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Chapter 1

At 16, Alicia was the youngest of the four siblings. Perhaps she was spoiled a bit more by their father, but she was most definitely more protected by Andrew (don’t call me Andy) and Anita. Andrew was 18 and Anita was 22. They took the brunt of the abuse from Millie, their 34-year-old half-sister. Millie had been the apple of daddy’s eye for 12 years until he remarried and along came Anita. To say she resented the intrusion into her status as an only child would be putting it mildly. It went deeper than that. Sure she had to share daddy’s attention now, but daddy didn’t change his will except to say the $100 million would be split among his children. So, Millie saw her inheritance go from $100 million to 50 to 33 and finally come to rest at $25 million. She wasn’t mad at daddy though he could easily have given $100 million to each of them. It wasn’t his fault; it was those damned half siblings’ fault. 
After she moved out and had her own family, Millie’s wrath faded in impact if not intensity. Now, daddy, after burying two wives, was in poor health and the distribution of most of his wealth to charity and a fraction to his children, Millie had Kayla (14), Moses (12), and Ned (11) to occupy her time. She still yearned for her full share of daddy’s wealth, but her three younger siblings thought she’d finally come to accept the “unfair” will. 
Daddy’s imminent demise brought another problem. The four siblings would each own a quarter of his company and a bad case of sibling rivalry made that sound like a difficult partnership. That was what led Millie to bury the hatchet. She invited her brother and sisters to her house where they were greeted like long lost, and very welcome, relatives. Anita’s husband, Craig, had lost his bitterness, now untainted by Millie’s anger. Anita, Andrew, and Alicia accepted her peace offering, hesitantly at first, and more happily as Millie’s sincerity was apparent. 
As a chance to get even more acquainted with the new Millie, the four decided on a family vacation without the children. Millie had suggested even Craig stay home, but the other three insisted he was part of the family as well. The four were well-traveled, so Anita, Andrew, and Alicia were intrigued by Millie’s suggestion to tour Kiev and see the history of the Ukrainian capital. 
“Do you think I packed enough?” asked Alicia, eying her two suitcases dubiously. Andrew and Anita rolled their eyes at the question. For a week in Kiev, she’d packed more than enough. Nervous over her first trip without daddy or someone appointed by daddy to take care of her, she was driving the other three crazy.
“You’ll be fine,” said Millie. “You packed everything I said and more. If you’ve forgotten something, we’ll buy it there.” Inheritance aside, the four enjoyed a multi-million dollar trust fund that allowed them to travel first class. Millie’s casual comment reminded them that money could solve most problems. “Besides, it’s summer and I’m sure we’ve all over packed.”

Millie smiled at the enthusiasm of her youngest sibling. Alicia would be a junior when school started in September. She was a pretty blond with a bounce in her step that made her pony tail seem alive. Slender and supple, her years of soccer and swimming had toned her muscles. Alicia’s only complaint was her breasts were too small. Millie thought the teen’s C-cup breasts were just right, but Alicia thought her more buxom friends were more popular with the boys. 

At 34, Millie could only remember the days of being a firm, trim teen. Her breasts, a D-cup to Alicia’s dismay, had a little sag to them and she knew she could stand to lose about 20 pounds, but she could still turn a head or two. She had her brown hair in a pony tail that displayed less life than Alicia’s. 
As their bags disappeared down the conveyor belt, Millie caught Anita’s eye and nodded toward security. Between the two of them, they gathered up their carry-on and steered the other two through the tight screening. When Andrew slipped off his light jacket to pass through, Millie thought about how good all her siblings looked. Her lone brother’s arms and chest showed the results of years of weight training and football. They were all blessed with good looks and Andrew’s collar length, unruly hair gave him an added aura of dashing, daring, and irresistible. 
Alicia may have had some growing yet to do, but Anita’s figure had settled down years ago and that’s what bothered Alicia. Anita had modest sized breasts, a clear sign to the teen that she wouldn’t fill out much more. Though, she did consider that maybe she got some of Millie’s genes and would surpass Anita. The funny thing was that as they waited to board, Alicia was very aware of the looks she got from teen boys and men. There was really nothing for her to worry about if what she really wanted was to be noticed and appreciated. 
Anita cast disapproving glances at the men whose eyes linger a little too long on her little sister. She’d taken on the role of keeping an eye on Alicia, and Andrew as well. To her, Millie still seemed aloof, as if she didn’t quite know how to fit into the family she was trying to mend. She was content to let Millie take the lead, like selecting a hotel and planning their itinerary of sightseeing while she took the lead in keeping Alicia out of trouble. 
The first two days in Kiev were uneventful. They saw a museum, learned that Kiev had changed hands several times during the Great Patriotic War, as the former Soviet Union called World War II, and discovered that Kiev didn’t compare to the shopping in New York City. The days were fast paced as they saw the sights and sampled the local fare. For the third day, the pace would be slower. They engaged a tour guide who took them out of Kiev to see the countryside and a particular castle that sounded interesting. 
After spending the morning touring the rolling hills, they stopped for lunch at an exclusive club. There was a private show that went with the lunch, a lark that Millie had planned and the others had apprehensively agreed to let the hypnotist show his skill. While the other four waited, Millie went to let their host know they were there. 

“Are you going to let him hypnotize you?” Alicia asked Andrew. 

“That’s the point, isn’t it?” he replied. “Somebody has to get hypnotized or there’s really no fun. He’s not going to hypnotize himself. Don’t chicken out, Alicia. We all agreed to take a turn. What’s the worst that can happen? You’ll cluck like a chicken? You can watch me cluck like a chicken.”
“Yeah, I know, but you first,” she suggested. “Or you, Anita. Will one of you go first?”

“I will,” said Andrew. “I don’t mind, but I’m gonna spank you if I go first and then you change your mind.”

“I will,” said Alicia. 

“You will what? Get hypnotized or chicken out?”

“Get hypnotized,” said Alicia. “You know that some people can’t be hypnotized and he can’t make you do anything you wouldn’t do.”

“That would be boring,” said Andrew. “I don’t suppose you’d cluck like a chicken if you weren’t hypnotized. We’ll see. Don’t worry. It’ll be fun.”

Down the hall, Millie let the hostess know they had arrived and the girl led her to meet the hypnotist. “You’re sure this will work?” she asked him when they were alone. 
“I do it often,” said Barti with just a hint of an accent. He was short and stout with close-cropped gray hair with a grandfatherly look that earned him the trust of his subjects. 
“You can make them do things they wouldn’t normally do?” she insisted. 

“It’s a mixture of a drug that induces a mild trance and hypnosis,” he assured her. “Together they put a subject deeper than either alone. Just don’t drink the water. The water is spiked with the drug. Once they drink that, I’ll be able to put them under so deep they’ll do nearly anything. Don’t drink the water,” he cautioned her a second time. 

“OK, then we’re set. Here’s the first half of the money. Once it’s done, you’ll get the second half.” Millie handed the man a thick envelope. “Ten thousand now and ten thousand later.”
“As you wish,” he said with a smile as he took the money. He thumbed through a thick wad of U.S. $100 bills as if he could count it that quickly and then slipped it in his jacket pocket. 

After Millie rejoined her siblings and husband, the hostess seated them and Barti came in with a flourish. “Are you ready to be amazed?” he asked dramatically. “I will indeed amaze you.” Then his voice dropped to a more conversational tone. “Actually, the amazement is in your minds. The audience may be amused, but my subjects are always amazed. I can stop you from your vices – smoking, drinking, nail biting. But today, I will put your mind at peace. There will be a few surprises, maybe an embarrassing moment or two,” he smiled, “but my gift to you will be a sense of tranquility.”
As he spoke, he noticed each of the three youngest of the group take hearty drafts from their water glasses. It had been a long, hot morning with no water provided. Millie and Craig had glasses of juice at their places to slake their thirst. 

Without much ado, Barti started with Andrew. Usually about half of a large audience would fall under a light hypnosis just from watching. In close quarters, the percentage was even higher, so as he focused on the boy, his drugged sisters’ eyes closed as well as Craig’s and Millie’s. The difference, of course, was that the Anita, Andrew, and Alicia went under deep. 
“Craig and Millie, when I count to three, you will awaken. When I touch your forehead, you will fall back asleep… into a deep sleep… a deep relaxing sleep… when I touch your forehead. When I count to three you will awaken, but you won’t know that you were hypnotized. One, two, three.” The couple’s eyes fluttered open and they smiled at the sight of the three youngsters with their eyes closed. 
With his three victims under his control, Barti’s voice was a soothing monotone as he said, “At your next destination, you will see things that might shock and disgust you, but you will be neither shocked nor disgusted. You will be amused and interested. You will, in fact, want to take a ride in a cart. You will have an undeniable desire to ride in a cart pulled by a pony. Andrew, you will engage a pony girl to pull you around. When she stops in the field, you will have her suck your cock. Alicia and Anita, you will engage a pony boy to pull you around. When he stops in the field, you will have him lick your pussy. All three of you will have the pony perform oral sex until you climax. Then you will return. The thrill of the forbidden will be exciting to you. Taking advantage of the pony is a guilty pleasure that you will enjoy. Nod if you understand.”
The three nodded and he continued, “From now until the pony ride, when Millie suggests something, you will want to do it. I want your inhibitions to be lowered. You may actually do what Millie suggests. It will be fun. You’d like to make Millie happy. As soon as the pony ride ends, when Millie speaks, you will take it as a command. You may not want to do it. It may not be fun, but you won’t be able to deny Millie anything. When the pony ride ends, you will obey Millie or anyone who gives you a direct command. You will not even think of leaving. You will stay and follow commands until Millie commands you to stop. Nod if you understand.”
Again the three nodded. “I will count to three and Alicia and Anita will awaken without knowing you’ve been hypnotized. One, two, three.” The two girls faces lit up at the sight of Andrew. The hypnotist had Andrew perform a few amusing things. After the salads, Alicia took a turn and after the main course, Anita took her turn. After dessert, it was time for Millie. To hide her evil intentions, she had to take a turn. 
As the hypnotist touched her forehead, Millie’s eyes drooped. He touched Craig’s forehead as well. “The three of you go back to sleep,” he said to Anita, Andrew, and Alicia. Setting two glasses of water in front of the couple, he said, “Drink the water.” Without hesitation, Millie and Craig took a drink, putting themselves at the mercy of his full power. 

“Millie, when your father dies, you will have an undeniable urge to come back to gloat over Anita, Andrew, and Alicia. No sooner than six months, but after he dies, you will come back and bring your husband and your children. From now until then, you will do three things. First, outside the house, you will wear 4-inch heels and inside your house, you will wear 6-inch heels. Second, you will have breast surgery so you have firm, round double D cups. Third, you will lose 20 pounds. Nod if you understand.”
Millie nodded and he turned his attention to Craig. “When Millie decides to return to see her siblings, you will come without hesitation and you will bring your children. Between now and then, you will do two things for me. First, for one hour a day you will wear high heels. For two months, you will wear 2-inch heels. For the next two months, you will wear 4-inch heels. For the last two months and until you return, you will wear 6-inch heels for at least one hour a day. Second, you will work out at the gym for an hour a day. You will work on your legs, arms, and chest. Nod if you understand.”
When Craig nodded, the man woke up his subjects, telling them to believe that Millie and Craig had taken their turns. None of the five suspected they’d gotten more than they bargained for as they returned to the limo for the afternoon’s tour. They were going to a castle, actually a dacha now, that the tsars had used as a hunting lodge. In the back of the limo, Anita and Alicia sat facing backwards and Andrew, Millie, and Craig faced forward. “You know what would be fun?” Millie asked. “If we went braless for the rest of the day,” she quickly answered her own question.
Alicia and Anita giggled at the risqué suggestion and grinned at each other. It did sound like fun. It was just their brother and brother-in-law in the limo with them, so it seemed innocent enough. On the upcoming tour, they’d turn a few heads and then they’d be one their way again. It was no big deal except for one thing. “How do we get our bras off?” asked Alicia. “I’m not taking off my shirt.”
“Girl, you never heard of this?” asked Anita as she pulled her arms inside her shirt. The others watched as she undid the catch of her bra from inside, removed it, and then stuck her arms back out with her bra in her right hand. While Alicia looked astonished, Millie did the same trick and pulled her bra out from inside her shirt. Knowing what she had planned, Millie wore a loose fitting shirt that gave no sign she did or did not have on a bra. Anita’s T-shirt was not so loose and there was a little peak atop each of her breasts. 
The group collectively looked at Alicia, letting her know it was her turn. “Um, my shirt’s a little tight to do that,” she said. Her T-shirt was tight enough that her bra straps were clearly noticeable. 
“It’ll stretch,” said Anita. 

“Or take your shirt off,” said Millie. “Turn your back, take off your shirt and your bra, and then put it back on.”
“Here?” said Alicia, barely noticing Anita’s comment as her receptive mind latched onto Millie’s suggestion. “In front of Andrew?”

“I said turn around,” said Millie. “He won’t see anything and besides, I don’t want Craig ogling you topless.”
With a smirk and a quick glance at her brother and brother-in-law, Alicia turned to face forward, skinned off her shirt, and removed her bra. Andrew caught a glimpse of the side of her breast, but not much. With perfect timing, he said, “Did I ever mention how sexy a girl’s bare back is?”

“Andrew,” gasped Alicia as she pulled her shirt back over her head. “That’s my bare back and it better not be sexy.” When she turned back around, she settled into the seat with the smirk returned to her face, unaware that in her tight shirt, her nipples made a clear imprint. 

“God, Alicia, do you have to wear such tight clothes all the time?” asked Anita as she saw the effect of her braless little sister in just a T-shirt. 
“What?” said Alicia and then she noticed everyone was staring at her chest. She glanced down and saw the outline of her breasts with the shirt looking like it was painted on. “Oh, God.” She blushed and looked guiltily at Andrew and Craig. I shouldn’t be so amused that they can’t keep their eyes off me, she thought. It’s Andrew for Christ’s sake, but it is kinda cool to have big brother think I’m sexy. 
“Here, I’ll see if I can show off like that,” said Millie, as she rubbed her breasts with her palms to harden her nipples. “How about you, Anita? She’ll be less self-conscious if we all do it.”

Like a puppet to Millie’s suggestions, Anita toyed with her nipples to make them stand up. Millie’s nipples still didn’t make an impression in her loose blouse, but now Anita’s were as noticeable as her little sister. “Jeez, do you have to stare, Andrew?” teased Anita. She was having fun despite the embarrassing imprint of her breasts. My own brother is ogling me and it’s a downright enjoyable game. 
“Turnabout’s fair play,” said Millie. “He can see your nipples and I’ll bet you can see the bulge in his pants. Isn’t that right, you naughty boy?”
It was Andrew’s turn to blush and squirm nervously. He glanced down at his crotch and could see what he knew was true. He had an erection and the outline of his cock was evident. “Ah, it was her bare back,” he said, deciding that they were just having fun with each other. They were his sisters’ tits and that made it no big deal. Why does Alicia want bigger tits? They look pretty fine to me. 
As the conversation moved to other topics, only Alicia continued to show off more than she normally would. Short of putting her bra back on, there was nothing she could do about it. In just a couple of minutes, she’d forgotten about her blatant sexuality, though Andrews and Craig, sitting right across from her, couldn’t possibly forget. Just as planned, their inhibitions were lowered. 
It was just half an hour after lunch that the limo stopped at the gate to the castle. The estate was roughly a square with each side three kilometers long and a six meter high stone wall all the way around it. The gate slowly swung open and the limo proceeded in and parked in a small lot that was itself separated from the rest of the compound by a two meter high fence. 
As the five extricated themselves from their vehicle, they could see buildings on the other side of the wall. The wooden buildings looked like covered storage with the castle set in the background. “I haven’t told you the whole story about this place,” said Millie with a devious smile. “I know you’ll be surprised and I think you’ll be amused and perhaps even a little excited at what’s inside. It’s owned by one of the richest men in the Ukraine, a capitalist who’s helping build a better nation. This is very, very exclusive. You have to have money and connections just to get inside.”
“You’ve been here before?” asked Anita accusingly. This was supposed to be a new adventure for all of them. 

“No, I just heard about it and made the arrangements. I’ve never seen anything like it… well, let’s just go in and see. I’m not going to try to explain.” She led the way to a gate where a man in riding clothes waited. As they approached, he opened the gate and waved them through. Millie led the way with Craig bringing up the rear. 
Right behind Millie, Andrew did a double take as he saw two naked women through the gap between two buildings. They were wearing headpieces with plumes and straps across their upper bodies. At first he thought they looked like Las Vegas showgirls. He nonchalantly moved past Millie to take the lead between the buildings. In the open area past the structures, there were not two, but seven naked women and two naked men. His eyes fell on the line of ripe, round breasts on the sun bronzed bodies. 

Stopping in front of one of them, he realized, she’s dressed up like a horse... they’re all dressed up like horses in identical gear. She had a leather harness on her head, the most obvious straps being an upside down Y that ran down her forehead and split to connect to the corners of her mouth and a strap that ran from the corners of her mouth back behind her head. The straps held a bit gag clamped between the pony girl’s white teeth. She looked straight ahead as if not noticing him. 
There was a small, central, chrome-plated disk right between her tits with four straps running out above and below her tits to form an X. It was those DD cup tits that stood up and out like grapefruits with no sag at all that caught his attention. She had nipples two inches in diameter right on the peak of her tits so they seemed to reach out to him. A fifth strap ran down from the disk and disappeared between her plump, bare pussy lips. He gaped for a moment at the disappearing strap and laser clean pussy and even walked behind her to see the strap running back up the crack of her tight ass to link up with the other four straps in the middle of her upper back. 

