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Chapter 1: The Truth


A slave’s lot is not a happy one, especially when she’s being punished for embarrassing her master.  Since the party two weeks ago, I’d been constantly undergoing one sort of punishment or another, both night and day.

I thought it was completely unfair, since not only was I publically humiliated and tortured when it happened, but the incident hadn’t even been my fault in the first place.  Once I was done with my service to Master Laste and got out of here, I swore I’d find a way to get even with Mistress Lidia for what she’d done to me.

For now, though, I had to endure.  My punishment regimen wasn’t easy or fun for me in the least, but I guess that’s the whole point of being punished.  I just wished they’d let up on me at least once in a while.

There wasn’t much chance of that with all four of them wanting a go at me.

Master Laste used my punishment as a chance to test the fiendishly clever devices he designed and built.  From catsuits with built in TENS electrodes located throughout, to new vibrator designs that kept me on the absolute edge of orgasm for hours without letting me cum.  He tested them all on me without hesitation, sometimes letting the trials run all night if he wanted lots of data.

His permanent slave Monica seemed to take my failure at the party personally, and was as harsh with me as her orders allowed.  She was in charge of my morning routine, and I dreaded those sessions now.

She never put my feet into boots with less than an eight inch heel, and if she was in a particularly nasty mood, would put small beads inside before locking them on for the day.  It was especially harsh if the beads were in place during my morning exercise on the treadmill.

She also increased the volume of my daily enema and sometimes added cayenne pepper to it, which made it burn for most of the day.  Not that I could complain, since she never removed my custom fitted gag anymore.

I spent most of the daylight hours with Mistress Lilith and Jill.  Jill was learning how to become a Dominatrix, and I was their favorite teaching aid.  Mistress Lilith was teaching her about a billion different ways to restrain someone (me) and how to properly punish them.

In addition to teaching the use of the plethora of whips and floggers available, she was also showing her how to make me punish myself through the use of predicament bondage.  I hated those sessions the worst.

Well… second worst, actually.  The worst was when they bedded me down for the night.  I no longer had any freedom of movement during the night, and some of the restraint methods, especially the full body sleep sack, terrified me.

I usually had one or more of Master Laste’s cruel devices shoved inside me for the night as well.  I’d been kept extremely horny every night, but hadn’t been allowed an orgasm since my punishment started.  The sleep deprivation added up quickly, and made making it through the rest of the day even harder for me.

I don’t doubt the punishments would’ve continued for my entire stay if I hadn’t gotten lucky during one of Jill’s lessons… if you can call having your arm almost dislocated during suspension bondage ‘lucky’.

My injury meant the gag got taken out so she could properly assess the damage they’d accidentally caused, and I was finally able to blurt out the truth of what Mistress Lidia did to cause my accident at the party.

They didn’t believe me, of course, but Master Laste was a fair man, and reviewed the security footage from the night.  I was facing the wrong way for the camera to get actual proof of what happened, but it was close enough for them to believe me.  My ordeal ended, at least partially.

He decided to allow a meeting where everyone was able to speak freely, so he could come up with a plan to get some revenge.  He thought the best way to get back at her was to beat her at her specialty, namely the upcoming ponygirl show.

It would mean I’d be stuck as his slave for longer than intended, but I wanted to get back at her even more than he did, so I said I was in.  I was about to become a ponygirl, and I was both excited and scared.



Chapter 2: Pony Training


I didn’t know Master Laste owned a farm, but I guess I didn’t really know a lot about him, despite being his slave for the last month.  He didn’t make a habit of sharing his business with anyone, let alone someone in my position.

I didn’t even know where the farm was located, since I was restrained for the entire trip.  He’d put earplugs in place so I couldn’t hear, and laced a leather discipline hood over my head to remove my sight.

Two of his insidious toys were left running inside me to keep me distracted, and I was bound head to toe with wide leather straps before being tightly laced into the sleep sack.  My harsh punishment regimen had ended, but that didn’t mean he was about to take it easy on me.

He couldn’t, or we’d have no chance at succeeding.  Mistress Lidia had been working with ponygirls for years, and was an expert in all aspects of their training.  We had less than two months, so he warned me in advance he’d be pulling out all the stops.

I wasn’t released from my bondage until I was inside the large barn that was my new home for the duration of my pony training.  It was a much cleaner and well-appointed structure than what I was expecting; when I heard barn, I automatically pictured some drafty old building with weathered wood that was falling apart.

