first started thanks to the constant pumping. And I was now five weeks pregnant with my first child.

		Along with three other slaves I was escorted onto a stage for the graduation ceremony. We were paraded around and shown off for all those in attendance - mostly the Masters that helped in our training, but there were a few faces out there I didn’t recognize. After ten minutes of trotting around the stage we took the ready position - ass up, head down.

		Master Spears rolled a machine of some sort behind me and fiddled with it for several minutes before picking up a long metal rod with a disk at the end and pressing it into the flesh of my left hip. I felt the heat even before it touched my skin, and wailed in agony as it branded me with my official certificate of completion.

		Newly branded, I trotted around the stage to show it off to the cheers and clapping of those in the audience while the other graduates received their mark. It was a horseshoe with the words Maidenfair Trained written around it - a permanent reminder of who and what we now were.

		I was also given a sealed envelope containing the commands needed to transform me into a pony slave and back into a human again. I was to safeguard it with my life until I gave it to the one I would forever serve. Only the one I called Master, or Mistress could use the commands on me successfully. That was to minimize the risk of someone saying it on accident and turning me into a pony slave at the wrong time - say while on the air, or while driving down the road.

		Going home felt strange to me. I had become so accustomed to life at Maidenfair’s I never thought it would end. The feeling of my jeans pressing against the brand was agonizing, making the nine hour drive home feel like ninety. It was covered to prevent damaging it during the drive, but that only added to the pressed placed upon it.

		An hour into the return trip I picked up my cell phone and saw that I had missed 107 calls and had 86 voicemail messages. I scrolled through them quickly to see who called and noticed that Mr. Kitch had made 49 of them. Unsure of what he needed, I gave him a call back before anyone else.

		“Amanda!” Mr. Kitch exclaimed. “I’ve been trying to reach you for ages!”

		“Sorry, boss. No cell phones allowed in the facility, but my training is complete now and I’m on my way home.”

		“Good thing, but there’s a problem. Two days in and we lost the feed. We got nothing from you for the last three months!”

		“OH MY FUCKING GOD!” I gasped. “Are you serious? Tell me you’re kidding me!”

		“I wish I was. Two days. That’s all we got. It was a hot fucking two days, let me tell you, but not what we agreed upon.”

		“What…what are you saying?”

		“I’m saying you failed to deliver as promised,” Mr. Kitch replied.

		“Hold on, don’t get too excited. As it so happens, I started the recording from home as well. Assuming everything there is in order, I’ll still be able to deliver you everything I went through in the last three months.”

		“Smart move. We’ve been swamped with calls, emails, and letters begging for more. The people watching were hooked after the first day and I can’t blame them. Seeing you begging to be trained like that was one of the hottest thing I have ever seen.”

		“Thank you, Sir,” I replied with a huge smile. “You wouldn’t believe what I went through.”

		“Do tell.”

		“Sorry, Sir, if you missed it while it was happening, telling you about it won’t do it justice. You’ll have to wait and see if I managed to record it all or not.”

		“And if not?”

		“Then I spent three months being trained as a pony slave for nothing, Sir.” I replied.

		“Maybe not for nothing. I’m sure we can put it to use somehow. At least tell me if the training was effective.”

		“Very, Sir.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		I rushed into the house and ran to the office where my laptop sat on the desk. I saw an image of me looking at the screen and I breathed a sigh of relief. That was a good sign. Keeping the program running, but minimized I opened the external drive where it would be stored should it have worked. My heart was still racing a thousand miles an hour. There were ninety-one folders contained on the hard drive corresponding to the first day I left and ending with today. I opened the first and played the video of me arriving at Maidenfair’s. I skipped ahead and it all seemed to be there. Ninety-one folders later and I leaned back in my chair and picked up the phone.

		“It’s all there, Sir,” I said to Mr. Kitch. “I’ve got every second of my training.”

		“Outstanding!” he exclaimed. “How soon can you get it to me?”

		“First thing in the morning. I need to back it all up and get a good night’s rest first.”
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