Her legs were muscular, lean, and long and as he looked down, he realized why the pony girl stood a couple of inches taller than him despite her petite look. She was wearing special shoes that looked like hooves and forced her onto the balls of her feet. It was like she was wearing very high heels, but without the heels. She was perched on her toes in what at first looked like an anatomically impossible position with a straight line from her toes to her knee. On closer inspection, he could see the bulge of her heel six inches up the back of her leg and a slight curve of her ankle just below that in front. It looked impossible and painful, but it was clearly possible and the pony girl stood in apparent comfort. 
The woman’s arms were not visible from the front. He had to look behind her to see how they were pulled together with a rope wound around her forearms from wrist to elbows to tightly that her elbows touched. He could feel his cock throbbing as he inspected the perfectly formed woman in the sexy pony attire. I can’t believe I’m getting the chance to just stare at a naked woman, but the girls are busy staring at guys dressed the same way, so I’m taking this chance. She looks so sexy like this. 
Right behind Andrew, Anita saw her brother’s sudden eagerness and looked past him to see the same sight as he. Astonished at the line of ponies, she stood back briefly and apprised a couple of the women before zeroing in on one of the men. He was clad virtually the same as the women, taking into account the one significant anatomical difference. His broad chest, strong legs, and massive size made her think of a draft horse built for heavy work. In his hooves, he towered over her at 6’ 6”.
Then there was his cock. It looked more like a stallion’s cock than a man’s. There was a leather sheath running from the base of his cock up past his navel. A leather strip with a metal band inside to keep it erect ran up the underside of his huge cock. There were three leather loops attached to the strip, one three inches up, one six inches up, and the third nine inches up. Out of that sheath his cock still extended three more inches for a full twelve inches pressed against his belly. She’d had enough lovers to be comfortable with a man’s body, but this cock took her breath away.  Like all the ponies, there wasn’t a hair below his neck and even the hair on his face had been removed with a laser. His hair was pulled back in a thick, full ponytail braided with white and blue ribbons. 
Last of the three surprised siblings, Alicia came into the paddock and stopped dead. Her first impression was that she shouldn’t be here. How could Millie bring her to this X-rated affair? She not only saw the line of nine ponies, but looking around, she saw younger ponies run by, three girls and one boy, as young as 8. They were buck naked except for the shoes and it was on the kids that she first noticed the equine shoes. As they ran by, it was obvious they were running on their toes, except that they were running on hooves. Naked children running around like ponies. That’s bizarre and it’s just wrong. She laughed and covered her mouth. Since when is it OK to have naked children running around and with adults dressed like that. It’s so sexual… feels like I’m getting away with something.   
Turning her attention to the line of adult ponies, Alicia walked in front of three of the women, admiring the sex that oozed from them despite herself. The fourth woman made her stop and look closer. Alicia could swear the pony was about her age, a teen pony, not an adult. Now that has to be illegal. It was so wrong that she laughed again. 
Finally, she stopped in front of the pony boy that Anita was not admiring in wide-eyed wonder. “He’s huge,” she said loud enough that everyone heard her. It caught her siblings’ attention and they saw her gazing up at the towering, brawny man. Her eyes ran down his body and stopped on his foot long cock. “He’s huge,” she said again with a husky voice that made it clear this was different kind of huge than her first announcement. I’m sure a normal penis isn’t that big. I wonder if bigger is better like they say? Jeez, that would split me in two. 
Viktor liked to introduce himself as a capitalist helping to build a better Ukraine as he had introduced himself to Millie when they met in New York. In reality, he was one of the most sinister mobsters and his contributions to the greater good consisted of bribes to the local officials so no one would ask questions about his dacha or what went on inside. His pony farm of sex slaves was an exclusive and very expensive club. He picked beautiful women and handsome men from around the world to kidnap and train. In some cases, the women were the wives and daughters of his defeated rivals. He’d “let” the man watch his loved ones being trained for a couple of weeks and then kill him. He even had one ex-rival as a pony boy. Viktor considered it the perfect demonstration that he could train anybody to do anything when the gelding knelt and sucked his cock. 
He watched from the background as the newcomers admired the ponies. Most guests knew what they were getting into, but he knew the three youngest guests had no idea. Their hesitation and initial reluctance was obvious, but they couldn’t help but stare. It was amusing to see them deal with the surprise. Their curiosity won out and he thought he could tell when each one made the decision that this was more than just a curiosity. They knew this was more than risqué and they were interested in what this was all about. 
After giving them a few minutes with the harnessed captives, he moved forward. “Welcome to the Double D Ranch,” he said. “I see you’ve found the ponies – pony girls and pony boys. I hope they are to your liking. You may look all you want. You may even touch to sample the merchandise… cup a tit… squeeze a nipple… grab a ball or two. For a substantial fee, you may take one out for a ride.” He waved at a pony girl who was harnessed to a small, two-person cart with a man seated in it. “And anything that happens between you and your pony… well, the ponies are forbidden to talk at all, so they won’t tell how well you used them.”
He approached Anita. “I see you’ve found Tough Nuts. He’ll give you a good ride, though you may need a whip to keep him focused. I’m afraid we don’t have so many pony boys, so if your sister is intent on hiring Golden Boy, you’re stuck with Tough Nuts, which I trust you don’t mind,” he finished with a wink. 
“I should mention that Millie has already paid for three rides so the three of you could have fun this afternoon. Just pick your pony. None of them will disappoint you.” He turned to Andrew. “You have a wider selection, so don’t feel like you have to pick Nimble Nipples just because you’ve been staring at her for five minutes.” Again he winked. “Take a walk down the line of ponies to make sure you have just the right one.”
Alicia looked at her two siblings nervously. “Are you two gonna take one out?” she asked. “I don’t know if…” It’s paid for but does that mean I’m allowed to take him out alone? And it wouldn’t be the same if I had a chaperone, now would it? Will they tell daddy? God, I want to so bad, but I don’t want to look like I want to. 
“My dear,” cut in Viktor. “What do they say about Vegas? What happens at the Double D Ranch stays at the Double D Ranch. Even if your brother and sister don’t, you certainly still may take out Golden Boy.” She had noticed it the first time, but it was more obvious when he tossed his golden mane at the mention of his name. 
For a brief moment, Anita considered an objection. Alicia is only 16! It certainly is not appropriate to send a teen girl out alone with a cock like that, but … I’m gonna take out this hunk of pony boy… and I can’t tell her no and then take out Tough Nuts. Just how bad do I want to do this? Oh hell, I want it pretty damn bad and Alicia looks like she’s ready to explode. Guess I’ll let her have some fun, too. 
“I’m going to,” said Andrew. “I mean, it’s paid for so it wouldn’t be right to not do it.” He took Viktor’s advice and checked out the other girls while Anita and Alicia played a coy game of deciding to take a ride while not looking as excited as they were. He found all the ponies equally sexy though their tits ranged from a pert C-cup to the DD of the first. Every one of them stood at attention, uncaring that a teen boy was drinking in their beauty and lusting for their bodies. He settled on a cute little 17-year-old pony girl that, if anyone had paid much attention, looked remarkably like Alicia with her blond ponytail and C-cup mounds. 
Anita just had to know more about the ponies. “Are they… umm… is this how they get their thrills? Do they like doing this?” She’d heard about a pony fetish that some people had. Right about now she could be convinced that she had a fetish for the ponies, not to be one.
“No, of course not,” said Viktor, to everyone’s surprise. “Pretend ponies misbehave and have snits and have their own agenda. These are essentially sex slaves trained to be ponies. Take Goldilocks here,” he said, indicating a blond with big tits. “She’s from Dallas. She was her high school prom queen and head cheerleader, but just look at her. She was born to be a pony girl. Weren’t you, Goldilocks?”
The pony girl nodded her head and let out a very realistic whinny. Fuck no, I don’t want to be here. I’d much rather be back in Texas, going to college or raising a family, but I made one mistake and the bastards who caught me sold me to this hell hole. It’s so humiliating to have everybody staring at me, but after what they did to me, I have to stand proudly while men and women ogled my nude, harnessed body. It’s so unfair, but I have to act like I’m a happy pony. The shit I have to do… any sexual act demanded of me and do it with wild enthusiasm… so galling to do those disgusting things and pretend I like it. And these assholes… fucking Americans – my own countrymen - admiring my nudity. They know I’m a slave. They could at least have mercy or pity, but, you know what… they’re more excited over the story… prom queen sold into slavery.  
“You, on the other hand, enjoy the role of the privileged,” said Viktor. “These ponies exist to please us. You don’t want a pretend, part-time pony. You want the thrill of commanding a real, well-trained pony whose whole life is being a pony.” 
The three siblings felt like they should be disgusted at the plight of these innocent people, plucked from their lives just because they were attractive. Strangely, it was more fun and arousing to know the ponies were slaves. Then Alicia giggled and Anita started laughing as well. This was going to be such fun. Even Andrew chuckled as he looked closer at his pony, Dream Girl. He wondered what her story was and would he find it exciting. It was then that he realized he had picked the youngest of the pony girls. Not knowing her age, he felt his cock surge… Dream Girl just might be sweet sixteen like Alicia. 
While the docile ponies were harnessed to carts, Anita, Andrew, and Alicia got some instructions on how to stop, go, go faster, and turn right or left. “The ponies know the trails, so you can just let them go on their own and, if you make a mistake, they won’t run into a tree just because you said left when you meant right. They’ll take you to a private area assigned to them and once there… well, what happens at the Double D stays at the Double D.”
“There is one more choice to make,” said Victor with a wink. “For an extra charge, we’ll tie a young pony behind your cart. They haven’t been trained to pull carts yet, but they can do just about anything else you might desire.” He waved his hand and six children ran over. They wore head harnesses, bit gags, and special shoes, but nothing else. The four girls ranged from 8 to 12 and the two boys were 10 and 12. At the sight of the line of flat chests, small tits, little cocks, and bulging pussies, Andrew’s, Alicia’s, and Anita’s jaws dropped. They could hire a sex slave as young as 8! 
It was so surprising that Andrew focused on an 11-year-old pony girl, Skittish, just to confirm that his first impression was correct. Just like the pony girls I just inspected, she’s beautiful… just a smaller version. Look at those cute little tits… mounds that would fit in the palm of my hand and little brown nipples no bigger than my thumbnail. The way her arms are bound so severely… it forces her to push those taboo tits out as if offering them to me. With her standing proud and naked, he was unabashedly staring at the preteen. She’ll do anything I want? Would it be exciting for a girl that young to blow me?

Anita was staring at the 8-year-old girl in astonishment as she thought using a little girl like that was going too far. Next to her, Alicia gaped at the two boys, both of whom had erections. The older boy had a sizeable cock, but the prepubescent pony boy’s cock was the size of her thumb. If I took him out, it would be just to play with his little cock… maybe I’d let him lick my pussy.  
If only Barti had made that part of his hypnotic command, they might have taken the offer, but that taboo hadn’t been chased out of their minds and all three declined. Eager to get started, Andrew climbed in the cart behind Dream Girl and, with a jerk on the reins, said, “Giddyup.” The petite pony girl leaned forward, using her weight to get the cart rolling, and settled into a walk. He guided her quite well through the gate and out onto the path despite the distraction of her sexy, bare back, pert ass, and long legs. He let her pull him about 100 feet and again said, “Giddyup.” She started jogging and the cart sped up down the smooth path. It rolled easily enough and the terrain was flat so that she could manage it. 
The excited teen had the reins in one hand and a light whip in the other. The groomsman had explained that the ponies speed was based on two words. Giddyup meant faster – from standing still to a walk to a jog to a run – three speeds. Whoa meant slower, each command slowing the pony down one speed. The whip was just for fun. Contrary to whipping a real horse, the pony girl would not go faster. He could whip the pony girl all he wanted without forcing her to breakneck speed. He lashed it across her back and she whinnied as she was trained. The sound was exciting, as if she enjoyed it and was encouraging him. Her back had a thin red line where the whip had struck. He put three stripes on her back and then two on her ass. Then he said, “Giddyup.”
When the pony girl broke into a run, Andrew stopped trying to steer. She could see the path and followed the gentle curve as she raced along. He whipped her three more times and then called out, “Whoa.” The run was exhilarating, but he wasn’t sure how long she could keep up the speed. He let her continue at a jog, amused at the way her ass jiggled and her hooves clip-clopped on the concrete path. Guess I really do like bare backs and definitely bare asses… she is one sexy piece of ass… those legs are to die for. 
As Andrew departed, Anita laughed, “Guess he’s in a hurry for something.” She climbed in behind Tough Nuts, making sure she and Alicia didn’t vie for the gate at the same time. “Giddyup, Tough Nuts,” she called out and the big stallion stepped out with apparent pride. She, too, put her pony through his paces, making the big boy run half a kilometer before slowing him down. It was so exciting to whip the big man and get nothing but a loud whinny in response. What am I doing? This isn’t like me? Getting pulled around by a naked guy? I just can’t help it. It’s so exciting to have complete control.  
Last to take off, Alicia tried to follow the other two, but Golden Boy led her down a different path. After a brief “argument” with her pony boy, she remembered the groomsman saying the ponies know where they’re going, so let them lead. She got him running and lashed him in high spirits as they sped along. 
On her own, Dream Girl slowed to a walk as she took a fork in the path headed toward an arch. The top of the arch had her name on it in Russian. This was her place to entertain a rider who typically wanted privacy. Walking under the arch, she made a half circle around the round meadow lined with thick shrubbery and stopped. 
Recognizing the moment, Andrew dismounted and unhitched Dream Girl from the cart. Her body glistened with a fine sheen of sweat that made her look more erotic. He hooked a lead to her harness and led her into the center of the private area. Just the act of leading the docile pony girl was exciting. Unlike his many girlfriends, Dream Girl didn’t play coy or have any expectations of him. She was just there for him. 
Again he thought about how amazing it was for her arms to be bound behind her, allowing him to stare at her full frontal nudity. It wasn’t a magazine or a quick shot in a movie. She stood still, live, and in 3-D with no hint that he shouldn’t stare. He cupped her tits and kneaded them, enjoying the soft flesh. As he teased her nipples, she whinnied in appreciation. As his hands explored her body… her tight buns… her naked pussy… her long legs… she encouraged him with her sounds. Then he unhooked her bit gag and as he unzipped his pants, she knelt. 
Yeah, that’s it, play with my tits, thought Dream Girl. You even stop to think that I’m somebody’s missing daughter? I have to act like a happy pony. Whinny like I love to get felt up by a stranger… a cute one, but still a stranger. Yeah, take the tour, touch it all. I’m so fucked, you know? I’m gonna do anything you want and I don’t get to cum. Do you know I’m horny as hell? Always like that? I ache to cum. I’d go off in a second if I could, but you don’t have a cum button. 

Viktor hadn’t bothered to mention that the ponies couldn’t cum. They were fed hormones to keep them eternally horny. It’s what made Tough Nuts’ cock hard nonstop and kept the ponies ready to go out again and again. Those same hormones prevented an orgasm. There was only one way to reward a pony boy with an orgasm and another way to reward a pony girl. First time guests weren’t allowed to know how to do that. 
Fuck, I’ve seen his type… he’s never done this before… he’s a good boy and I’m like his first whore… and was that his sister who paid for him to get laid? No matter, but she’s sick. Damn, when he touches me like that, I feel like I’m going to explode. Right in front of a stranger, I’d buck and squeal if he had a cum button. Can’t cum without it; can’t keep from cumming with it. 
The pony girl’s arms were helplessly bound behind her, but she deftly caught the head of his throbbing cock in her mouth and bobbed up and down on the first three inches. Backing off, she ran her tongue up the underside of his cock. For a couple of minutes, she licked his cock and balls with delight. Look at his face… he’s loving it… bet I don’t get a big tip… oh, well, let’s get down to business. With one last whinny, she took his cock in her mouth and let it sink to its full depth. The astonished teen’s balls banged on the pony’s chin and her nose pressed into his pubic hair. Yeah, you better be surprised… you’ll never get a deep throat, no hands blow job like this from Mary Sue. She set up a steady rhythm of sliding back out until only the head was in her mouth and then all the way back down. To him it looked like his cock was the center of her world. 
Dream Girl was trained to make his cock the center of her world even if she hated the idea of devouring his cock in search of his cum. She knew how to pleasure him and how to make it look like she was enjoying it in the process. He was wired and she knew it, so she didn’t take as much time as she normally would have. She slowly counted to 100 as she leisurely slid his cock in and out of her warm, wet mouth. Then she picked up the pace, letting him fuck her face until he grunted and grimaced in the sweet pleasure of an orgasm. With just her mouth, she milked his cum from his balls. Then she sat back on her haunches and opened her mouth to show him. Ta da… this turn you on, asshole?
Andrew had received some blow jobs in his life, but nothing like this. Her mouth was tight and eager. The way her cheeks bulged and her lips hugged his cock was incredible. Then she astonished him by showing him his cum. She lifted her tongue and let it run off and then buried her tongue in the white goo and lifted it again, proudly displaying the prize she’d earned. Her lips closed and she swallowed. Big fucking deal… once it’s in my mouth the taste is the same whether I swallow or spit it out. Happy now with your cum in my tummy? As the finishing touch, she licked and sucked his cock clean. She hadn’t spilled a drop. 
Satisfied that he’d gotten the best blow job he’d ever had and perhaps ever would, he pulled up his pants, put her gag back in place, and harnessed her back to the cart. He groped the helpless pony girl for a few minutes, unaware how much his hands tormented the horny pony, and then walked and jogged her back to the barn. 
Tough Nuts pulled Anita into his designated private circle. After she unharnessed him, she walked around him, admiring him from all angles. His eyes followed her as he fantasized. I’d like to get a piece of her… so sweet if she was the pony and I was the rider… oh what I’d do to her if I could.  He never really expected that, but his hormones made his cock hard and kept fucking always on his mind. His training involved keeping his foot long cock extended out of its sheath, a display that both embarrassed and aroused him. I used to be a real man, but now I have to stand naked for inspection by a haughty, dressed female… so humiliating, but… she can’t keep her eyes off my magnificent cock. Perhaps she wants it, but she’d learn it’s more cock that she can handle. Given the chance, I’d demonstrate that to her. 
When she stopped circling him, Anita smacked his ass with her open hand three times, her hand coming to rest with a handful of his tight ass after the third blow. Then she let him eat her to orgasm, thrilled to have a man who made her orgasm the most important thing in their relationship for a change.

As if it isn’t bad enough, thought Tough Nuts. All the way here, I felt like I could cum any second even though I know I can’t. Now I’m inhaling wet pussy. Gawd, my cock hurts. Slurping up her juices. Work it a bit. There’s her clit… not yet though… tease her a while. How I’d love to ram my cock in her cunt, but I’m here just for her entertainment. No fun for me. The former athlete had stopped thinking about how he’d once had a future and how much he hated being a pony. He’d been a pony for many years and had lost the sense of being a person. There was still this moment, however, when he had to please a woman with no hope of his own pleasure. He was being used like he was nothing and that was something he’d never get used to. 
Excited that her big sister let her go charging off with a huge stud, Alicia had a sense of adventure when Golden Boy took her off in a different direction. She spied a pony girl pulling a man back toward the barn with a 10-year-old girl trotting along behind the cart. It made her laugh to think of what fun the man must have had. What did he do with such a young pony girl? Should I have taken one of the boys or one of the girls along with me? That would have been fun. I would have let a boy lick my pussy, but I probably would have just whipped a girl. 
The teen was more hands on with her pony boy once she unharnessed him. She grabbed two handfuls of his ass, playing with the taught muscles for half a minute before moving around front. She’d never had the chance to explore the body of the opposite sex because with a boyfriend she knew there was a trade expected. She hadn’t met the right boy yet with whom she wanted to share her body. Now she weighed Golden Boy’s big balls in her hands and stroked his huge cock, giggling at the drop of precum that shone at the tip. That means he’s turned on… my God, he wants me… but he’s not going to get me. 