This place had all the comforts of home, a wide range of exercise equipment, plus everything a modern ponygirl would need for her training and lifestyle.  It also had a full selection of bondage equipment, but I’d grown used to living with that by now and the place would’ve seemed empty without it.

He gave me some free time to stretch out from my travel restraints, and even let me take a shower while fully free for the first time in forever.  Unfortunately, the shower stall was open to the room, so I couldn’t relieve the itch between my legs.  Monica and Jill handled the unpacking, while Mistress Lilith received the fifty-cent tour from Master Laste.

Once clean, I was measured for my new outfits.  They would be mostly leather, so a proper fit was important to prevent rubbing and abrasions.  One set of tack was deemed close enough to use until my new ones could be made, and on it went.

This one was supposedly a lot simpler than my custom rig would be, but would allow me to get used to what I’d be dealing with during my stay here.  The first piece was a harness that went around my breasts like an open bra.  Straps went out from each side and over each shoulder and were buckled in place behind my back.

Cuffs went on my wrists and a thick padded belt was pulled tight around my waist.  They cuffed my wrists to the sides of the belt, but warned me my arms would usually be restrained behind my back.  They gave me a rather ‘wimpy’ posture collar compared to what I’d grown used to, but I didn’t complain.

My ballet boots were replaced with heelless pony boots, complete with hoof and horseshoe.  I thought they’d be difficult to walk in, but the large base made them almost comfortable compared to what I’d endured recently.

A complicated head harness was next.  I opened my mouth to accept the large, rubber covered bit, and soon had it snugged tight to the sides, under my chin, and over my head.  The upper strap also helped hold my hair in a tight ponytail near the top.  They left the reins off for now.

I was bent over a railing and lubed up so they could insert a bullet vibe into my pussy, and a plug into my rear.  Both were smaller than anything they’d filled me with in a month, and I was grateful for the change.

A sort of leather thong harness was belted around my waist and between my legs to hold everything in place, including the familiar battery pack needed to power my inserts.  The final piece of my new outfit was a genuine horsehair tail which was screwed into the butt plug.  It tickled my legs when I moved.

They guided me onto a treadmill and connected chains to my shoulder harness in case I lost my balance.  My training was about to begin.

***

“Ok,” I began.  “You do well in high heels and a hobble, but if you want to be my pony, then you need to learn how to walk like one.  No more shuffle-steps will be allowed or tolerated.  Instead, you’ll raise your legs high and with precision.  I want to see your thighs completely horizontal with each and every step.”

I turned the treadmill on to the slowest setting to see if she understood what I meant.  She seemed to get it, but her legs were all over the place.

“Come on… I’ve seen drunken epileptic monkeys walk with more grace.  Drive that leg up straight and plant it down with confidence.  Do you want to do this or don’t you?”

It looked like she started trying harder, but still had no clue of what ‘proper’ was.  Her legs either didn’t go up enough, or went way too high.  If this was what she was capable of, I began to doubt if I’d ever be able to bring her to a show.

“Mind if I make a suggestion?” Mistress Lilith asked, obviously seeing the same problem I did.

“Go ahead,” I replied in disgust.

“She knows how to walk already, so stop the treadmill and let her practice the proper step with a leg bar.  Set it up a failure and reward system so she can learn for herself what we expect.”

“I suppose it’s worth a try.  I can hook up a monitoring program to see how well she does… or how badly.”

“You and your toys,” she laughed.  “What ever happened to just using the old eyeball?”

“My eyes are fine, but I can guarantee it’s going to take a long time, so I think this would be a good time to let Jill experience some of this training herself.”

“What?  I came along to help you two train her, not get trained myself,” Jill complained.

“You came along to learn certain things from us, and this will be the fastest way to teach you about pony play.  Besides… you owe me, and it wasn’t a request.”

She grumbled a bit more, but agreed in the end.  I let Lilith and Monica gear her up while I altered Sherri’s station.  I put a stand with an adjustable bar in front of her, and had her hold her leg in the proper position while I set the bar to that height.  Her leg would touch the bar each time she lifted it to the correct level.

A contact switch on the bottom of the bar would need to be pressed once per second, or the butt plug would deliver a painful shock.  She’d also have to make sure she didn’t try to raise her leg up too far, or she’d wind up hurting herself by smacking the unyielding metal.