Pulling down her shorts and panties, she unfastened his bit gag and let him kneel and lean forward to run his tongue up her slit. With a devil may care attitude, she shucked off her shirt as well, reveling in being nude in front of a man who obviously worshiped her body and wouldn’t boast to anyone what he’d seen and done. She was excited, but he spent five minutes tasting her juices and teasing her closer and closer to cumming. As she noisily encouraged him and let the world know her arousal, he understood only the words yes, fuck, and cum. Taken from Finland, he knew Finnish and Swedish and enough Russian to survive at the ranch. Yet, her excitement, her arousal, and her enthusiasm clearly said all he needed to know. 
Afterwards, she lay back on the grass and looked up at him, teasing him with her body. She enjoyed the afterglow of her best orgasm ever for a few minutes and then dressed and rode him back to the barn. Andrew and Anita were already there with amused smiles as they wondered what their little sister had done that took an extra ten minutes. 
“I see you all had a good time,” said Millie as she rejoined her siblings. “I don’t even want to know what you did. Come inside. I have a special surprise for you.” 
With a final glance around the immediate area, taking in the line of ponies waiting for clients and the few preteen ponies trotting here and there, Andrew followed his sisters into a private room in the barn. As they settled into comfortable chairs, Millie said, “Alicia, tell me, did you touch Golden Boy’s cock?” 
Hey! What happens at the Double D stays here, thought Alicia. She wants me to tell what happened? No way. Expecting that Alicia wouldn’t answer the question, Andrew and Anita were surprised when she said, “Yes, his cock and his balls. I just had to.” The blond blushed as she blurted out the answer like she’d lost control. Trying to recover, she added, “God, I didn’t… I mean, just a little.”
“Andrew, get up and stand there,” said Millie, directing him to stand in the center of the room. “Anita, stand next to him and, Alicia, stand on the other side.” It was a command, but they would have done it even without the post-hypnotic suggestion. Millie had a surprise and this was logically part of it. 
“Now, Andrew, take off all your clothes,” commanded Millie. 

“What?” said Anita and Alicia in surprise at the outrageous command. 

In between them, Andrew knelt and removed his shoes and socks. When Anita asked him what he was doing, he replied, “It’s just my shoes and socks,” he shrugged. When he stood up, he froze for a second. Holy shit, I’m going to take off more. I can’t stop myself. “I have to,” he said and took off his shirt. “I mean, I really can’t stop.” What the hell did Millie do? She just said stand here and strip and I’m doing it. It’s that damn hypnotist. This isn’t funny. He unbuckled and unzipped his pants. “What’s going on? Holy shit, I can stop.” He glared at Millie as he dropped his pants and stepped out of them. “What did you do?” He looked at Anita and asked, “What did that hypnotist do to me?” Then he slid down his underwear, his face burning with embarrassment. Right in front of Anita and Alicia and Millie. Why did I do it?
“Put your hands on your head, Andrew,” said Millie as her brother attempted to cover his cock. Stand there, take off your clothes, and put your hands on your head. With three simple commands, Andrew found himself standing naked in front of his sisters and on display. “Tell me about Dream Girl,” commanded Millie.
As his mind flashed back to the pony ride, Andrew’s cock started to swell. I’m not going to kiss and tell… don’t do it. “She was fantastic. Everything about her was perfect and the way she was harnessed… it just made her sexier. Hell, it was fun and exciting to touch her everywhere.” The way she sucked cock... oh, God no, I’m getting a hard on in front of them now.
“That’s enough, Andrew,” said Millie, grinning at his erection. It had taken less time that she thought to get him up. “That’s a good boy, showing off like that.”

Andrew blushed anew, but he couldn’t will his hard on away. Standing here with my sisters and I’ve got a hard on… I’m gonna get Millie for this. 
“Anita, your turn,” said Millie. “Take off all your clothes including your earrings and watch.”
“Oh no, no way,” said Anita as she bent down to pull off her shoes. “I didn’t see anything, Andrew. The hypnotist just made you do some silly tricks. Did he do something to me?” She stood up. “Fuck, I don’t have on a bra,” she said as she removed her shirt and exposed her tits. “Millie, this isn’t funny.” Then she put all her effort into not removing any more clothes as she silently dropped her shorts and panties to the floor. Reaching up, she removed her earrings and then her watch, setting them on the pile of clothes at her feet. She didn’t even get a chance to try to cover herself before Millie told her to put her hands on her head. Andrew and Craig are both staring at me. She just told me do it and I did it. She’s been planning this for a while… arranged the hypnotist to put us under the control… brought us here… she planned this before we even left for Kiev… how long that she been planning this? Has she been pretending to be nice the whole time?
“Now, Alicia, guess what?” said Millie. 

“No, God, no,” said the 16-year-old. Right next to her she could see her brother sporting an erection half the size of Golden Boy and her big sister was naked and just standing there. They just stripped… fuck me, they just stripped like Millie was in control… she’s gonna make me do it now. God, how does Anita feel to be naked with Andrew right there? I don’t want to find out. “I’m going to remove my clothes, earrings, and watch,” she said, her mind taking the rhetorical question as a command to really make a guess.
“That’s right, take off your clothes, Alicia, everything. Let’s get little sister naked so her brother and brother-in-law can see those cute little tits and virgin pussy.” 
“Dammit, I don’t have a bra either,” said Alicia as she removed her sandals. “You know this makes you the evil sister again.” With the accusation out in the open, the three realized that Millie had been playing them all along. Alicia pulled off her T-shirt, but it got caught on her ponytail and she struggled for a few extra seconds topless with her arms stretched up, a brief erotic display of her young tits. She skinned off her capris and panties, removed her jewelry, and put her hands on her head on command. So this is how it feels to be a puppet and get naked for Andrew and Craig… I want to just die. At least Anita and Andrew are naked, too. 
With the three naked, Millie rose and addressed them. “I’ve despised you since you were born, taking away daddy’s attention and my inheritance. Today, I get rid of you. You’ll be staying behind. Viktor has even given me death certificates so everyone can grief your untimely demise in a disastrous car crash. I’ll tell daddy that you were so badly burned that I just had you cremated and then I’ll get all the money and his company for myself. Jesus Christ, it’s been so hard to be nice to you for the past few weeks, but it’s worth it, my gullible half-siblings. Just look at you standing there naked and astonished.” She laughed cruelly. “You are so screwed and I’ll be laughing whenever I think of you pulling carts and sucking cocks and getting your backsides whipped just for fun.”
“You bitch,” snapped Alicia. What we just did with the ponies… oh God, somebody is going to do that to me… standing out there for inspection and waiting to be picked… pulling a fucking cart around like a pony… sucking cock or f-fucking… I’m a virgin… saving it for somebody special, not some high paying, privileged asshole. 
Millie reached out and grabbed Andrew’s wilting cock. “Jesus, little brother, can’t you keep it up?” She stroked it for a few seconds, bringing it back to its full glory. “We all want to see how excited you are over your naked sisters. Are you excited enough to cum? Do it. Jerk off and cum.”

It was a command that Andrew couldn’t deny. Taking his cock in his right hand, he stroked it. “Think about Dream Girl sucking you off. Think about your naked sisters. Go ahead and look at them.” Think about Dream Girl… look at Anita and Alicia… and jerk off. How can she do this to us? Look at Alicia. She looks a little bit like Dream Girl… imagine Alicia… no, Dream Girl sucking my cock… her cheeks bulging… her lips sucking… her gorgeous face looking up as she did it… perfect tits like Alicia’s. 

Millie looked at the two girls and said, “You, too. Play with your pussies and cum. I want the three of you as humiliated as can be.”
Anita’s and Alicia’s hands flashed to their pussies and they started masturbating right along with their brother. Ordered to cum, their minds played out their favorite sexual fantasies. Alicia was the first to cum, panting and moaning her desire as she diddled herself to the ultimate pleasure. Andrew shot his load onto the floor and Anita came red-faced and panting. 
Millie hadn’t considered the consequences of Andrew’s orgasm and looked down at the puddle of semen. Then she brighten into a wicked smile. “Oh, hell yeah,” she said. “I gotta do this. Alicia, get down and lick up all of Andrew’s cum.

“Oh fuck,” said Alicia. No way… she can’t be serious… get down and lick it right off the floor? When was the last time they cleaned the floor? What? Am I going to lick up? God, it looks disgusting. She managed to hesitate long enough to look down at the gooey globs and then she got on her hands and knees. “For God’s sake, Millie, please.” What happened to the part about she can’t make me do something against my basic personality. I would never do this… oh fuck, I’m going to… yecchh. I never wanted to taste a man’s cum and now, the first cum I ever tasted is my brother’s. 
“Check it out, Andrew,” said Millie. “You think bare backs are sexy? There’s your little sister’s bare back and bare ass. Look at her. Isn’t it so sexy to have a girl lick up your cum?” 
They all watched Alicia humiliate herself for half a minute before the teen thought the floor was clean enough. Don’t talk about me… don’t look at my bare back or my bare ass… some cum over there… some there… God, they’re watching me clean the floor with my tongue… a little more over there. Is that good enough? Nope, missed a spot. There, I think that does it. Without a command, she just returned to her position with her head hanging in shame.

“Now, let’s get down to business,” said Millie. 
Craig went to the door and motioned someone in. The naked trio was dismayed to see Barti join them. He was the source of their problems and, as Millie now explained, he worked for Viktor. Afraid of his power, they stayed rooted to their spots. The hypnotist reached out and touched Anita’s forehead and her eyes closed. “So easy to do it after the first time,” he said to the distraught duo that remained awake. He stepped to Andrew and touched the boy’s forehead, leaving Alicia as the only one still with her senses. “You don’t remember anything because I put you all under at the same time. None of you ever suspected what was about to happen.” He reached out and touched Alicia’s forehead. 
“Anita, Andrew, and Alicia, listen to my voice. Hear what I say and obey. My voice is all that matters. There is something very frightening outside the walls of this castle. Thick, six meter high walls protect you from that. You cannot go outside because you are too terrified of what’s out there. You don’t know what it is, just that it’s too scary to face. You cannot go outside. If you think about leaving, you will remember how terrified you are of the outside and you won’t be able to leave. The barn is the only safe place. The barn is your home. You will feel safe and secure in the barn. Outside the barn, you will feel safe and secure if you are with a person or if you are tethered. If you find yourself outside the barn, alone, and untethered, you will return to the barn. It’s the safest place. You will never go outside the walls into the scary, scary world.” 
Barti had discovered that a hypnotic suggestion to obey or perform a certain task would wear off without constant reinforcement. However, inducing an irrational fear – a phobia – was something that would last. If he simply told them not to try to escape, they would eventually try anyway. If he built fear into them, they would think about escape, but never be able to do it. It was the only suggestion he needed to give them. Trapped inside the compound by their own fear, they would eventually succumb to the training and be good, obedient ponies. 
He could make the training easier and his next command did exactly that. “You are about to become ponies. You won’t like it, but you will be trained. You never have to like it, but you will pretend to like it. You may resist the training, but your resistance will be weak. You will resist, but you will lose. You will become ponies. It is what you are.”
While they were under his spell, Millie had the pleasure of harnessing her siblings. Her husband helped her by holding the straps in place while she fastened them, but she insisted on doing the actual harnessing. She placed the disk between Anita’s tits and made sure the X between them lifted and accentuated them. She fastened the body harness behind Anita’s back. She pulled the narrow strap through Anita’s pussy and up her ass and fastened it. She put on the head harness and put the bit gag between Anita’s teeth. Instead of putting on the shoes that would make her stand and walk on her toes, Millie put shoes on Anita that looked like pony hooves, but had four inch heels. The new ponies would have to work up to living on their toes. As the finishing touch, she put Anita’s arms in a single sleeve glove and zipped it up to trap her arms behind her. Later one of the trainers would bind them with ropes, but this was simple enough for Millie to do. 
Finished with the first pony, Millie stepped back and admired her handiwork. Just like the ponies they’d seen earlier, Anita was harnessed and bound so that there was nothing she could do but display her nudity. “Won’t she be fucking surprised when she wakes up,” she chortled. 
While Millie harnessed Anita, a stable girl came in and shaved Andrew’s cock, balls, and crotch clean as a whistle and shaved Alicia’s neatly trimmed bush completely off, too. As Millie started to harness Andrew, the girl undid Anita’s crotch strap and shaved her and then replaced the strap. 
Millie harnessed Andrew, pulling a double strap between his legs, one on either side of his cock, and fastening that in back. She put on a sheath like the other pony boys, but it was too big for his cock. It would take a special elixir to grow his cock to the size of the other stallions. Andrew got shoes with two inch heels as his starter set. Cupping his balls in one hand, Millie said, “You are so fucked, pretty boy. You will live to serve real people.”
As she started harnessing Alicia, Millie said, “There’s something special about harnessing my littlest sister… just 16… you’ll never be a high school junior… never be free again. You’re a chaste virgin, but that will change later today. You’re jail bait back in the States, but here you’ll be a pretty young pony ready to go for a ride. More than the others, I wish I could stay and watch you get trained. Yeah, I wish I could watch the gangbang. Wish I could whip you myself, but I’ll just be happy knowing you’ll be well trained.”
When she finished harnessing Alicia, Millie walked around the teen, imagining the shock and humiliation when the new pony girl was led to the barn naked. Her ass was totally visible with a strap rising out of the top of the crack. Alicia was outgoing and flirtatious, but she had her limits. Knowing Alicia would have to stand with her tits and pussy on display was the peak of Millie’s revenge. 
“I enjoy this part,” said Barti. “They’ve been asleep without the sensation of time passing. They went under naked and they’ll wake up harnessed. To them it will seem like magic as the harnesses seem to just appear on their bodies.” With those words to set the stage, he said, “Anita, Andrew, and Alicia, when I count to three, you will wake up. You will be terrified of what’s outside the wall. You will have little resistance to your training. You will think no time has passed while you were asleep. One… two… three.”
Three sets of eyes opened, their faces placid for a second before they realized they were gagged. Their muffled protests only brought a smile to Millie’s face. Andrew was the first to look down at himself. Hell no, I’m harnessed. This is worse than being naked. He struggled to bring his arms around front and realized he was bound. In the sheath of leather straps, his cock was still easily visible, flaccid and cradled in the oversized accouterment. Damn her, she has no right to do this. I’m gonna kill her. Just need my arms, but I can’t get them. I’m naked and trapped… nothing I can do to protect myself. I’ve never been so scared in my life… so vulnerable and nothing I can do about it. His eyes darted from Millie to Craig to Barti and then to two men he hadn’t seen before and knew they were trainers. 
As Andrew tried to make coherent noises, Millie again cupped his balls and squeezed gently. “Be quiet and listen.” She waited until he was quiet and then said, “This moment may just be my most enjoyable ever. You look so helpless and frightened and you should be. You are now a pony boy just like those pony boys that served Anita and Alicia. You will be nothing but a piece of property for the rest of your life. Your name is Blue Balls.”
Andrew shook his head, trying to deny what Millie had said. He’d laughed at the pony boys, thinking it was amusing that they were sex slaves. It was the most demeaning position he could imagine and now he was one. He hoped Millie would say it was all a joke, but she only rubbed it in. What’s with that name? Blue Balls? As in, my balls turn blue because it’s been so long since I came? I’ll never get to cum? All this sex around me… I’ll pleasure women with no release for myself? 
The two pony girls had quieted as well to listen to Millie. The evil woman stepped in front of Anita. “And look at you all done up and naked. You’re a pony girl and I’ll bet there are things a pony girl will do that you can’t imagine. Pulling men around in your cute little cart and then who knows what they’ll expect in the middle of the ride. God, I’d love to see what they make you do, but that’s a private matter between a man and his pony. Your name is Sweet Lips.”
Anita cringed when Millie first spoke to her. She didn’t want to hear what the bitch had to say, but she had no choice. She sobbed as her evil sister taunted her about what the men would do to her. As a sex slave, they could demand anything and she’d have to do it. I’ll fight them… nobody’s gonna touch me, but what can I do harnessed like this? Any man could rape me without my help and there’s nothing I can do to stop him. She sobbed again at the announcement of her name. Sweet Lips! Fuck me, the men will hear that and immediately think blow job. I don’t want to spend the rest of my life sucking cocks!
As Millie moved in front of Alicia, the teen’s eyes pleaded for mercy. Tears already ran down her cheeks. “What a pretty pony girl,” Millie said, putting her hands on Alicia’s tits. “Anybody can walk up to you and cop a feel. It makes me so hot to know I just turned my 16-year-old sister into a sex slave, a pony girl, a piece of property. Remember Goldilocks was the prom queen and head cheerleader? You won’t even get to go to your prom. You’ll just stay here and fuck and suck and they’ll still whip you just because it’s fun. Your new name is Tiny Titties.” Millie laughed at the despair in Tiny Titties’ eyes. It was bad enough that she wished they were bigger, but now everyone would look at her and think her tits were tiny. 
“I’ve planned a special surprise for you, Tiny Titties,” said Millie. “I’d love to tell you, but I think it’s better for you to find out for yourself. Just make sure you appreciate your baby boobies. They really aren’t that small, you know. I’m sure you’ll be a popular pony girl.”
Alicia cringed at the thought of a special surprise. Certainly what was special for Millie would be terrible for her.  

It was getting late and though Millie could have stayed and taunted her siblings much longer, she wanted to get back to the hotel and she was delaying the ponies’ training. She looked at her watch and said, “We’ll be going now. I’ll leave you with your trainers. Have a good gangbang. I’m sure they’ll have fun even if you don’t. It’s too bad that the three of you died in a car crash today. I’m sure daddy will be crushed when I show him your death certificates. But the good news is nobody will interrupt your training with an annoying rescue, so you can focus on being the best fucking ponies you can.”
The three new ponies were stunned at the events and Millie’s impending departure made their predicament really sink in. They started vocally complaining with grunts and whines, but Millie just left with a final wave and a wink. Craig was right behind her and Barti left on their heels. Left alone with the trainers, they fell silent in the face of the unknown. 

“There are three simple rules,” said Spider to the anxious trio. “First, you will never speak a word again. The gag is your friend. It will remind you not to speak now or ever again. You will not even say uh huh or uh uh. Your response to questions is a vigorous head nod like a pony tossing his head in high spirits and a loud whinny. When you answer yes, you will be enthusiastic. To say no, just silent shake your head side to side. Generally speaking, no is not a good answer. If I ask you if you like being a pony, what’s your answer?”

None of them wanted to be the first to give in, but none of them wanted to give the wrong answer either, so they stood stoically hoping it was a rhetorical question. “I asked a question and I expect an answer. Do you like being a pony?”

Intent on being defiant, Andrew shook his head no and Alicia, seeing his response, shook her head as well. On his other side, Anita nodded with a weak whimpering sound that could have been taken as a whinny by someone with enough imagination. 
“Wrong, wrong, and pathetic,” said Spider, looking at each one in turn. “Let’s start with pathetic little Sweet Lips.” From a cabinet, he pulled out a stiff leather strap with a wooden handle. Two inches wide, it was one of the worst paddles he could use. He wanted to make an impression on the three. It may have been the most painful paddle, but it was far from the most pain he could put them in. 
Dutch moved behind Sweet Lips and lifted her arms up, forcing her to bend at the waist and offer her bare ass for a spanking. She struggled and grunted, but she was no match for the big trainer and his leverage. Spider pulled back, took aim, and landed a blow that sounded like a gunshot. Sweet Lips’ reaction was immediate – a muffled, but strident scream and increased futile struggling. My God! What was that? It feels like my ass is on fire. Let go of me, you brute. Let go of me. I’m not holding still for another one of those.
“Sweet Lips, do you like being a pony girl?”

Saved! I couldn’t have taken another swat like that. I thought I was done for. I thought he wouldn’t ask again so soon. She nodded vigorously and whinnied with moderate enthusiasm. 
“Very nice, Sweet Lips,” said Spider. “I’m glad to know you like your new life. That was a decent whinny. You’ll have to work on it. I won’t accept that for very long. While you’re alone in the barn, I’ll play the sounds of real horses whinnying and nickering. You are to practice those sounds to become good ponies.” 
He looked at Blue Balls. “Do you like being a pony boy?”

Blue Balls looked at Sweet Lips, Spider, and the strap in the trainer’s hands. Then he shook his head no a second time. He knew what was coming, but it still surprised him the ease with which Dutch lifted his arms and bent him at the waist. Blue Balls had expected to give a little fight, but the leverage was too much for him. My ass is ready for a spanking! How stupid am I? He bent me over like nothing and now I’m gonna find out what Anita got. At least I’m ready and I won’t scream like she did. 

The pony boy couldn’t even turn around to watch, so he was unprepared for the crack of the paddle and the instant, searing pain. He couldn’t stop the scream of pain and outrage, embarrassing himself with a sign of weakness. The pain was simply more than he bargained for. It was more painful than anything he’d ever felt before and so sudden. 
“Do you like being a pony boy?”

Blue Balls glared at Spider and then nodded with a respectable whinny. “Good boy, I’m glad to know that you can learn.” He looked at Tiny Titties. “Are you happy to be a pony girl?”

Tiny Titties did the same thing as Blue Balls – she looked at Andrew, Spider, and the paddle. To hear her older siblings scream so stridently was disheartening and left her with no false hope that she could hold out. She nodded her head and whinnied.
The response was typical. The strap was a very good persuader and the whinny wasn’t a big deal to new ponies, particularly if they could show a little defiance with a less than enthusiastic whinny. Spider considered it a triumph just because they had cooperated. Pushing for a really good whinny the first time often turned this success into a battle and sometimes a failure. As it was, they’d caved quickly and he left it at that. 
“Second rule,” he said. “Do everything you’re told to do and do it immediately. I won’t repeat myself. I will punish for disobedience. You’ll learn very soon that eventually you will do what I want. Save yourself the pain and do it right the first time. I’ll be very clear when I give you a command and you will do it immediately. Sweet Lips, walk around your siblings and return to where you started.”
The oldest pony looked to her right where her siblings stood. It seemed simple enough, but she paused for a couple of seconds and looked at Spider while she tried to figure out if he had an ulterior motive. The command meant she’d have to walk right in front of Andrew and Alicia. There would be no doubt they could see her tits as she did so. She wasn’t even thinking about Dutch until she felt the searing pain and heard the crack of the strap across her ass. She squealed and jumped, taking careful steps in the odd shoes as she walked clockwise around the other two ponies. Tears ran down her cheeks as she tried to keep from sniveling. 
“I said I would be very clear and you will do it immediately. How hard could it be to walk a little circle in this room? I know you’re not that stupid, so you’re just a disobedient pony who got what she deserves. Now, shut up and stand there and think about what it means to respond immediately.” He looked at Blue Balls. “I want you to walk in a figure 8, around Tiny Titties, between them, around Sweet Lips, and back to where you started.”
Andrew stepped out quickly, feeling awkward in the low heels of the faux pony hooves. He walked the path specified and came back to the center facing Spider. “Good boy,” said Spider. “You all need to learn from each other’s mistakes, not just from your own. I know you don’t want to walk in front of your sisters and let them see you harnessed up, but you’ll get used to it.”
Tiny Titties knew it was her turn and she was ready to go. “Tiny Titties, I want you to walk clockwise around your sister and brother and when you get in front of Blue Balls, I want you to stop and face him.” Like Blue Balls, she didn’t hesitate. Clockwise took her behind them and then in front of Sweet Lips and then Blue Balls. She stopped and gave Blue Balls a sick look. Then she turned and faced her brother. 
“It would be so boring if you did the same as the other two ponies, Tiny Titties,” said Spider. “I just asked a little more from you and you’re a good girl.” He pressed up against her from behind, reached around, and cupped her tits. “Look at her tits, Blue Balls.” When the pony boy looked, Spider said, “We’re showing off your tits to your brother. I know it’s hard for you to stand for this and it’s humiliating, but everybody’s going to see them, so get used to it. Oh yeah,” he crooned, “I love playing with tits and I can do yours all I want.”
So helpless that she couldn’t keep the man’s hands from her body, Tiny Titties burned with shame. As if it wasn’t bad enough, he had to do it with her standing right in front of Blue Balls. On top of that, Blue Balls was staring, though to be honest, he looked like he was afraid to look away and she had to agree that he’d been told to look and would probably get punished for not looking. It’s even galling that he can make Andrew watch when he doesn’t want to, she thought. I’ve never been naked for a man before… never felt so on display… never so helpless. He’s taking liberties with me and he can make Andrew stare. At least Andrew doesn’t have an erection. We were playing in the limo and he got one, but this is serious and he’s not turned on by my nudity. 
The torment didn’t last long and Spider ordered her back in line. Then Dutch hooked a lead to Blue Balls’ harness and tugged. Thoroughly intimated, the new pony boy followed his trained out of the room. What else can I do? Dig in my heels and get smacked again? I can’t fight him like this. I have to follow and wait for the right moment. Not like I want to be a good pony boy, but I have no choice. 
Spider hooked leads to Sweet Lips’ and Tiny Titties’ harnesses. Then he hooked the free end of Tiny Titties’ lead rope to the back of Sweet Lips’ harness. As he led Sweet Lips out, Tiny Titties followed meekly. It was their first time in public and both of them cringed as they passed people and ponies. Sweet Lips looked futilely for Millie while Tiny Titties just took it all in. Everyone acted like it was perfectly normal for a person to be naked, harnessed, and called a pony. It made it less embarrassing that no one paid attention to them, but that was small consolation. 

Spider led the two pony girls to their training area. It was a square pen with a solid wall and three six foot high fences. They could see through the solid vertical bars of the fences, so they knew everyone who passed by could see them inside the pen. Spider stopped them side-by-side with each facing a wooden box. The two boxes were half a meter on each side and a third of a meter high with an open top. “Step in and put your feet on the X’s,” said their trainer. 

Not like they wanted to, but like Blue Balls, they decided there would come a better time to make a stand. Stepping into a box was of little consequence. Sweet Lips stepped in with the thought that the next command would be to stand there and stay in the box. It made sense that it was an artificial pen that she could get out of, but wasn’t allowed to. It was a test. Next to her, Tiny Titties stepped in thinking that they were going to be sprinkled with something, like to take care of lice, and the box was to keep it from getting everywhere. Both were wrong. 

Spider bent down and lifted a hinged flap from the front and from the back of Sweet Lips’ box. The two flaps formed a lid at ankle level with her feet inside the box and her calves sticking out of two holes in the top. Now it looked to her like a trap that she’d have to stay in. Her feet with or without shoes wouldn’t fit through the holes. She’d have to stand there at attention and on display. Tiny Titties watched nervously, but didn’t move when it was her turn to have her feet trapped in the stocks. 
With the two females at his mercy even more, Spider lifted Sweet Lips arms up and she bent at the waist. When her torso was parallel to the ground, her neck rested in a semi-circle in a wooden frame. Spider closed the top of the stocks and her head was trapped with her bent at the waist. It felt terribly like the perfect position to get more of those painful swats. Spider pulled down a rope hanging from a pulley and attached it to the end of her single sleeve glove. Pulling the other end of the rope made Sweet Lips’ arms go up and out of the way. 
While that was going on, Tiny Titties finally started considering disobedience. Her sister’s feet were trapped and she didn’t want to be in the box anymore. When her sister’s head was trapped, she shifted nervously and looked around, verifying that there was really no place to run to. When Sweet Lips was fully restrained and Spider looked at her, Tiny Titties decided she couldn’t get very far. In less than a minute, she too was bent and trapped with head in the stocks and her arms in the air. 
Spider came around to their faces and put a finger to his lips. “You’re in no position to do something stupid like speak,” he warned them. Then he removed Sweet Lips’ bit gag. Though she was outraged and wanted to let him know it, she knew he was right. She was not just in no position to argue, but she was in the perfect position for him to punish her if she did. Her mouth wasn’t free for but a few seconds and then he pushed a ring gag between her teeth and secured it in place. He did the same to Tiny Titties and then disappeared behind them. 
It was unnerving for the two pony girls to helplessly face the fence two meters in front of them with no idea what was going on behind them. As she waited for the worst, Sweet Lips heard her sister grunt gustily and turned to look. Tiny Titties was looking back with wide, frightened eyes and then the 16-year-old’s head started to rhythmically move forward and back. Sweet Lips realized her sister was being raped. It made sense now. They were bent at the waist for easy access and the ring gag… Fuck no! He can put his cock in my mouth and not a damn thing I can do about it! My cunt, my ass, and my mouth are available. 
Tiny Titties mind had gone blank as Spider disappeared from sight. She was too terrified to even imagine what came next. Unknown to her, Spider lubed his cock and then stepped right up behind her. She felt something push against her pussy and still didn’t guess what it was. All of a sudden, his cock pushed deep inside and she grunted in pain. She looked at Sweet Lips. I’m being raped! The asshole is screwing me. Oh God, I wanted the first time to be special! He just did it like it was nothing to him. 
From her perspective, Sweet Lips could tell exactly what was happening and what was going through her sister’s mind. She was completely surprised when she felt a cock against her pussy and then the unwanted penetration in a single, painful thrust. She couldn’t imagine what it was like for Tiny Titties when a cock not only filled her suddenly and forcefully, but tore through her hymen as well. Not being a virgin, Sweet Lips still thought it felt like a red hot poker to be taken so quickly. Her pussy was dry and she couldn’t imagine that the man had lubed his cock though he had. She had to look again at her sister who was still bouncing in time to her rapist’s demands. There were two men. One for each of them. 
His hands held her hips tightly as Spider pounded into Tiny Titties. It wasn’t a big deal to him, but still he knew he’d taken a virgin. He’d done her himself just for that reason. She was incredibly sexy with or without the harness, but it was more exciting to him to have her harnessed and helpless. The look of horror she’d shot his way more than once had made it hard to take his time and now he relished raping the teen. 
With hands on their hips and cocks in their pussies, it came as yet another surprise to the pony girls when a third and then a fourth rapist walked around in front of them. The third man grabbed Tiny Titties hair and tilted her head back before feeding his cock through her ring gag and into her mouth. For a second, Sweet Lips gaped at the scene next to her and then the fourth man grabbed her hair and she had a mouthful of cock. 
As the man stepped in front of her, Tiny Titties examined his hard on. He was naked from the waist down with a six-inch cock. She had just a few seconds to look and then her head went back and she was staring at his navel. Then she had just one second roll her eyes down and realize his cock was lined up with her mouth. “Aaaaa,” she said and then felt his cock slide across her tongue. It was warm and salty, not as disgusting as she’d expected, except for the part about a strange man’s cock in her mouth against her will. 
She started to cry and then man only laughed at her. “Don’t worry,” he said with a heavy Russian accent. “You’re doing just fine. You suck cock good.” He stroked in and out, just letting her have three inches After half a minute, he started giving her more – just enough to make her gag. “Enjoy it,” he said. “You sound so sexy.”
Next to Tiny Titties, Sweet Lips was no longer concerned about her little sister. She was being raped so forcefully she could feel her tits bouncing and swinging as they hung down unrestrained. The man in her mouth was giving her more cock that she could stand and she couldn’t resist. This is what it means to be a pony girl? To be used by these men anytime they want? Are there more than four? How long will this go on? God Almighty, Millie knows what’s going on. She even told use to have a nice gangbang. She set us up and then left us here to be raped. It’s gone too far for them to ever let us go. The distraught pony girl could even imagine Millie laughing right now. 
“Remember you are just property,” said Spider. “Nobody cares about your feelings or what you want. Right now I’ve decided that the property is going to entertain the stable staff. I don’t expect you to enjoy it, but you do have to get used to it and accept it. Your place in life is to make humans happy. That’s what a pony girl does. It’s all she does.”
Make humans happy. The words ran through Tiny Titties’ head. Like I’m not a human anymore. I’m just a pony. Just property. Oh God, what will they make me do? Her thoughts were interrupted as the man in front of her tipped her head even farther back so she was looking up at his face. His cock was no longer in her mouth and when she looked down, she caught the motion of him jerking himself off. He banged her head against the stocks behind her and said, “Look at me… my face. Make me happy and watch. I want to see your eyes.”
As she looked up, she knew her disgust and horror made him excited. That’s what was in her eyes and he wanted to see it. Then he grunted and put the head of his cock in her mouth. Still jerking off, he milked his cum into her mouth. Oh shit, oh dear, he’s cumming in my mouth. It tastes terrible… so slimy… all over my teeth and tongue… I can’t even swallow it. When he finished, he kept her head tilted back and stirred his cum with his finger. Then he wiped his finger under her nose and let go of her hair. Her head lolled forward and the cum dripped to the ground, leaving the taste behind. 
With her head momentarily free, Tiny Titties looked to the side and immediately regretted it. There were people outside the pen, looking in and watching their rape. She quickly looked down. They were still looking, but she couldn’t see their leering faces. My God! They’re watching like it’s entertaining. Breaking in the new ponies. I sucked a cock and I’m getting fucked and they’re all watching the worst thing that’s ever happened to me. Something I don’t want to share. Then another cock in her mouth took her mind off the audience. 
Sweet Lips could feel the cock in her mouth ready to cum. He was taking big, deep strokes, gagging her with each one. He’s all the way in my mouth… down my throat… God, I can’t take it… his pubic hair brushing my nose… his balls banging on my chin… so hard to breathe… in… out… breathe… in… out… breathe. For God’s sake, cum already. She looked up at his leering face, begging for him to cum. When he finally did, he said, “You swallow it.” He removed the ring gag and she swallowed the disgusting warm goo. Then he put the gag back in place. “Next,” he called out. 
“Time to try your asses,” said a voice behind her. Sweet Lips tried to resist and it seemed like she might win at first, but he slowly worked his cock past her tight defenses. She groaned as he painfully stretched her open. She gasped in surprise and disgust as his cock slid deep into a place nothing had been before. Another cock pushed into her mouth and she had more to worry about than the first cock ever in her ass. It sounded to her like Tiny Titties was getting it worse since not only was the teen getting it in the ass, but there was the sound of a hand smacking flesh. Sweet Lips knew it wasn’t her ass getting smacked and Tiny Titties grunted with each slap. They were being ridden hard with no regard for them at all. 
In another training pen not too far away, Blue Balls was getting his own dose of abuse. He stood in a box with his head in the stocks and arms upraised behind him. For the proud young man, it was crushing to have a cock raping his ass and one sliding through his ring gag with impunity. There were plenty of eager cocks for the three of them. Blue Balls got turns with all the men in the stable. Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties even got used by younger pony boys and girls, forced to suck cocks and lick pussies as young as 8. The only thing missing was the huge 12-inch cocks of the full-grown pony boys. 
What seemed to be a never-ending parade of cocks, and pussies for the girls was actually done in time for dinner, albeit a late dinner. Freed from the stocks, the two new pony girls were allowed to stand with their gags removed, but still had their arms bound. Two pony boys, young studs just 14 years old, came in to feed the famished pony girls. All four ponies were naked, yet after a gang rape from countless cocks, they were inured to the presence of young boys except for the size of the boys’ cocks. Eight inches of cock looked out of place on the pubescent boys. After a double take, Sweet Lips looked aside, but Tiny Titties stared at the erect, sheathed cocks. The boys were obviously younger than her, but hung better than the average adult male. Spider knew what he was doing; he’d trained several pony girls. The rapes were to lower their self-esteem and being fed by nude pony boys was to make them accept their own nudity as a fact of life. 
The boys gave the girls water through a straw and bland, but nourishing food. Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties were both relieved at the care the boys took, feeding them bite-by-bite and taking their time, unaware that even this was training. For this phase of their training, the pony girls would only see these two pony boys, Bareback and Long Nose, as caretakers. 
A young girl, three months shy of her 12th birthday, came in to feed Blue Balls. He too had a different perspective on nudity and ponies in general. The first female he’d seen since his gang rape started, he looked at her with appreciation despite her flat chest and little girl pussy. The way she looked at him gave him a renewed sense of masculinity, though he didn’t understand why. He recognized her from before. A beautiful girl who was much too young. 