I doubted she’d be able to earn any reward, but I programmed the vibe to come on if she had no failures for a full minute.  It wasn’t much of a reward since I wouldn’t allow her to have an orgasm, but she didn’t need to know that.

I explained the rules to her and told her to figure it out on her own.  She did ok with her first few practice steps, so I started the program.  The first shock caused her to jerk her leg up and slam it into the bar.  It made her stumble and would leave a bruise… I hoped for her own sake she was a fast learner.  Shaking my head, I left her to either sink or swim.

It looked like they’d just finished getting Jill ready, so I suggested we take her outside and let her try the lunging ring.  It was the simplest of pony training aids, consisting of a long lead attached to a center pole.  All she had to do was walk in a circle at the end of the rope.

I usually stood in the center to give my instructions, but Lilith decided to give her a more hands-on lesson by walking behind her with a crop.  To my disgust, Jill picked up the proper technique almost immediately, and I wondered if I could talk her into taking Sherri’s place in the upcoming show.

Probably not, and while I could call in a one-time favor she couldn’t refuse, I preferred to save it for something better.  I left them at it and went back inside to see if Sherri had learned anything yet.

To my surprise, I found the reward program was already running and she was stepping almost perfectly.  It was such a huge improvement, I might even let her have the orgasm she was desperate for if she continued to learn this fast.

I considered my options and decided to give her a real test, without the leg training aid.  I let her keep practicing while I gathered some new items and made some changes to her program.  Once I was ready, I gave her a drink of water from a squirt bottle and got rid of the bar.

This time the treadmill would be running, and her steps would be monitored with a mercury switch that would only activate if her leg was properly raised.  Every five minutes the treadmill would change speeds to a random setting, and she would have to learn how to adjust almost instantly.

Every time the reward program was active for a full ninety seconds, the vibrator would increase in speed by ten percent.  I didn’t think she’d be able to earn enough rewards to get it to full speed, and the little bullet probably didn’t have enough power to send her over the edge anyway, but I’d let her cum if she was able.

If nothing else it would be a good distraction, and she needed to learn how to ignore distractions while running a race.  She also needed to learn how to take directions by means of whip and rein, but that would come tomorrow when we took her out for a trial run.

She was in pretty good shape and her legs were well toned, but I wondered how much endurance she had.  I decided to let the treadmill program run for three hours to find out.  If she was still standing at the end, we might have a shot at this.



Chapter 3: Trial Run


I’d never been so completely exhausted in my entire life.  If that was his idea of a warm-up day, I shuddered to think of what a real workout would be like.  I managed to somehow make it through the entire treadmill session, but found myself unable to stand once it finally stopped.

I hung limply in the harness until they finished playing with Jill and came back to collect me.  Once I was able to stand under my own power again, they made me walk around for another five minutes as a cool-down routine, and I felt a little better after that.

Monica showed me my ‘room’ which was pretty much like a stall for a real horse, except for the few necessary modifications.  I had my food and water bottles attached to the wall at a convenient kneeling height, and a toilet in the corner if I needed to pee during the night.

She told me I’d be fed three or four times a day now, as I’d be burning calories like there was no tomorrow.  She said she’d continue to administer an enema every morning, but warned me it might become a twice daily routine if my increased food consumption became a problem.

A pad on the floor was my bed, and she left me to rest for an hour before collecting me for more walking practice.  I almost cried when she told me I had another practice to do, but all they wanted me to do was walk around the barn on my own accord.

It felt like a holiday compared to my earlier marathon, and I was even allowed to sit for five minutes twice per hour.  They gave me a bit of occasional advice or a minor warning once in a while, but spent most of their time working on putting my new outfit together.

As they progressed in their work, I had my temporary outfit removed bit by bit so they could check the fit of a new piece before it was permanently assembled.  I wasn’t even gagged by the end, although they never released my arms from the belt.

That was the only restraints I had to wear when I was ‘bedded down’ for the night, and it was a wonderful change, even though I knew it was most likely a one-time thing.  I fell asleep tired, but content.

***

I woke up when someone started moving my head, and confused, I started to ask what was happening.  A penis gag stopped my question before I got more than the first syllable out.

“Shh,” Monica said, buckling the gag in place.  “Keep it quiet or we’ll both be in trouble.  I’m not supposed to be in here.”

I was still confused, but kept silent.

“Tomorrow morning you’ll be locked into your pony gear until your training is complete, so this is the last chance I’ll have to do this.”

“Do what?” I tried to say through the gag.  She understood my meaning, if not my words.