When she removed his gag to feed him, he said, “Help me out of this. I need to find my sisters.”
In response, she stomped her foot, set down his food and water, and trotted out of the room. Oh shit, she’s going to tell on me. I thought she was an ally, but she’s so under their control that she’s going to rat me out.
Sure enough, Dutch returned alone within a minute. “Hey, stupid, remember the part about no talking? What’s the first thing you do when Skittish comes to feed you? But, let’s get this straight. The stall has cameras and microphones. I heard you. She’d be in big trouble if she didn’t tell me, so don’t blame her. Blame yourself for breaking the rules.”
When Dutch bent him at the waist and trapped his head in the stocks again, Blue Balls thought he was going to be raped again. Instead, his trainer rapped off five burning swats on his ass. “Talk again and you’ll get more,” said Dutch. “If I have to give you a hundred of those before you learn not to speak, I will.”
Seething with rage, Blue Balls understood the threat. I’m being trained never to speak again. How can he do that? How do I communicate? He thinks I have nothing to say. Is that what my life is going to be like? No choices. No freedom. Not even the right to speak. As Dutch stood him up again, he was a very contrite pony boy. I need to get out of here, but not now. Not with my feet stuck in this box and my arms bound. 
“I’m going to send Skittish back in,” said Dutch. “She’s going to take care of you. The rules still apply around her, but she’s your friend. Nobody else cares about you. Even the other ponies don’t give a damn about you. Skittish is the only creature in the world that cares about you. Don’t take advantage of her kindness.”
When Skittish returned, she stomped her foot and whinnied twice, then pointed at him. She repeated it, stomp, whinny, whinny, and pointed at him. The message was clear to Blue Balls. That’s my name in pony speak. He stomped the best he could with his foot trapped in the box, whinnied twice, and looked down at himself. Then he jerked his head toward Skittish. The girl responded by nickering three time and pointing at herself. When he repeated the nickers, she smiled and nodded. 
With that introduction done, Skittish fed and watered Blue Balls. She was a beautiful girl and from the fluid way she moved on her toes, Blue Balls assumed she’d been a pony girl for quite a while. He wondered just how old a girl had to be before Viktor enslaved her and turned her into a pony. Skittish acted as if she’d been like this her whole life.  
When dinner was done, Skittish set the bowl and utensils by the door and picked up a bucket. Bringing it to Blue Balls, she held it under his cock and waited. Pee in there? Not like I expect to get to use a toilet, but pee in there now? In front of her? After ten seconds of nothing, she took the bucket away, set it down, and squatted over it and proceeded to demonstrate what she expected from him. She brought the bucket back and held it under his cock. You show me yours and I’ll show you mine? As he started to pee in the bucket, Blue Balls felt a sense of shame. Yet another thing that I need to get used to. Peeing in public. 
When he was finished, Skittish set the bucket down and unreeled a hose from the wall. Turning on the water, she dumped the bucket in a drain and washed down the area. Then she turned and sprayed Blue Balls. It took all his strength not to yell out that the water was too cold. He shook his head, but Skittish just shrugged and kept spraying him. She moved around, getting him wet from head to toe. She was obviously aware that the water was cold, so Blue Balls had to assume this was how a pony got showered. No hot water ever again. There was nothing he could do about it and Dutch had said she was the only one who cared about him. So, he wondered if she’d been ordered to do this or just thought he needed a shower. 
Skittish tried to gently bend Blue Balls forward, but he balked at that. Bending over had always gone badly for him. She relented, then scraped her foot on the ground and bowed her head. Then she tried again to bend him forward. What was that? Please? Trust me? Don’t be afraid? He reminded himself again that she was his friend and let her bend him forty-five degrees forward. With a nicker, she used the hose to soak his hair. Then she shampooed his hair, spending several minutes getting it clean and just massaging his scalp before finally rinsing out the shampoo. 
Feeling a little foolish at his initial reluctance, Blue Balls felt much more comfortable with his caretaker as she started washing him. Soaping up her hands, she washed his face, back, stomach, everywhere except his leather encased arms. He jerked a little as she washed his cock like it was perfectly normal for an 11-year-old girl to be that familiar with a man’s cock. When she nickered softly at his reaction, it sounded almost like a giggle. She was thorough, washing his cock and then his ass. It was then that he realized she was washing men’s cum off his body. My face. My chest. My ass. It was all over me. She knows what happened. Again he wondered if this was her idea, a kindness that she hadn’t been ordered to do. 
Kindness it may have been, but when she was done, she didn’t dry him off. He decided that’s just how it was. She didn’t have a towel, so he shivered as he drip-dried. She brushed his long hair into a pony tail, collected the bowl and utensils, and left. His last view of her was a pert, well-toned little ass swishing out the door. 
Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties got showered by Bareback and Long Nose with the same embarrassment as Blue Balls as the boys showed no reluctance to wash their tits and pussies. It was also obvious that the boys didn’t take advantage of their helplessness and fondle them more than needed. The boys’ matter-of-fact attention to their privates was much better than what they might expect and they appreciated it. 
Left alone for the first time, Sweet Lips looked over at Tiny Titties. She wanted to say something to console her little sister, but she knew she couldn’t. The best she could hope to do was share a caring look, but Tiny Titties wouldn’t meet her eyes. She whinnied softly and then Tiny Titties did look up in surprise. Their eyes met and Tiny Titties started to sob. She knows what happened to me. She was right there as they raped me. How can she stand to look at me? I don’t feel like Alicia anymore. I am just a thing for them to use. I’m a pony girl. The despair she felt wasn’t assuaged by the fact that her sister had endured the same fate. It wasn’t a conscious thought, but Anita wasn’t a virgin, so Tiny Titties considered her own violation to be more devastating. 
Trying a different approach, Sweet Lips moved closer to her sister, but Tiny Titties shrank away, reluctant to let even her sister touch her. Determined to hug her sister the best she could with her arms trapped behind her, Sweet Lips moved closer and  pressed against Tiny Titties. That only lasted for a few seconds as Sweet Lips could tell just how uncomfortable that made her little sister. She moved away and they stood in their own private worlds. 
The two pony girls had half an hour to think about their fate. If they were raped on their first day, what would later days be like? They couldn’t even discuss it. When Spider came in, he put Tiny Titties into the box again, immobilizing her. As she wondered if the rapes were about to begin again, he put a bit gag on Sweet Lips and hooked a lead to it. With a couple of clucks, he said, “Giddy-up, girl.” He moved toward the door and Sweet Lips stepped out of the box to follow, humiliated at being called just like a pony and led like one, too, but too afraid to do anything about it. 
“Don’t leave me…” said Tiny Titties without thinking. Then she gasped as she realized what she’d done. 

Spider stopped and turned around. “I know I shouldn’t encourage you,” he said, “but I do love punishing stupid ponies, especially teenagers.” He attached the end of Sweet Lips’ lead to a hook on the wall and walked to Tiny Titties, who did her best to shrink away. Which is to say she stood right there and waited despite her desperate desire to be anywhere but there. 
Expecting more of those red hot swats, Tiny Titties squirmed as Spider put a ring gag on her. She remembered him saying the gag was her friend to remind her not to speak. For a moment, Tiny Titties thought it was merely a prelude to her spanking when he fondled her tits, tweaking her nipples with savage glee until they were hard. To her surprise, he put a clamp on her nipple. She jerked and gasped, but it was too late. She had no control as he clamped her other nipple. Then, he reached through the ring gag and pulled her tongue out. 
“Aaahh, ahhhh,” moaned the poor pony as her tongue was stretched out. She was shocked when Spider put a cruel clamp on the tip of her tongue. She couldn’t tell what was happening and couldn’t have done anything about it anyway. He attached cords to each of the clamps, connected by a central hub. All he had to do was shorten the cord on her tongue and fasten it to the hub and the three clamps all moved toward the hub, taking their bits of Tiny Titties with them. Tiny Titties’s tongue was two inches out of her mouth and her nipples were stretched up an inch each. “Aaaahhhhh,” she moaned. Her nipples and tongue hurt!
“Maybe that will help you remember not to speak in the future,” said Spider. He took Sweet Lips lead and led her out of the training area. 

For Sweet Lips, the next half hour was a mixture of a tour of the grounds and a chance to share her nudity with anyone who hadn’t seen her yet. The people and ponies all acknowledged Spider and her, but nobody gawked. It was no big deal to anyone else, but that didn’t make it any easy for the new pony. Meanwhile, she saw ponies polishing their own tack, ponies playing tag, two pony girls running on treadmills, a stallion heartily fucking a mare, and some ponies doing nothing at all. She goggled at the sight of two eight-year old ponies “playing”. The girl was giggling as she sucked the boy’s little cock. 
Spider stopped her occasionally and casually asked questions that required a yes or no answer. Usually a yes. On the third question, he swatted her ass three times. On the fourth question, her whinny was more enthusiastic. On the sixth question, that same enthusiasm earned her three more swats.

They were almost done when Spider stopped her in front of another pony girl. She was shorter than Sweet Lips even in the taller shoes. “This is Nimble Nipples,” he told Sweet Lips. “Nimble Nipples, this is Sweet Lips. You may remember her from this afternoon.” 

Sweet Lips burned at the introduction. She’d been free just hours ago and admiring this pony and now she was one of them. Deciding it was just to embarrass her, she was surprised there was more to it. Nimble Nipples butted her in the chest and looked up at her sternly. The experienced pony whinnied, nickered, and whinnied again and jerked her head at Sweet Lips. 
“Nimble Nipples is the head mare,” explained Spider. “Your name is whinny, nicker, whinny. When she calls you, you come. Now kneel down.”
Without knowing why, the new pony girl knelt. From body language, she immediately regretted it. She wasn’t kneeling for Spider, she was kneeling for Nimble Nipples. Showing her submission to the head mare. Nimble Nipples nickered once and whinnied. 

“Repeat that,” said Spider. “It’s her name.”

She didn’t like it one bit, but Sweet Lips nickered and whinnied with the same enthusiasm as Nimble Nipples. With a snort of satisfaction, Nimble Nipples circled Sweet Lips once and then made a second circle, stopping behind the new pony. Backing into Sweet Lips, she pushed Sweet Lips off balance. Spider grabbed a handful of her hair and Sweet Lips fell forward to rest her cheek on the floor with her butt in the air. Caught by surprise, Sweet Lips found herself under the head mare as Nimble Nipples sat on her. 
It took every ounce of control not to yell out in protest. She could only wonder about what kind of pony ritual was going on and then she felt the warmth of Nimble Nipples pee on her back and running off her sides. “Aahhhh,” she gasped and tried to throw the disgusting mare off her, but Nimble Nipples was ready for that. She stood up, which caused Sweet Lips to stop, thinking she’d been successful. Then the head mare walked backwards, dribbling her pee over Sweet Lips hair and face before Sweet Lips knew what was happening. 
“Get the fuck away from me,” snapped Sweet Lips. She glared up at Nimble Nipples and saw a smile on the other pony’s face. Nimble Nipples stepped forward and sat on her neck. Sweet Lips collapsed onto her chest with her ass in the air. Pinned down, she struggled, but then felt a burning swat across her ass. It hurt like hell and she was outraged at her position, but the pain snapped her back to her predicament. She’d spoken and she was getting punished and she could make it worse. Fuck, she egged me on. She fucking peed on me. What’s that about? That’s how the head mare shows her control? She suffered through four more swats. 
After a demanding half hour, Spider finally led Sweet Lips back to where Tiny Titties waited. Indicating the teen’s outstretched tongue, he asked, “Do you think that hurts?” Tiny Titties was shocked at how Sweet Lips tossed her head and whinnied loud and long. 
“Would you like me to leave you like that when I take her out to meet Nimble Nipples?” asked Spider. 
Sweet Lips shook her head silently.

“I didn’t think so,” said the trainer. “I’m going to do it anyway… unless you can convince me not to.” He gave Sweet Lips a few seconds to wonder how she could do that. As he removed her gag, she thought maybe she’d have to suck his cock. Then he said, “Convince me by licking her tongue.”

Giving Spider a sick look, Sweet Lips pondered the choice. Half an hour like that or lick her sister’s tongue. It was practically like kissing her. She’d had a lot worse things in her mouth already today, so she opted for licking. As she moved toward Tiny Titties, her sister shook her head. “Uhhhnnn,” she grunted in warning. Sweet Lips saw the distaste in her sister’s eyes and noticed how the box made it so she couldn’t move away. Like it or not, Tiny Titties was gonna get her tongue licked. 

Spider held the young pony’s head. “Don’t do a half-assed job either,” he said now that Sweet Lips was committed. 

She shuddered as she realized she was going to get off easy, but she didn’t balk. She tried to apologize with her eyes as she made full tongue contact and licked slowly hoping that about two seconds of contact was good enough.  
“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” asked Spider. “Now, that was a choice. This is an order. Count her teeth with your tongue. I said I’d always be clear. I want you to stick your tongue in her mouth and touch each and every tooth. 
She had the same sick feeling as before, but this time Sweet Lips didn’t stop to ponder. She stuck her tongue deep in Tiny Titties mouth and reached for her top right molars. Her sister whined in protest, but she didn’t have a choice. Her tongue swiped against the inside of Tiny Titties cheek.  As she ran her tongue across Tiny Titties front teeth, she practically licked her sister’s top lip and then she jammed her tongue in deep to find the top left molars. She’d been at it for ten seconds by the time she lowered her tongue to Tiny Titties’ bottom left molars. Again she traced forward, but that’s when she realized her sister’s tongue covered her front teeth. She licked her way across the outstretched tongue and reached for the last molars. 
Sweet Lips had lost track of the initial command and when she stepped back, thinking she was finished, Spider asked, “How many teeth does she have? Grunt once for each tooth.”

She hadn’t counted, but Sweet Lips started grunting, mentally counting as she did. She stopped at 24. When Spider asked just to confirm, she nodded and whinnied. 

“She lose a couple of teeth?” asked Spider. He stuck his finger in Tiny Titties’ mouth and counted seven on the top right. “Seven on one side. Seven on the other. Fourteen. Plus fourteen in the bottom. Did you just fucking guess?”
Her shoulders slumped as she nodded and whinnied. 

“You didn’t do what I told you to do?”

She nodded and whinnied again. 

“You lied.”

Sweet Lips couldn’t keep from whining. She knew she was in big trouble. Then, she nodded and whinnied. 

Spider removed the clamps from Tiny Titties’ nipples and tongue. “Let’s just stop playing around then,” he said. “Kiss her. Give her a big, damn wet kiss and don’t stop until I say you can stop.”

Up to this point, Tiny Titties thought it was unfair for her to have to put up with Sweet Lips licking her obscenely. She was just being used to tease Sweet Lips, but now the command to kiss made it personal. If Sweet Lips kissed her, she’d have to kiss back. The command was to both of them. Her stomach turned as their lips met. It didn’t stop there. The sisters’ tongue met and roamed around each other’s mouth. They didn’t dare do it half-assed. Several seconds into the kiss, Spider said, “Now, isn’t that sweet. Two sisters making out for me. I’m guessing that neither of you kissed a girl before and you sure as hell don’t want to be battling tongues with your sister. Don’t stop yet. Mmmm, mash those lips together for me. Swap some spit. Makes my cock hard to watch a couple of lesbos.” He let them kiss for a few seconds more and then told them to stop. 
Having earned an unrestrained tongue, Sweet Lips was left standing in a box with her arms bound behind her while Spider took Tiny Titties out for a walk. The teen still wasn’t inured to her public nudity. She felt creepy as she walked around with her tits, pussy and ass exposed. It didn’t matter that all the other ponies were naked and it didn’t matter that nobody made a big deal about it. It was enough that every single head turned to look… every single pony appraised her… every single man and woman man noticed her. She was self-conscious about the size of her breasts, the lack of hair on her pussy, the binding on her arms, and the complete lack of control. She wanted to rebel at every step, but she kept going because she was afraid of Spider. Now that she’d even kissed her sister, she knew she’d break every taboo when Spider demanded it. 
The new pony took the introduction to Nimble Nipples and the submission ritual in stride. Being peed on was disgusting, but it made sense. It was a sign of how hopeless she considered her position that rather than think about escape or revenge, she wondered how she could become head mare. That was the only way she could imagine to avoid Nimble Nipples’ reminders of her status.  
When Spider returned Tiny Titties to her holding stall, he freed their arms and legs and gave them a blanket. “Time to sleep. You’ll have a busy day tomorrow. I’d suggest sharing body heat to stay warm.” 

He waited until the two the two ponies lay down and tried out the blanket. There was only one way both of them could be covered by the single blanket. Naked, they snuggled together despite their desire for privacy. 
As soon as they were alone, Sweet Lips got up and eyed the fence, wondering if she could scale it. She reached for the bars and yelped as she got a strong shock. The bars were electrified! All hope of climbing the fence vanished. She paced around the pen and found no way out, so she lay back down with Tiny Titties. 
Dutch took Blue Balls on a similar tour. The trainer showed the stallion the other stallions from a distance. “Stallions compete for mares,” explained Dutch. “They’re your comrades in one sense, but they’re not your friends.” When he was introduced to Nimble Nipples, the head mare knelt in front of him. Blue Balls was surprised at Dutch’s instruction. “Mares are submissive to stallions. Piss on her. Do it or else she and none of the other mares will respect you.”
Facing a life of slavery, Blue Balls got the feeling it could be worse. He wasn’t at the very bottom. Just by having a cock he was above the mares. As soon as he started peeing, Nimble Nipples took his cock in her hand, since he couldn’t, and aimed it at her chest. She let his pee splash perfunctorily on her chest and then pointed it down. When he didn’t stop peeing, she looked annoyed, so he cut off the stream. No easy task. 
When he was put to bed with a blanket, Blue Balls examined the blanket. It was just barely big enough for him. Skittish darted into the room and stood facing him. It was the first time he’d seen a hint of embarrassment as she looked down and fidgeted nervously. “She’s sleeping with you,” said Dutch. “Don’t leave her out in the cold. Besides, it’ll be chilly in the morning and you’ll appreciate a little bed warmer.”
For God’s sake! I’m sleeping with a nude 11-year-old. Not really a choice is there? I need the blanket and so does she. Just keep your mind off her body. She’s a little girl. Not a bed partner. We’re just sleeping. He lay down and invited her to join him with a gesture. She finally looked at him and smiled shyly. She lay down with her back to him and wiggled her cute bottom against him to settle herself into the spooning position. Between her nervousness and that little wiggle, it certainly seemed to Blue Balls that she thought there was more to this than just sleeping. She hadn’t invited him to have sex, but she also hadn’t acted like this happened every day. 
Not that he found any of this acceptable, but with a naked girl in his arms, Blue Balls wondered if there were perks with being a stallion or was Dutch just teasing him. He’d pissed on a woman and Skittish was like his personal valet. He fell asleep thinking about Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties and their lack of perks. 

All in the Family

By Kenna

Chapter 2

Waking up in the morning with Skittish still spooning with him, Blue Balls had a hard on and he was horny. Not horny enough to take advantage of a preteen girl and besides, his cock hurt! He looked at it. The skin was stretched tight and it looked like his cock was bigger. He’d already had his first dose of the elixir that would make his cock grow and he didn’t know it. That same elixir would make him constantly horny. He couldn’t get his erection to go away. It was throbbing and pressing against Skittish when she woke up. 
The girl turned to face him and looked at his cock like it was a weapon. Then she softened, nickered, and got up. She went to a bucket in the corner and returned with a tube of gel. Putting a generous dollop on her hands, she rubbed it up and down his cock. He was so horny, he was surprised he didn’t cum from her attention to his cock. As the pain faded, Blue Balls nickered at her. Got anything to make this go away? He figured that was the best she could do. It was an effort to take her hands off his cock. 
As he approached the fence, Skittish attempted to get between him and the fence, shaking her head to warn him away. When it was either get shocked herself or get out of the way, she moved aside. She nudged him hard, but he didn’t comprehend the warning and grabbed a bar with his right hand. “Yaaaah,” he yelled, quickly letting go. Now he understood Skittish was trying to keep him from doing just what he’d done. With no way to say thank you, he tousled her hair affectionately and she blushed. 
After breakfast, Dutch came in to harness Blue Balls. He stopped just inside the door. “Two choices,” he said. “Either I harness you with no problem or I bring in a bunch of guys, punish you, and harness you anyway. So, do I harness you with no problem?”
Put that way, Blue Balls had no choice. He nodded and whinnied. 