“I owe you an apology for the way I treated you these last few weeks.  This is the only way I could think of to make it up to you, so just lay back and enjoy yourself.”

She planted a kiss on top of my gag and then lowered her head to my breasts where she spent several minutes kissing and gently fondling them.  It felt heavenly, and I wished this moment could last forever.

She slipped one hand between my leg and began slowly circling my clit.  In a matter of minutes I’d gone from full sleep to raging desire, and I spread my legs wide to give her full access for whatever she had planned.

What she planned, it turned out, was the most satisfying oral sex I’d ever received… three glorious times in a row.  For the second time today I found myself exhausted, although in a much better way this time.

She might have even gone down on me a fourth time, but some noise from upstairs made her quickly scurry off to avoid getting caught.  I didn’t mind… I was completely content and fell asleep almost instantly; smiling around the gag she’d forgotten to remove.

***

I was a little stiff and sore when morning arrived, but looking forward to the day.  Both Mistress Lilith and Jill woke me up and helped me with my morning routine today.  I had a moment of panic when I remembered I wasn’t supposed to be gagged, but I guess they didn’t think it was anything out of the ordinary, and let it pass without comment.

Once I was thoroughly clean both inside and out, it was time to put on my new outfit for the first time.  I was probably more excited to see how it looked than they were, and was glad when they let me stand in front of a full length mirror while getting dressed.

This chest harness was much better than the other one.  Each breast had its own circle of leather around it, with a slightly bigger piece on the bottom to give me some support.  They also had an additional chrome ring that circled my areolas, causing them to jut out slightly.  My nipples went rock-hard almost instantly.

The shoulder straps were thicker and wider, but felt like the softest suede on my skin.  Everything was pitch black and polished to perfection.  It wasn’t a uniform; it was a work of art.

All of the joints were connected with shiny chrome rings and once everything was buckled firmly in place, made it look like a million dollar item.  The lower body harness was just as stunning, and my only concern so far was the inserts they planned to use on me.

They weren’t overly large, but I saw metal contact strips on both of them so it was obvious they both had the potential to give me a good zap whenever they felt like it.  In addition, the butt plug had a hole in the end of it so they wouldn’t have to ever remove it.  The enema hose could be screwed into where the tail would otherwise go.

They added another pair of straps to connect both harnesses, but I’m sure they were more for show than anything else.  Neither one was going to move a millimeter with how well they fit.  The posture collar also matched perfectly, and had tiny metal plates where any of the unused D-rings could hit and make a little tinkling sound.

They attached the battery pack and had me jump a few times to make sure everything was settled properly.  It all looked good and felt good, so they pulled my hair into a ponytail again and put the bit gag up to my mouth.

I wasn’t really fond of bit gags, but at least I could breathe easier with one than most of the alternatives.  The new headpiece had a built in blindfold, and I was worried about not being able to see what was in front of me when running at full speed.

Once they finished buckling everything in place, they snapped them open to the sides, turning them into simple blinders.  It was a huge relief, but I still hated losing my peripheral vision.  They had me sit for a moment so they could pull my new full leg boots into place and begin the arduous process of lacing them up.

They took their time making sure the laces were perfectly tight and even.  The leather felt like a second skin by the time they were done, and while I had no problems standing or moving in them, I found they weren’t very flexible at the knees.  My high-step gait would be difficult today.

I was ordered to put my hands behind my back and grab my elbows.  Crap… I was hoping for the simple waist belt restraints, but it looked like a box tie was in my near future.  Two straps on each of my lower and upper arms made short work of holding them together, but they weren’t done yet.  They slid my arms into a leather pouch.

A strap went under my right arm and over the shoulder, crossed to the other side behind my neck, and followed the opposite route back to the bag.  They quickly pulled it snug and ran another strap from the bottom of the bag around my abdomen, pulling it tight as well.

I was amazed at how restrictive it felt.  I could barely move my arms in any direction, but even that small amount was soon taken away as they began lacing the sides of the bag shut.  By the time they were done my arms were fused to my back, completely immobile, although not in much pain.

This rig seemed to be designed for long term use, and I began to wonder what their definition of long term was when I started hearing the snick of small locks snapping shut.  Not just once or twice either, but dozens of times.

They had me do a quick lap around the room for one final gear check, and since everything still looked good they added the last two pieces; my tail and the reins.  I was led through a side door into another part of the stable.  This room contained a variety of carts and buggies.