“Just remember, big boy, that I can kick your ass. I’m trained in handling ponies, so don’t get stupid and try to punch me, kick me, or anything. You just agreed to getting harnessed with no problem, but I don’t mind punishing you if you change your mind. Now turn and face away from me and put your arms behind your back.”
Burning with outrage, Blue Balls put his arms behind him and let Dutch tie his arms together. He knew that as soon as that was done, he’d be completely at Dutch’s mercy, but one way or another, Dutch was going to win this battle. He cursed his own weakness. Dutch put on the rest of his pony boy harness and then said, “Follow me.” He went through the door with Blue Balls on his heels. 
As soon as he was out of the pen, Blue Balls looked up and down the passageway. At the near end, just 10 meters away, he could see an open door and daylight. Turning away from Dutch, he ran as quickly as he could in the awkward shoes. It was really just a fast walk and as soon as he started, he thought it was stupid. He looked back over his shoulder and saw the Dutch wasn’t pursuing him. With that in mind, he hurried through the door and into the sunlight and freedom. 
Nobody paid any attention to Blue Balls as he headed for the wall surrounding the pony farm. Then he stopped. Where the hell am I going? I can’t get over that wall and what’s outside it? I can’t go there. It’s no place for a pony. Too scary. Don’t know what, but something’s out there. I could run around the compound, but then what? He looked back at the barn. I should be in there. Doesn’t feel right being out here. People might see. Something might happen. Fuck me, Dutch will be pissed. I should go back and maybe it’ll be all right. 
It felt eerie to be outside. Blue Balls took one more look around and, feeling uncomfortable, went back into the barn and right up to Dutch. He was surprised that the trainer was smiling. Not only that, but Skittish did a little dance and whinnied happily. She looked happy to see him though he’d only been gone a minute. 
“Got her excited,” said Dutch. “She’s got a stallion with some spirit. You have a nice run?”

She’s got a stallion with some spirit? What’s that mean? She’s excited because I went for a run? Because I tried to escape or because I came back? Blue Balls shook his head no. It hadn’t been a nice run. It was creepy. 
“Well, as long as you come back quick, I don’t mind you getting it out of your system. Outside is no place for a pony alone. I’ll take you out later and you’ll have a good run.” He clipped a lead to Blue Balls, giving the new pony the impression that his trainer had expected him to run and now the lead meant no more fooling around. He looked at Skittish who was beaming with pride. She’s got a stallion with some spirit. Like she’s taking care of a stallion with spirit or… like I’m hers… her stallion… her pony boy… her stable mate?
Dutch took him to a treadmill. “Time to get a little workout. We’ll take it easy today. You need to learn to walk in those shoes.” He untied Blue Balls arms. “Get up on the treadmill, Blue. Hold on to the rails so you don’t fall.” 
When he stepped up on the treadmill, Blue Balls started at a slow walk to get used to the heeled shoes. He went for 10 minutes like that and then Dutch made him let go of the rails and walk without the rails to help him balance. For the next hour, each time the speed increased, he got to use the rails and then had to let go of them. When he was done, he was at a jog, panting and sweating and glad to be finished. He kept imagining himself falling, which seemed far too likely in the clumsy shoes and it took all his concentration to balance. 
After a ten-minute break, Dutch tied Blue Balls’ arms behind him and made him get back on the treadmill. If falling had seemed likely before, now it seemed imminent without the use of his arms for balance. The treadmill stayed at a slow walk and by the end of an hour, he felt somewhat comfortable at that pace. 

*****

When she woke up in the morning, Sweet Lips was determined to take a stand. She’d slept fitfully, forced to cuddle with her sister for warmth as she thought about being a pony girl. It hadn’t even been 24 hours and she’d been harnessed, spanked, raped, peed on, and forced to kiss her sister. Moreover, all she could look forward to was a life of the same and worse if she stayed here. Yesterday, she’d been a rider looking over the ponies lined up ready to be picked and it sickened her to think she’d thought that was exciting. What was I thinking? They were all kidnapped like me and put through demeaning training to get where they were. If I don’t do something, I’ll be one of them… lined up and looking eager to pull a man or a woman to a private setting where they’ll abuse me. I’ll bet they all fought the training, but every one of them is a model pony now. Why should I think I’d be any different? She tried to imagine how she might feel months from now. What did it feel like to be defeated? She didn’t know if a pony learned to like her life or just accept it out of fear. Would she perform for nameless strangers day after day and never get used to it? Just too beaten down and frightened to do anything but obey?
She thought there was one thing she had that the other ponies didn’t – money. She was wrong. Some ponies had been raised that way since they were babies. Some were random kidnap victims chosen for their looks. There were a couple who were daughters of Victor’s rivals in his battle to control the regional crime. Their fathers had money and had offered all they had as they watched their precious girls being brutally trained for a demeaning life, but Victor had his standards. Once a pony, always a pony. There was no turning back. 

Already up and pacing, Sweet Lips heard a key in the door and moved toward it. Spider looked surprised to see her looking eager for his arrival. He scowled, anticipating what that meant. “I have money,” said the pony girl. She kept going despite the sneer on his face. “Whatever Millie is paying Victor, I’ll double it. If he won’t do that, then I’ll pay you to get me out. Millions. Euros, dollars, you name it. Get the three of us out of here and you’ll be a rich man.” 
Spider let her hang herself. “Two millions euros,” he said. 

She nodded. 

“And you have to marry me.” 

She swallowed hard. “Yes, I’ll marry you.”

“And you have to put on a pony girl outfit for me, but only me. You’ll pull me around in a cart, blow me, fuck me, whinny for me. You’ll be one of them,” he jerked his head toward the other stalls. “Only for me, your husband.”
Sweet Lips paused longer. “Just, umm, one day a month,” she said. 

“One day a week,” he countered. 

“OK, yes, one day a week,” she agreed. “You have to get us out first.”
“Turn around,” said Spider. “I still have to tie your arms or Victor will be suspicious. It’ll be a couple of days. You’ll have to put up with this for a while. Turn around, honey.” He guided her to face away from him and wrapped rope around her arms from wrists to elbows, pulling it tight and cinching it down. 

Tiny Titties had awakened and listened to most of the conversation. She got up. “What about me? You’ll get me out, too?”
“That’s the deal,” said Spider. “I’ll marry Sweet Lips and you’ll be my mistress. We’ll have fun threesomes together.”

She looked sickly at Sweet Lips, thinking about what might go on between them in a threesome to keep Spider happy. Then she nodded. It was that or a horrible life as a pony girl forever. 

“You’ll be a pony girl for me, too,” he added. “Two times a week.”

“Two times? But she…” She wanted to say it wasn’t fair. But, they’d get out and then they’d make sure Spider went to jail for a long time. It was an empty promise. “OK, two times.”
Spider tied Tiny Titties’ arms behind her. “Time for breakfast,” he said. “Wait here.” He led the two ponies to their boxes, guided them in, and closed the lids. 

Once they were secure, Spider dropped the pretense of being their savior. “Here’s the deal. If you’re willing to be a pony girl for me, then there’s no reason you shouldn’t be willing to be a pony girl for anybody. I’m a complete stranger. All the clients here will be complete strangers. You’ll fuck and suck me, so you’ll fuck and suck them. You’ll wear the harness for me, so you’ll wear it for them. Your money? Pfff. Fuck, you have any idea what Victor does to guys who cross him? Victor pays well and I get all the pussy I want and you’ll suck my cock four times a day if that’s what I want.”
Spider held up a ring gag. “Open up, honey. Your hubby wants to play pony girl again.”
“Fuck you,” said Sweet Lips. She trembled with rage and frustration. “You just can’t do this to people.”

“I don’t do it to people,” said Spider. “I do it to ponies.” He attached a rope from the ceiling to her wrists and pulled her arms up in the air, forcing her to bend and put her neck in the stocks. Then he dropped the top of the stocks to trap her in that position. 
When he disappeared behind her, Sweet Lips felt fear wash over her. She looked at Tiny Titties, “What’s he doing?”

Tiny Titties just shook her head. She was in enough trouble already. She could see Spider getting a wicked looking leather paddle and step into position to swat her sister, but she didn’t dare say anything. 
The next thing Sweet Lips knew, her ass burned with pain from a hard swat. She yelped and squirmed, but her ass didn’t move from its perfect position. Spider swatted her five times and by then tears were running down her face. Stupid, stupid me. I’m gonna pay for talking. Why did I think I could bargain my way out? She heard Spider’s voice, but couldn’t make out the words over her own sobbing. 
When he didn’t get a response from Sweet Lips, Spider walked around front, grabbed her hair, and pulled her head back. “Pay attention, Sweet Lips. I’m going to spank you until you agree to open your mouth and let me put the gag in. The way you’ll agree is you’ll say you’re ready to suck cock. Five words. I’m ready to suck cock. Got it?”
Stifling a sob, Sweet Lips nodded and whinnied. 

“Those will be the last words you ever speak,” said Spider. “I’ll make this memorable so you don’t forget and if you do… well, there’s pain and then there’s hell. You don’t wanna go there.” He walked out of sight again, ready to spank the errant pony. 
“I’m ready to suck cock,” said Sweet Lips. She knew the drill. She said it now or she said it later when her ass was even redder. When Spider offered her the gag, she opened wide. This gag was clearly bigger than the one from yesterday. She had to open as wide as she could before it fit. 
Turning to Tiny Titties, Spider said, “Don’t say a word. Just open wide.”

The frightened teen opened her mouth very, very wide and let him seat the gag between her teeth. It made her jaw ache to be open that wide. He tipped her forward and stuck her head in the stocks. “Just remember this. You both just agreed to be my pony girls. To wear a harness, pull a cart, fuck and suck. One day a week, two days a week. That tells me you’re willing to be a pony girl for the right reasons. No difference to me if you do it an hour a week or 24 hours a day for the rest of your life. No difference to me if you do if for me or do it for some other guy. You’re willing to be a pony girl for the right reasons and the right reason is you’ll learn the meaning of real pain if you don’t.”

He stuck his finger into their ring gags just because he could. “I’ll be back in a minute,” he said and left them like that.
The two helpless ponies had about five minutes to think about their predicament. They knew he was rounding up more cocks and they were going to be gang raped again. Sweet Lips cursed herself over and over again for provoking this while Tiny Titties reasoned that they were going to get gang raped sometime today. She didn’t blame her sister for what was about to happen. 
When he returned, Spider led in Tough Nuts and Golden Boy. Their foot long cocks were so hard they pressed against their bellies even though they were unsheathed. Sweet Lips took one look at the length and girth of the two cocks and whined, “Uhhhnnn.” This is why the gag is extra big. They’re gonna stuff those in our mouths. What is this? Extra punishment for talking? God, no! Those are huge! Next to her, she heard Tiny Titties whining and struggling so hard that she was rattling the stocks. 
With Tough Nuts a couple of feet from Sweet Lips face and Golden Boy in front of Tiny Titties, Spider squatted down halfway between them so he was at eye level with the astonished pony girls. “Guess you figured it out,” he said with a smile. “Sweet Lips, I spanked you to get you to open your mouth, not as punishment for talking. This is punishment for talking. 
“You know what you look like?” He paused. “You look like a couple of helpless, hopeless pony girls about to get the lesson of a lifetime. You know those big boys are gonna feed those cocks through those rings, don’t you? You know it and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it.” He twirled a finger around the inside of Tiny Titties’ gag. “My sweet little 16-year-old. You wanna be my pony girl twice a week. I’m gonna stand here and watch Golden Boy slide that cock through your open mouth… over your tongue… down your throat… and I mean way down your throat. And I’m gonna enjoy it. I think the best part is how much you don’t want to see what that feels like and still you won’t be able to stop him. When he puts that in, your eyes will bug out, you’ll gag, your throat will bulge, and you’ll feel his balls on your chin. You’re just a naughty pony girl who’s gonna hold still and let him do it.”
He turned his attention to the older pony. “Tsk, tsk, Sweet Lips. All that money and you can’t use it. I want you to think about Tough Nuts as your punishment. That horse cock won’t fit in your pussy, but it’ll fit down your throat. I mean, it’s fucking unbelievable until you see it. No, no, it won’t fit. Oh, but it will. No, no, it’s too cruel. No, it’s not. It’s just cruel enough. No, no, please have mercy. You’ll get mercy when you learn the rules. Why are you making such a fuss? You can’t do anything about it.” He laughed. “You deserve this. And, you got Tiny Titties to talk, too, so it’s like it’s your fault she’s gonna blow a horse cock.”
Spider said something in Russian and Tough Nuts stepped up to Sweet Lips. He took his cock in one hand and bent it down. Sweet Lips felt the huge head push into her mouth. Spider said something to Tough Nuts again. He chuckled. “Honey, please hold still for the horse cock. That’s a good girl. Just hold still to make it easy for him.” Tough Nuts grabbed the top of the stocks with both hands and pushed his hips forward. 
With a close up view of the massive cock, Sweet Lips tried valiantly to keep it out, but like Spider’s taunts, she just held still. “Eyes bugging out,” said Spider. No shit, thought Sweet Lips. I can’t believe he’s going to really do this. I’ve never felt so helpless in my life. Just the head of it in my mouth is huge, pushing my tongue down. 

She felt the cock touch the back of her throat. “Gagging,” chuckled Spider as her throat tried to expel the intruder. Please, make it stop. He can’t do this. I’m gagging and it won’t stop. How horrible! It doesn’t belong there. 
He reached out and put his hand on Sweet Lips throat. The distraught pony girl felt the trainer’s hand grasp her throat as the cock slid down. She couldn’t breathe. “Throat bulging,” said Spider. Indeed, the cock did force her throat to expand to accommodate its girth. “And here come his balls. All the way to the root. See, honey, you can suck a horse cock.”
Fuck, no! It doesn’t fit! It hurts. How is he doing this? And Spider’s laughing about it. I’m getting fucked in the mouth and throat and he thinks it’s amusing! My nose against his belly and yes, I can feel his balls on my chin. Oh shit, oh dear, it’s all the way in. I can’t breathe. How long will he keep it there? Am I still gagging? I swear I will never talk again. To her relief, she felt the huge piston retreat from her throat. She took a deep breath through her nose. 

Sweet Lips relief was short lived as Tough Nuts pushed his hips forward again, driving his cock in to the hilt. The big pony boy grunted with satisfaction. Like all the ponies, he was eternally horny and this felt wonderful. He didn’t know if he’d be granted an orgasm, but after all his training and denied orgasms, this was just as good. It was at least the best he could hope for and had come to accept just having a mare attend to his cock as the ultimate pleasure. 
“Man, I bet you wished you’d held your tongue this morning, but right now, you know what it looks like?” Spider paused and let Tough Nuts stroke in and out two more times. “It looks like you’re cooperating.”

Turning his attention to the trapped teen, Spider said, “Your turn.” He spoke in Russian and Golden Boy moved into position. “Mouth open, ready and waiting… check. Holding still… check. Helpless and horrified… check.”

This is inhuman, thought Tiny Titties. Her imagination had gone wild in the minutes she had to stare at the huge cock and think about how it would feel. Now the moment was here. My naughty mouth is gonna get what it deserves. God, I can’t avoid it. Look at its size… big purple head… thick and covered with veins… couldn’t even get my hand around it… how’s it gonna feel? Ullk, it doesn’t even fit in my mouth… akkk, stop, for the love of God, stop… no, no way, how can he do this to me? He can see and feel my throat bulging. I’m so fucked. Maybe this is the worst thing I’ll ever have to do. That’s it. I’ll be a good pony and nothing will ever be this bad again.

It felt sickening as the cock pulled out and she knew it was coming right back in. She counted maybe 10 strokes and then she felt Spider’s cock in her pussy. He got turned on watching me choke on this cock. It actually felt good and she realized she was horny. The cock in her throat pretty much dampened that, but it returned as Spider fucked her. She felt him cum in her and pull out, leaving her horny and frustrated. 

The ordeal seemed to last forever, though Spider stopped the stallions after 10 minutes of sliding in and out of the girls’ mouths as a steady pace. When he sent the stallions away, Tough Nuts stopped long enough to grunt, whinny, and practically tap dance in front of Spider. Then, he stomped his foot and left. 

Spider chuckled. “He’s upset, but I’m not sure why,” said the trainer. “He recognized you from yesterday. Either he thinks it’s wrong to turn a rider into a pony or he’s pissed that he had to put out for you when we knew you were going to be a pony. Wasn’t too clear. Interesting.”

Extracting the pony girls from the stocks and boxes, Spider said, “Now it’s time for breakfast. See that camera? I’ll be watching you while I get your food. It’s probably cold by now, but that’s your fault. Move together. Face each other. Start kissing and do it good. Do it until I say stop.” He watched the sisters swat spit for a few seconds and then left. 

Just as he’d ordered, the girls were still kissing passionately when he came back. Their arms were still behind their backs and they had to press against each other to kiss. He enjoyed the sight of the two beautiful and sexy girls rubbing their bodies together unwillingly and then called a halt so they could eat their breakfast. 
Breakfast was no easy task for the naughty ponies. Bareback and Long Nose fed them, but their throats were raw from the repeated penetration by a tool that wasn’t supposed to fit. For that matter, whinnying was difficult; so difficult that Spider told them to take it easy lest they hurt themselves. 

The rest of their morning consisted of walking on treadmills for hours. Sweet Lips in four-inch heels and Tiny Titties in three-inch heels. In the afternoon they got a tour of the stables, though the real reasons were to get them more exercise and get them used to being a harnessed, nude pony. They walked past clients selecting trained ponies who stopped to admire the new ponies with looks that made them both shiver. That would be the main focus of their training – exercise to build them up so they could easily pull a cart for miles, exposure to everyone to inure them to their nudity, and, in due time, lessons on being a sex slave, from cocksucking to pretending to enjoy the whip. Victor didn’t want his clients disappointed with an inexpert whore. 
All in the Family

Chapter 3

By Kenna

A week into their training, Tiny Titties chafed at the routine into which they’d settled. She knew Sweet Lips was frustrated by the routine and when she saw Blue Balls she could tell he was in a routine, but not what he felt about it. She didn’t know that by hypnotic suggestion she was inclined toward obedience and virtually unable to escape. She did know that she couldn’t summon the will to do anything but follow Spider’s commands – the routine. 

Today, like every morning, she told herself she’d dig in her heels when Spider tried to take her to the treadmill where she’d run to exhaustion. Her resolve faded as soon as Spider came into the stall. Her inclination to obey had got her here, but by now her fear of punishment kept her in line. The last time Sweet Lips had so much as hesitated had been horrible for Sweet Lips and painful for Tiny Titties to watch. So, she stood meekly while Spider harnessed her. After that, she was so helpless she would have obeyed a 5-year-old with a ping-pong paddle. 

The trainer finished the harnessing by putting four-inch heels on Tiny Titties and six-inch heels on Sweet Lips. He made the pony girls stand side-by-side as he ran his eyes up and down their nude bodies. As much as they hated being his eye candy, he could always make it worse with his taunts. “Sweetness, that’s a great pair of knockers. You ever go to the beach topless and flaunt them like you do around here? Doesn’t it just feel great to show them off? A week ago you were riding a pony boy and now you’re a week closer to a little private time with a client.” 
The girls were naturally frightened of Spider. He had a cruel streak and enjoyed punishing and tormenting them. To their frustration, they had to take his abuse. He turned his attention to Tiny Titties. “Baby, you ever let the boys at school chase you around naked? I think right about now, you’d give anything to run around naked for the whole class. No matter what happened or how embarrassing that might be, you’d get to go home at the end of the day.” He grabbed her nipples and pulled. “Now it’s just me. Just one guy gawking at you and you’ll do everything I want and never go home again. Rich girl heiress and now you’re just a thing.”

He chuckled and then patted her pussy. “Bare little slit. Like a little girl’s pussy. You like the look? Doesn’t matter, does it? You’re hairless because that’s how we like our ponies.” 
Tiny Titties blushed at the reminder even though she knew all the ponies, male and female, didn’t have a hair on their bodies aside from their mane. She’d already had one laser hair removal treatment to ensure that she’d never sprout a hair below her neck. 

“Someday you’ll be a mare, Baby,” said Spider. “We got fillies, colts, mares, geldings, and stallions. You? You’re a couple of wanna-be ponies. Takes more than a harness to earn that. The ponies… the herd… look after each other. You got nobody right now. You aren’t part of the herd until you’ve pulled a cart for your first client. Not my rule. Not even Viktor’s rule. It’s a pony thing. They don’t want you. You don’t deserve to be in the herd. You’re beneath them.”
How low is that? thought Tiny Titties. I’m not even worth anything to the other ponies. Maybe I don’t want to be in the herd. Yeah, that would be fine with me. I’m above them. They can play at being ponies. I’m a girl in a harness.

Like he’d read her thoughts, Spider said, “You don’t want to be alone in this world, either of you. Ponies take care of ponies. I do it now. Couple of young colts, Bareback and Long Nose, wash you, feed you, soothe your aching muscles. They do it because they have to, but they’ll go back to the herd and who’s gonna do that for you? Life sucks as a pony. Life really, really sucks as a pony without the herd.”
He chatted with them every morning, a one-sided conversation. His tone was casual, sounding friendly as he used pet names for them. Like every morning, he picked up a whip and lashed Sweet Lips first. “Don’t go thinking I’ve gone soft, Sweetness. You either, Baby. Clients’ll talk nice to you, but they expect instant obedience. Viktor might talk nice, but don’t fuck with him. Don’t go mistaking my tone for kindness. This is just a reminder.” Even as he whipped them, his voice had a misleading friendly tone. He moved on to Tiny Titties, talking nice while he reminded them with a whip that the tone of a person’s voice didn’t mean they had a friend. 
Blue Balls was likewise disarmed by Dutch’s conversational tone. The big trainer talked as if he envied the stallions, making sure Blue Balls knew he’d be a stallion when training was done. Unlike Spider, he acted as if Blue Balls was already one of the herd, one of the lucky few stallions, a member of a very exclusive club. “I mean it,” he said. “Your own herd. Four, five mares you can fuck anytime you want. When you’re not working, of course. What else does a stallion need to do? You already know you can’t cum, right? But from what I see of stallions, just fucking is almost heaven. Can’t get your cock all the way in a cunt. Maybe eight inches or so. But I’ve seen ‘em do an ass. Whooee, make a mare squeal with a foot o’ cock in her ass.”

The stallion-to-be’s cock was now nine-inches long after just a week of the elixir. They’d toned down the dose so he’d coast into a full 12-inches without overshooting the mark. Skittish often rubbed down his cock with balm to ease the tightness of his stretched skin. It hurt, but he was constantly horny, so he’d sit and stroke it in the evenings even with Skittish watching disapprovingly. Dutch was right; it felt damn good. He used to try to cum and she’d look at him with a sad expression until he accepted that he couldn’t cum. There was something special a trainer could do to allow him to cum as a reward, but as of yet, he didn’t know what that was. 
“Gotta do it on your back. Make the mare ride you,” advised Dutch. “You’ll fucking pass out every time you cum, no shit. That much blood in a horse cock… you cum, you hope you don’t pass out before it’s over.”    
With a laugh, Dutch said, “You got that little filly in with you. Got that cute little middle school body. Too bad she doesn’t have that middle school attitude. That’s what makes it the most fun. Just make sure you keep your hands off her. She’s your stable mate, not your mare. She’s with you, got it? With you, but not like for sex. Companion and she’s showing you how to be a pony. But…” he shook his head and grinned, “damn fine tempting piece, isn’t she? Don’t deny it. I see you looking at her while you play with yourself.”
Blue Balls blushed at the accusation. She was the only thing to look at. He wanted to tell Dutch that it wasn’t like that. He wasn’t turned on by the little, prepubescent girl. The problem was, he was turned on by anything with tits and a pussy and yes, Skittish was a damn fine tempting piece of ass as the only tits and pussy in his life. He cuddled with her at night and couldn’t help but rub his cock against her and the little tease did nothing to stop him. Usually, she even wiggled her butt against it. 
On the seventh day, Skittish applied the balm in the evening. They were alone and when he tried to brush her hands aside so he could stroke his cock, she kept her hands in place, rubbing him purely for his sexual benefit. He couldn’t bring himself to stop her and then Dutch burst into the pen, yelling in Russian at Skittish. She jerked her hands away and cringed. Shamed, she knelt in front of Dutch. “Keep doing yourself, Blue,” said Dutch as he fished out his cock. “What’d I say about middle school teases? Copped that attitude, you know, cocky sorta what can I get away with? I don’t get to do this except when she’s been bad.” 
With her hands on her knees, Skittish leaned forward and took Dutch’s respectable cock in her mouth to the hilt. Blue Balls had to sit and watch, stroking his cock while she did an expert blowjob. She started slow with her lips tight around his cock. In a couple of minutes, she sped up, fucking her own face hard. It was obvious when Dutch came as Skittish kept the head of his cock in her mouth and pumped his cock with both hands, milking his cum into her mouth. 
Dutch grinned over at Blue Balls who was now furiously stroking his cock. “Got all the preteen pussy and mouth I want. You sure you don’t think about her like that?” He laughed when Blue Balls didn’t answer. The pony boy wasn’t about to whinny a yes, but he also couldn’t bring himself to say no. Self-conscious about his display of lust, Blue Balls stopped stroking his cock. It was a wasted effort anyway. He couldn’t cum. 
For the rest of the evening, Skittish was very subdued. Blue Balls found it hard to get her to look at him though he tried to show he was sorry and she was forgiven (since she looked guilty). As they went to sleep, she finally cuddled like usual and in the morning it was forgotten. 
On the morning of the eighth day, Sweet Lips didn’t get breakfast. She was gagged while Tiny Titties ate, specifically so she couldn’t steal a morsel. Wondering why she was being punished, she let herself be led out of the stall. Her arms weren’t tied like usual. What’s about to happen? What did I do? 

Daily gang rapes had demolished Sweet Lips’ and Tiny Titties’ self-esteem. They’d become frightened victims. They understood that everyone thought they were merely ponies now and they longed for any kind of positive attention. A change in routine made Sweet Lips nervous, but she had no choice and maybe this was not going to be a bad thing. At least all the gang rapes had occurred in her stall, so this couldn’t be the worst thing that happened to her. 
Spider led her out of the barn and into a building set apart from the rest. “The vet’s office,” he said as they passed through the door. It looked like a small hospital. The only difference was that it was for ponies. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, Sweet Lips figured that no breakfast was because she was going to get a physical. They wanted her to fast before the blood tests. When Spider led her into a room, he had her lie down on a gurney and strapped her wrists and ankles down to hold her fast. He ran a strap across her chest just below her breasts and pulled that tight. 
“You’ve come a long way,” said the trainer. “I was impressed by how well you walked in those six inch heels yesterday. That’s what we’re looking for so we can send you to surgery.” Sweet Lips felt her blood run cold. What kind of surgery? Strapped to the gurney, it was too late to resist and they obviously didn’t need her permission. 

He administered a shot in her arm. “That will help you relax,” he said. “The nurse will be in soon to put in an IV and the vet will knock you out. You’ll wake up a better pony. So we don’t interrupt your training with several little procedures, the vet will do it all at once.” Sadist that he was, he enjoyed this moment. He got to tell her what was going to happen and watch her mentally suffer. 
“First, the reason we wait until you can handle the heels, the vet will remove two bones in your ankle. It makes it easier… no, don’t worry, it hardly hurts. You’ll hardly miss them. It makes it easier, more natural to walk on your toes – the next step in your training. This is the day of no turning back. Without those bones, it’ll take a lot of physical therapy to teach you to walk flatfooted again. See? We’re thinking about you, how to help you be a pony girl. Those shoes the other ponies wear? They’ll feel comfortable.” He stroked her cheek as if reassuring her. Helping me? They’re sick. Point of no return. My God, they’re going to mutilate my ankles so I have to walk on my toes. Easier for me, but I don’t want to walk on my toes. This is too much. She stifled a sob and felt tears forming in her eyes. 
“Second, the vet is going to fix up your tits. I think you’re scheduled for double D’s. It’s great. You’ve seen those ponies with the big tits that look like they’re filled with helium,” he chuckled. For God’s sake! Yes, I’ve seen them and they look like a joke. Fixed up like a whore. “Big tits. No sag. Everybody says it looks like they’re begging to be squeezed. Guys love ‘em.” He fondled her tits. “Some guys like this size. I do. But, you gotta love the big ones begging for attention.” I don’t want to be a pony. Pulling a cart to my own rape. Big bouncy boobs saying pick me, pick me. I don’t want to be that kind of a pony girl. Words couldn’t describe the level of unfairness… betrayal… hopelessness. 
Spider ran his hand to her throat and caressed it lightly with the back of his index finger. “Vet’s gonna take out a bit of your larynx, your voice box, you know? Takes away the temptation to talk, because when he’s done, you won’t be able to. Like I said, the point of no return. There’s no surgery or therapy that will fix that. You’ll be mute for the rest of your pony life.” He bent close to look in her frightened eyes. She could feel his breath as he licked a tear from her cheek. He’s enjoying this. This is all sick, but he’s the sickest. God, I don’t want him licking me. I’m getting fucked and he thinks it’s funny. It’s all about what they want. No concern for me. I’m getting mutilated. Turned into an animal. “Yeah, this is the part I like. You’re gonna be so fucked. You’ve spent the last week thinking about how unfair this is and now it’s worse than you think. You’re a thing. A pony. Your owner wants a few tweaks done to make you a better pony. Nothing you can do about it because what you want doesn’t matter.” Sweet Lips felt like she was going to throw up. She turned her head to the side just in case. Nothing I can do. He doesn’t need to do this. He’s only telling me so he can enjoy himself. 
“Maybe this is more extreme, but if you think about it, we’re already changing you. You’ve been in for a laser hair removal session, right? Nobody asked you about that either. Not a big deal to you. No hair below the neck for the rest of your life. Yeah, no shaving your legs, pits, or pussy. Easier maintenance of the ponies. You put up with that. You’ll learn to deal with this.” He ran his hands over her smooth legs. It would take a few sessions, but the laser would permanently remove the hair. 
“Fourth, the vet will do a little eye surgery, laser eye surgery. You’ll wake up with great near vision. You’ll be able to see every bump on a cock, every hair on a pussy. Like you’re using a magnifying glass. Everything in sharp focus, except…” He paused. She was already obviously upset and he wanted to make her wait a few seconds. Except what? Not that I want to see every pussy hair, but it’s not as bad as the rest. What’s the catch? “You won’t be able to see very far anymore. I hear that around 20 feet is about it. Beyond 20 feet it starts to get blurry. Beyond 50 feet might as well not exist for you. No sunsets, no scenery. A pony needs just enough vision to find her way down a path to her private paddock for a good fuck.” 
The nurse came into the room. “Spider, back away,” she said, shaking her head. “If I had a say, you wouldn’t be here at all. You’ve gotten her all upset.” She caressed Sweet Lips cheek and spoke softly in Russian. Sweet Lips assumed she was telling her to calm down just like she’d seen a vet’s assistance do for her pets. “Just hold still now.” 
Sweet Lips watched as the nurse selected a needle and turned her wrist to expose it for the IV. There was none of the usual preparation. She didn’t tell Sweet Lips what was about to happen. She didn’t warn the pony about an impending stick. It was all business, just like she was working on a dumb animal on whom words would be wasted. She ran a line to the needle and hung a bag of something. “Two minutes, Spider,” she said. “The vet’ll be here soon and you need to be gone.”
Left alone with the helpless pony girl, Spider said, “This is usually the point where a pony realizes she’s got just a few minutes of speech left for the rest of her life and that there’s really no point in punishing you for speaking.”
With two minutes of speech left, Sweet Lips couldn’t think of anything so important that she needed to say it to Spider. She could curse him out, but that might get her punished. She could beg, but she’d tried that already. She could say her last words like a condemned prisoner, but she suspected Spider would just laugh. After a few seconds, she said, “Tell me you’re kidding.”

“Never heard that one before,” said Spider. “You’ll find out soon enough.”
“You do this to all the ponies?”

“Yep, some of them had some other mods, but those were experiments. Some of the boys are gelded. You know, castrated. Those are the stable ponies, not for hire. Blue Balls and Tiny Titties are gonna get the same. Blue Balls won’t get the boob job,” he chuckled. 
“I just wanna go home,” she said, not actually speaking to Spider. 
“You’re already there,” said Spider. “You’re a pony girl who lives in a barn.”

“I never imagined there was a world like this. People who can treat people like animals. You don’t have a conscience, do you?”
“My momma tried, but… let’s just say she was disappointed.”
“How long…” said Sweet Lips, but she choked up. “How long before I’m done… with training? And pulling a cart?”

“Can’t say,” said Spider. “Average? About three months. Could be sooner, could take longer. Don’t worry. You’ll lose track of time. You won’t care anymore. Life’s better for a mare, a pony girl who entertains guests. Most pony girls start to want to finish training so they can have that better life. Long pole in the tent is getting you in shape to pull a cart for a mile or two at a brisk pace and not be too winded to suck a cock.”
“Will I like it?” she asked plaintively. 

Spider laughed out loud. “What do you think? You’re a fucking whore that a guest can do anything to. You’ll be an object of desire and an object of scorn. We’ll prepare you for most things, but some guests still manage to surprise a pony. You can look surprised, but you’ll do it anyway. I don’t think any of the ponies like it, but just in case, I’ll make sure you don’t. You’ll be easy. All I’ll have to do is remind you about the day you took Tough Nuts out for a good time. You used to be privileged who could afford to use another person as a sex object. You’ll remember that and see yourself now. 
“Don’t get me wrong, there’ll be some good moments. An orgasm. A free day. Maybe you’ll be allowed to have a foal. Your own pony baby you can proudly watch become a stallion or a mare as you grow old.” He said that because he knew that those things she’d consider a good moment a few weeks from now didn’t seem that appealing now. Indeed, she was thinking, if those are good moments, what’s the rest of my life going to be like?
Spider left after that and the vet came in a couple of minutes later. He gave her a shot and the next thing she knew she was awake. For a few seconds she thought they hadn’t done anything. It seemed like she’d just blinked rather than slept through a few hours of surgery. But then she saw her chest swathed in bandages and her throat hurt. She tried to say something, but the only sounds she could make were what she could do with her lips or tongue.
“Stop that,” said a voice and she looked over to see the nurse. “You’ll hurt yourself. The vet gave you a pain killer and now you can’t feel anything. In a couple of hours, you’ll see. Just relax and don’t strain your throat.” 
But, Sweet Lips was staring at the woman and barely heard the admonishment. Her eyes. So blue and those flecks in them. Never saw that before. Jeez, she should trim that nose hair. She didn’t look that old before, but her lips are all wrinkly. And that beauty mark… like a spotlight. She looked again and remembered the eye surgery Spider had mentioned. Everything was clearer. Since there was nothing more than six feet away, she couldn’t judge the damage to her distance vision. 
After another 15 minutes, the nurse asked, “Do you think you can piss?”

Sweet Lips was surprised at the impolite phasing. Not can you urinate, but can you piss? She nodded carefully. 
In response, the nurse pushed cold metal under her. “Do it. Piss in the bedpan.” 
It wasn’t much, but Sweet Lips managed to get out a little pee. “That’s good,” said the nurse. She didn’t empty the pan, just set it next to the bed. “If you need to use it again, it’ll be right here. I’ll be back to check on you.”

Not that she valued the nurse’s company, but Sweet Lips realized the nurse had been waiting to make sure her bodily functions had returned and now there was no need to sit and watch. Any thought of freedom vanished as the pony discovered one of her ankles was chained to the bed frame. It was several hours before the nurse came back to check on her and she had nothing to occupy her mind in the meantime. 
*****

After a morning workout and lunch, Tiny Titties wondered where her sister was. She hadn’t seen her all day, she didn’t dare ask, and no one volunteered the information. After lunch, a woman came in that Tiny Titties hadn’t seen before. She was a beautiful woman, obviously meticulous about her appearance. She spoke with a slight Russian accent. As she set down a bag, she said, “Good to see you, girl. My name is Sveta. I’m your friend. You understand? I do not punish. I help. I will teach you about sex. I’ll be blunt. You’re a whore, no? Viktor will hire you out for rides and each ride will mean sex of some kind. You are a paid whore for him.”
If Sveta’s voice hadn’t been so soft and kind, Tiny Titties would have scoffed at the idea of this woman being a friend. She spoke the truth, but did she have to be that blunt? The idea of a friend who was going to help her be a whore was ridiculous, yet the 16-year-old longed for a kind voice, so she accepted the offer of friendship. She whinnied her agreement. 
“Good, yes, the rules still apply. I do not punish, but someone will if you don’t behave. I ask questions, but… umm… reticoloric… no,” she shrugged as she gave up trying to remember the right word. “Whatever. You don’t answer, right? I will not tell on you, but Spider will see. I will help you learn about making a man or woman happy, to please them with any kind of sex they want. You can listen or not. You can do or not. You can practice or not. It doesn’t matter to me. Someone else will test you and you’ll be punished if you fail. So, you listen, do, and practice for yourself, not for me. I care as your friend, but I cannot make you learn.”
Reaching into her bag, Sveta pulled out an 8-inch lifelike penis completed with testicles. “Today you learn cocksucking.” She put the cock between her own lips and slid it down until the balls stopped it from going deeper. She pulled it out. “I know what I teach. You do as I say. Open.” Tiny Titties opened her mouth and Sveta slid the cock in to the hilt and pulled it out “Good, you don’t gag. We can work now.” Tiny Titties had lost her gag reflex from countless cocks where they didn’t belong. 
She yelled out a word in Russian and Bareback came in. The boy had become Tiny Titties designated caretaker and she looked at Sveta in surprise. No way did she want sex lessons in front of him. Sveta smiled softly. “This is mine,” she held up the fake cock. “That is yours.” She nodded toward Bareback who, though only 14, had a cock to match the one in Sveta’s hand. “You want perhaps to suck a stranger’s cock? He is your companion and helper. He helps today.” Sveta smiled broader. “Do not blush so. It is nothing. Does not make him boyfriend.”
As Bareback came closer, Sveta asked Tiny Titties, “You are American, no? You speak only English, no? I teach you words for sex in six more languages – Russian, French, Spanish, Italian, Japanese, and Mandarin. Your rider will tell you want he wants. You do it. This is a cock, a dick.” She proceeded to give Bareback’s erection more names than Tiny Titties had imagined. Then, “You will do a blowjob, suck a cock,” and she rattled off the same in six more languages. 
“Your lips and your tongue are what matters. Your lips hold the cock, feel the cock, massage the cock, arouse the cock, caress the cock. As it slides between them, you hug it and feel every inch. Firm, not tight. Your tongue says hello, cock, welcome. It licks, strokes, rubs, massages, and makes the cock feel at home. He wants your throat, but it is your lips and tongue that will make him happy. Make him feel like man. Your tongue may not say, what are you doing here, cock?”