I was backed up to a small, two-wheeled contraption they called a sulky and ordered to stand still while they hooked it up to my waist.  It was obviously designed for just this kind of use since it only took about ten seconds before they were done.

Jill guided me with the reins until we were outside, and then Mistress Lilith climbed aboard.  Then she took the reins and started teaching me my new commands.  Jill followed at my side in case I stumbled, but the large wheels on the sulky made pulling it fairly easy.

Once I had the basics down, Jill shut my blinders and led me to another part of the yard.  I probably would’ve froze up if I hadn’t seen how level the place was, but as it was I was too hesitant for Mistress Lilith’s liking, and she judiciously used her buggy whip on my exposed and vulnerable ass.

I didn’t have any warning when we arrived at our destination, or if I did I missed it because she pulled hard on the reins to get me to stop.  I even had to back up a few feet to get into position.  I felt new straps being connected to my harness and attached to something above me.

My blindfold was changed back into blinders, and it took almost a minute to be able to see again in the bright, harsh sun.  Jill was nowhere in sight, Mistress Lilith was silent, and I had no idea what was going on.  I was already starting to bake in the sun from just standing here, and hoped this part of my training wouldn’t take long.

A few minutes later I saw Jill emerge from the barn, followed closely by Master Laste and a severely bound Monica.  She was wearing a full body black latex catsuit with her arms pulled behind her until I could barely tell she even had
 arms. (They were in an arm binder, but I couldn’t tell from my current point of view)

She was wearing a leather punishment helmet and it was dripping wet.  They’d laced it tight enough I could clearly see the indentations of the gag she wore underneath it, and with shock I realized what the wet leather meant.  The hood and laces shrink as it dried in the hot sun, becoming impossibly tight.

The hood only had two small openings for the solid metal nose inserts, and another for a feeding tube in the middle of the gag.  If she was left in the sun for any length of time, she’d need that hole as a way to replace all the water she was sure to lose.

They marched her up to a post and spun her around, belting her in place with about a dozen straps.  Once she’d become one with the post (and not in a Zen kind of way) Jill gave her a drink while Master Laste came over to inspect my new outfit.

“Not bad,” he commented.

“Everything fit like a dream,” Mistress Lilith agreed.

“You forgot the nipple clamps, though.”

“I have them with me, but thought you might want to do the honors.  She’s your pony after all.”

“That was thoughtful of you.  Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it.  Let’s just get this thing started… I’m boiling out here today.”

She was boiling?  What about me?  At least she had something over her head and was out of direct sunlight… sweat was pouring off of me from the heat.

My nipples were still hard enough he simply attached the clamps without any fanfare.  The pain was intense for several seconds, but I’d learned to breathe through the pain of their installation.  He flicked them a few times with his fingers and I heard bells tinkling.  He seemed briefly amused at my reaction, but then became all business again.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” he began.  “You’re going to do laps around a lunging pole, sort of like what Jill was doing last night.  This particular device has an arm with a wheel on the outside of the track, with a metal pole connecting it to the center pivot point.  It’ll keep you upright when you fall.”

I noticed he use ‘when’ rather than ‘if’, when he mentioned me falling.  That was a bad sign.

“Lilith will be instructing you on the commands you’ll need to learn, as well as proper comportment, and learning how to focus on the one single task you’re given; obeying her instantly.”

He flicked my nipple bells to emphasize each syllable of the last three words.

“It seems that neither you nor Monica cares much about obedience these days, so we decided to correct that before the situation gets out of hand.  Her e-stim and vibration inserts are controlled by the same frequency yours is, except hers are about triple the strength.  She’s going to stand out here until she fries if you don’t do your job properly.”

Shit… they know everything about what we did.

“Yesterday I had considered allowing you an orgasm, but this stupid slave took away the chance for me to see you properly rewarded.  You were so hungry for one, you didn’t even try to stop her, and so you both need a little lesson.  Since I’m a generous man, I’ve decided to give you the orgasm you earned… as many as you like, even.”

Why wasn’t I relieved at his self-proclaimed generosity?

“Of course there’s still some punishment due to Monica, but I’ll leave that in your hands.  If a lap takes too long, she gets zapped.  If you have an orgasm, she gets zapped.  If you fail a command from Lilith, she gets zapped.  She also gets no water unless you perform up to expectations. Do you see where this is going?”

Unfortunately, I did.

“Not counting corrective lashes from the whip, you won’t be punished at all for your mistakes today.  Isn’t that a relief?  I’d love to stay and chat more, but I need to get out of this sun and into the shade where I have some nice cold beer waiting for me.  Have fun.”

I felt the whip crack across my ass and I jumped forward in reaction.  I kept the momentum going and started pulling the sulky along my circular path.  Despite what he said, I wasn’t completely without punishment.  I felt a shock in both my ass and pussy with every failed high step, but it wasn’t near as bad as expected.

When I was on the part of the track where I could see Monica, I could tell she was getting it a lot worse, though, and tried to do better for her sake.  It seemed that was the endpoint of my laps, so when I didn’t do something right, I’d be able to see her tense and shake from her punishment.

The vibrator didn’t kick in until the third lap, but I almost wished it didn’t.  It was strong enough to make me weak in the knees, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I exploded and caused Monica more pain.

I went too slow on my next lap and was failing badly with my high-step, earning her a solid string of punishments.  Then my first orgasm of the day broke loose, causing me to fall and hang limp from the harness until I recovered.  It meant a triple punishment for Monica as I failed at control, failed my time, and failed to high-step while the aftershocks were pulsing through me.

I’d given her so many punishments that she was twitching uncontrollably for the entire time she was in my view during the next three laps.  She even stopped me and allowed some water while we waited for the backlog of punishment to clear.

Of course I had another orgasm while standing there, but it didn’t seem to matter much anymore.  Master Laste seemed determined to fry Monica from both inside and out.  When I felt the reins flick again I started moving, feeling proud I picked up the signal this time and didn’t need a lash from the whip.

I gave it everything I had now, determined to ease Monica’s torture as much as possible.  I did pretty good for the next four laps, but then I couldn’t deny the orgasm I’d been struggling to hold back.  It has the same results as the first time, and I silently apologized to her.

I began to lose track of time and had no idea how many laps I’d done.  My whole world was nothing more than lifting one foot up and putting it in front of the other in the proper manner.  Every now and then I would cum, and then continue on as best as I could.

I’d occasionally get hosed down, which was also the method used to give me a drink now.  I was also periodically sprayed down with what I thought was sunscreen, but didn’t know for sure.  I think they hosed off Monica once in a while too, but I hardly noticed her by now.

I tried to tune her predicament out of my mind as best as I could, focusing instead on the job of putting one foot in front of the other.  Ignore her pain… ignore the orgasm… put one foot in front of the other.

Ignore the aching muscles… ignore the pain in my feet… ignore the burn in my lungs… put one foot in front of the other.  It became my life, and at some point during the day, it worked.  I eventually felt the reins signal my halt, and I simply stood there blinking sweat out of my eyes, and trying to catch my breath.

I was hosed down again, and then felt the harnesses being removed from my shoulders.  Lilith guided me back to the stable where the sulky was removed and put away.  The vibrator was finally shut off, both to my relief and my disappointment.

She cleaned me, covered me with lotion, tended to my leathers, and put me back in my stall.  I had just enough energy left to eat and drink before finding myself falling asleep on my knees.  Not wanting to choke myself on a mouthful of food, I decided to eat later.  I crawled over to my pad, fell onto my side, and fell asleep approximately three milliseconds later.

***

I watched with mixed feelings as Mistress Lilith drove Sherri back to the stable.  I could hardly contain my pride in how far she advanced today, but my arms had gone numb hours ago, and I really wanted to get out of this rig.

With the Master and Jill both working at it, I found my bonds removed in a matter of minutes, but all I could do was sit there like a rag doll.  This had been quite the extreme day for me, and it took me close to ten minutes before I felt able to walk back inside.

“That went better than expected,” Jill said.

“My master’s plan was brilliant,” I replied.

“Do you think she suspected anything?”

“I doubt it.  As far as she knows, I was about a half second away from being electrocuted to death from all of her early mistakes.  Didn’t it look convincing?”

“Oh, you can be sure it looked good.  You deserve a best actress award for your performance out there today.  I’m not sure where you learned to make an orgasm look like an electrocution, but if I couldn’t tell the difference, you can be sure she couldn’t.  By the way… how many did you have out there?”

“I have no idea… I can’t count that high.”

“Lucky little minx… maybe I should volunteer for the ‘torture’ next time.”

“Stand in line, honey… stand in line.”

All in all it was a most productive day.  We had ourselves a real ponygirl now.

###
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