Sveta held up her cock. “I say hello.” She licked the tip, swirling her tongue around it and flicking a dab of clear liquid from the slit at the tip. “You say hello.”

Without looking up at Bareback’s face, Tiny Titties did her best to say hello to a friend she never expected to meet in this fashion. She licked, swirled, and hesitated when she saw a dab of liquid at the tip. “No, no,” said Sveta. “You asked what is precum doing here. What, you think your helper has erection for show? It’s where precum belongs. No surprises. You don’t ask, you say hello.”
Sveta patted Tiny Titties’ cheek. “No surprise this time, sweetie. But first, where is Bareback? Is Bareback his cock or his cock Bareback’s cock? Bareback is there,” she pointed at the pony boy’s face. “Your lips and tongue say hello cock. Your eyes say hello, Bareback. Thank you for such a fine cock. I will enjoy it immensely. Smile at me.”

Tiny Titties smiled at Sveta. 

“Your smile died,” said the woman. “Smile like you are happy. Pretend so at least. Smile like I am giving you ice cream, telling a joke, or saying you are beautiful.” When the pony girl smiled, Sveta said, “We work on that. I must have given you wrong flavor of ice cream. Smile again… better.” Sveta put “her” cock three inches deep in Tiny Titties mouth. “Smile now.”
With a laugh, Sveta said, “Not with your mouth, silly. Your eyes. Smile like you smiled for ice cream, but with your eyes. Happy eyes.” She frowned. “OK, we have weeks to learn eye smiling. Think, Bareback’s happy ness is your happy ness. You make him happy. You happy to make him happy. He likes your mouth. You like his cock. See?” She paused. “Now say hello to cock again and say hello to Bareback.”
The woman’s terms were whimsical to Tiny Titties, but they were also engaging and entertaining. After a week of gang rapes, learning the art of cocksucking while she was in control was fun by comparison. She smiled with her eyes and said hello to the boy’s cock trying to think about his happiness. 
“Is better,” said Sveta. “Again… again… again… again… that was good hello… again like that. You drive Bareback crazy,” she chuckled. “One more time, then we drive him crazier.” 

After another try, Sveta stopped her. “If rider wants blowjob now, you do it now. If he gives you time, you say you are good cocksucker, but don’t show him.” She held up her cock and licked the length of the plastic penis. “You want my tongue, cock?” She licked it again. “Not time yet, cock.” She sucked on the balls and licked the cock again. “You so good, cock. May I enjoy you? Too bad, I am anyway.” She sucked on the balls and licked the cock, “OK, now I show you,” and then she took it in her mouth briefly. “You tease until he looks like one more time he says stop. Don’t make him ask or lose patience, but not more than 30 seconds.” 
With a glance up at Bareback, Sveta said something in Russian and laughed. She looked at Tiny Titties. “I tell him he fun to tease. Now, you tell Bareback he fun to tease.”
With Sveta saying whimsical things, it took a couple of seconds for Tiny Titties to realize what she wanted. Then, she took Bareback’s cock in her hand and licked up the length of the underside, licked his balls, sucked his balls, licked his cock up and down from all angles. “Fun to tease, no?” said Sveta. 
Tiny Titties blushed and nodded. 

“Then smile.”

Her blushed deepened. She licked and sucked with a smile on her lips when she could and in her eyes all the time. “Oh, my,” said Sveta, impressed. “That was chocolate, huh?”
Rocky Road, thought Tiny Titties, feeling the warmth of success. 

Sveta said something in Russian that sounded familiar. French. Italian. Catching on, Tiny Titties slid her lips around Bareback’s cock and took him a few inches in, she bobbed up and down, gradually taking more as Sveta continued  to say blowjob in Spanish, Japanese, and Mandarin. Then, she had it all, taking long deep strokes. “Smile,” said Sveta. After a few more strokes, she said again, “Smile.” Another 20 seconds, she said, “You so tired or this so hard or you mad at cock?” Tiny Titties forced a smile back into her eyes. Indeed, the thought of being mad at Bareback’s cock made her want to laugh. “What is that?” said Sveta. “You think that. When you suck cock, you think that. You smile so good. You love his cock. Is he happy? Yes. He happier if he cums, but he is happy, so you are happy. His happy ness is your happy ness.”
Standing, Sveta said, “You keep doing. Happy rider. Happy pony. He cums soon. You smile. You put his cum in your mouth. You smile. You hold cum in mouth. You smile. You show him. You smile. You swallow. You say thank you for wonderful cum. How? You smile. You clean his cock with your mouth.”
Tiny Titties was aware that Sveta did something to Bareback, but she didn’t know what. All she knew was Sveta made a motion, Bareback grunted, and she was busy jerking the boy off into her mouth and trying to smile at the same time. She desperately wanted to swallow, but she opened her mouth and showed it to Bareback. “Is a prize,” said Sveta. “Be proud. Gold medal on winner’s platform at Olympics. You hold it up and wave it to the world and smile.” She chuckled. “Not so long Bareback gets a hard one again. Makes rider so proud himself. Then, you swallow.” When Tiny Titties swallowed, Sveta said, “Show him again. Look rider, no cum. You so proud his cum in your tummy.”
Patting Bareback on his bare butt, Sveta told him to go. “You good. Some girls want to spit. Why? Why bother? Cum in your teeth, on your tongue, tastes same in your tummy or on the ground. You swallow and rider so happy. His happy ness is your happy ness. You swallow and you happy.”
Catching a glimpse of a rod in Sveta’s hand, Tiny Titties looked quizzically at the woman. Sveta held it up. It was a foot long rod about an inch in diameter with a bulb at one end that was shaped like a football, two inches around at the thickest. “Cum stick,” said Sveta. She made a motion that looked like she was shoving it… into Bareback’s ass? “Put in pony boy and turn on.” She flicked a switch and the bulbous end started to vibrate. “Pony boy cum.”
She put the cum stick and her fake cock in her bag. “Not bad for first time. We do again tomorrow. No hands. Like pony harness. Now get on hands and knees. Play with your pussy. You good girl, so I give you a cum. You do not have to, but this is first time, so you do as I say. Then you decide next time if you want me to give you a cum.”
Warily, Tiny Titties got on her hands and knees and started diddling herself. She didn’t know what Sveta meant. Constantly horny, she’d tried this a few times and knew she couldn’t cum and she didn’t want Sveta to touch her sexually. In a couple of minutes she was at that place where it felt like she could cum, but she knew she could do this forever and not cum. Then, she felt Sveta slap her ass and more than that, she felt a strong shock. She grunted in pain and suddenly she was cumming. She couldn’t stop fingering herself as she had an incredible orgasm after a week of complete denial. It was embarrassing, but she kept at it, feeling like she was soaring and being stretched at the same time. Her body tingled wildly and every muscle tensed. And it went on for half a minute, more than she’d ever cum before. 

When it finally passed, Tiny Titties dropped to her side with a big smile on her face. Sveta chuckled softly. “Smile like that when he cums, too.” She held up her hand, palm toward the happy pony girl. She wore a glove and in the center of her palm was a round disk about an inch thick and two inches around. “Cum button,” she said. “Makes pony girl cum. No point to play with your cunt unless I have cum button out.”
The pony girl looked longingly at the button. It delivered a strong shock, but it was worth it. She wanted to have one of her very own. She wanted to thank Sveta for the orgasm, but the woman left quickly. After the afterglow of a wonderful orgasm passed, Tiny Titties was less enamoured of the cum button. It made it very clear that they were giving her something that prevented her from cumming. They kept her from cumming and they invented a device, the cum button, that would let her cum. They could control her orgasms and that was a chilling thought. 
Half an hour after Sveta left, Spider came in and harnessed Tiny Titties. He attached a rope from the ceiling to the top of her head harness and pulled it taut so she was unable to move around. With her arms behind her, the 16-year-old was at the trainer’s mercy. He said nothing, just played with her tits. He cupped them and squeezed them. He toyed with her nipples. Moving behind her, he reached around and fondled her tits. He wasn’t rough and he wasn’t trying to arouse her. Though he was silent, Tiny Titties got the creepy message – he could do what he wanted with her. 
He was still behind her as he shifted his focus, running his hands down her bare back to her ass. Again it was just a matter-of-fact fondle that just said he could. He caressed and squeezed, embarrassing her by claiming her ass. She didn’t think her bottom was special, but when he did this, it made it clear that he considered it something he shouldn’t, but could touch. 
Saving her pussy for last, Spider walked back in front of her, and stroked up and down inside her slit with one finger. He cupped it and fingered it, pushing his middle finger up inside her. As he did, he looked in her eyes as if daring her to react. He methodically stroked her for several minutes. 
Finally, he stopped and said, “Sveta was happy with you. She’s a very good teacher. It’s easy to not take her seriously because she doesn’t punish. That’s my job. Viktor will test you when she’s done and I’ll punish you if you fail. If I think you’re slacking off for Sveta, I’ll punish you. One more thing, don’t get weird with Bareback. He’s not a stallion and may never be, so don’t waste your time.”
Spider untied the rope attached to her head harness and led her out of the room. Don’t bother because he’s not a stallion? What’s that mean? Why should I bother… spend time with stallions? Do I have to impress them? Will they be mad at me… or at Bareback… if I show affection to him? I hope I don’t have to satisfy those pony boys with foot long cocks. 
Walking and jogging on the treadmill, Tiny Titties continued to mull over Spider’s words about Bareback. Sveta said he was a friend and he’d help with her sex lessons, so she’d hadn’t thought any more about it. She wasn’t going to get attached to a boy his age. She hadn’t planned on getting attached to any of the pony boys, but Spider had made it sound like she should get attached to a stallion. 
*****
Left alone, Sweet Lips felt the pain grow in her throat and her breasts. She was desperate for relief when the nurse finally came back. Taking a look at the expression on Sweet Lips’ face, the nurse said, “Your throat hurts?”
Sweet Lips nodded. 

“Your tits?”

Nod. 

“Your ankles?”

She shook her head no. 
“Anywhere else?”

Sweet Lips shook her head. 

The nurse pulled a syringe from her pocket, stuck it in the IV, and pushed the plunger. “That should help. Are you hungry?”

Nod. 

Without a word, the nurse left. She came back a couple of minutes later with a bowl of soup and spooned it into Sweet Lips mouth. She was famished and the soup was savory by comparison to the food she got in the stable. The morphine had killed the pain, so she was able to swallow easily. 
When the soup was gone, the nurse put a water bottle within Sweet Lips reach. “You’re getting fluids through the IV. This is just to keep your mouth and throat moist. It’s all you get until tomorrow morning, so take it easy with it.”

As she took Sweet Lips vitals, the nurse said, “Look at the wall at the end of the bed. How many squares do you see?”
She hadn’t noticed them before, but when she looked, Sweet Lips saw very tiny squares, circles, starts, and triangles. She held up four fingers. “How many circles?” Three fingers. “That’s fine. Your eyes are good.”
Sweet Lips looked again at the wall and studied the shapes. She guessed they were six feet away and just 1/8 of an inch high. They were so small that she thought she probably wouldn’t be able to even see them before the eye surgery and now they were plain as day. It was incredible and her mind wandered to how she could have used that ability as a person. Now it sounded like she’d use it to count pubic hairs.
In the morning, the nurse changed her bandages and Sweet Lips saw purple bruises on twin globes that rose from her chest like flesh colored balloons. I look like a bimbo, she thought. Guys like them like that, but they don’t look like mine. Will they hurt when I run? How much will they bounce? Then her breasts disappeared under new bandages that were tighter today, binding her big breasts. 

Once she was finished with the bandages, the nurse unchained Sweet Lips’ ankle from the bed. She examined the pony’s ankles, moving them around and watching Sweet Lips’ reaction. Seeing no problem, she said, “You can get up today. Stay in bed until I come back and shoe you.” 

Shoeing consisted of putting on the shoes Sweet Lips had seen the other ponies wearing. A shoe consisted of a hard pad under the ball of her foot – a hoof – built into a tight latex stocking that covered her foot, ankle, and calf up to her knee - support. It was restrictive, forcing her calf, ankle, and foot into a straight line. It was strong enough to support her new foot position and it was comfortable. So that’s it? Now I can only walk on my toes and it looks like a horse’s hoof at the bottom. Adds six inches to my height. My legs look like horse legs. Forever. I’m so fucked.  
“You can get up and put weight on your hooves. Walk around, but not for long. Take it easy. I’ll lock the door, so you can’t leave.”

She lay in bed for several minutes working up the nerve to try her feet and finally Sweet Lips sat up and swung her legs off the bed. Her feet would normally dangle a foot off the floor, but now her hooves were just a couple of inches from the floor. She slid forward until her hooves made contact and she slowly stood up. There was a full length mirror on the back of the door and she stood in front of it, admiring her legs. They’d looked so long and sexy on the ponies she’d seen on that first day. They were just as long and sexy on her. She walked back to the bed and sat down, mentally processing the fact that she was sexier than ever like this. She was one of them now, a pony with no hope of being a person again. 
The next day, the nurse took her for a walk outside. It was her first chance to experience her new eyes with something more than 10 feet away. Her heart sank as she looked around at a gray blur. It was like the world ended fifty feet from her. She could see her immediate surroundings and if she looked at the ground in front of her and slowly raised her eyes to look into the distance, she could see the clarity fade until there was nothing. In a matter of days, she’d been turned into a pony with no hope of being anything else. 
Three days after her surgery, Sweet Lips returned to her stall. She took long, comfortable strides on her toes as she walked in and saw Tiny Titties wide eyes. She looked so different and there was no way she could tell her little sister what had been done to her. She knew Tiny Titties would go in for surgery and come out like this, but she couldn’t warn her. As usual, she was horny and she felt a tingle from the way Tiny Titties looked at her. She wanted to feel her little sister’s hands on her legs and on her breasts. She imagined Tiny Titties after her surgery and it made her feel guilty that she thought her sister would be so sexy. 
Two days later, her breasts were finally free, unbandaged and unbound. There were still tinges of yellow bruising. She looked down at a pair of tits that begged to be squeezed, fondled, and bounced. Then she looked up at Tiny Titties and it looked like the younger pony wanted to do just that. 
At the sight of her sister’s gorgeous tits, Tiny Titties gaped. They were perfection and her first thought was that she wanted a pair of those. They were the tits she longed for and hoped to have one day. Nobody would call her Tiny Titties with a rack like that. She was curious about how they felt and, like Sweet Lips, was horny enough to want to find out. To her delight, Sweet Lips walked to her and practically thrust them out. 

Reaching out, Tiny Titties grabbed the double Ds and squeezed. They felt so soft and real. She hefted them and bounced them lightly. They were magnificent and she found herself thumbing the nipples to see them harden atop the floating globes. Envious, she finally let go after a minute of hands-on admiration. 
That evening, Tiny Titties could hardly wait for the usual lesbian action. She’d missed her sister for three days, even missing the intimacy of their coerced lovemaking for the past five days. If it was going to happen, now she had reason to want it and even if Spider didn’t make them, she wanted to make out with her sister. 
At the command, Tiny Titties practically flew to Sweet Lips. She kissed the older pony hard, pressing her tits against the full round ones she’d thought about all day. Sooner than usual, she made her way to Sweet Lips’ tits, sucking on her nipples as if the surgery had turned them into candy. She might have spent all her time on those tits if not for Spider. 
Tiny Titties had had more lessons in cocksucking and a lesson in pussy licking. When Spider told her to go down on her sister, Sweet Lips was embarrassed and more so when Tiny Titties didn’t hesitate to say hello to her pussy. It felt wonderful and her little sister was surprisingly good at it. And the look of delight on Tiny Titties face was thrilling. Running her hands up and down Sweet Lips’ long legs, Tiny Titties ate pussy lustily. The taste of pussy made her think about the orgasm that Sveta had given her after her pussy licking lesson. 
There were no orgasms to be had that night and Sweet Lips was surprised and relieved that she didn’t have to eat Tiny Titties’ pussy. She learned about Sveta’s sex lessons the next day when she said hello to Long Nose’s cock. 

*****

At the end of the second week, Spider took Tiny Titties to the vet for her surgery She was surprised and dismayed at procedures that would be done that hadn’t been obvious. Her ankles, her voice box, and her eyes. She wondered if it would all be worth it to have legs like Sweet Lips and the tits she’d always dreamed of. Knowing why she was excited, the sadistic trainer saved the explanation about her tits for last. 
“You saw what the vet did for Sweet Lips’ tits. She’s gonna line up with all those other pony girls with big tits begging for a ride. Your other sister, Millie, had a different idea for you and Viktor thinks it’ll be great. You know, there are some men who like small tits. A-cup. I’m thinking that most men are gonna look down the line of ponies and not know which big-titted pony to pick, but those guys that like little ones are gonna see you and your cute tiny titties.” What? No! They’re not going to give me a boob job? I’ll be left with these? It’s not fair. It want tits like Sweet Lips! These are not A-cup. I may be the smallest, but not that small. 
“You’ll be the only one like that, so you’ll be a magnet for little girl lovers.” He laughed. “The vet is going to do breast reduction surgery on you, you silly girl. That’s why Millie named you Tiny Titties. You’re gonna get A-cup tits and with those and a bare pussy, you’ll look like you’re 12. All the other pony girls will laugh at your baby boobs.” Oh God. Tiny Titties felt like she was going to throw up. They did this on purpose. Let me see Sweet Lips’ boob job and they knew I’d assume I was getting the same… but I’m getting the opposite. I’m too small already and they’re going to make them smaller? Can they? I’ll bet they can. They’ll be like I had when I was 12 and in a training bra. 
For five days, Tiny Titties lived with the nightmare of knowing everyone would see the result of her surgery. She saw them daily as her bandages were changed. They’d not only made them smaller, but her nipples were the size of dimes, like they’d been when she was waiting for puberty to start. Horrified, she tried to hide her chest from Sweet Lips and Sweet Lips diplomatically pretended she wasn’t stunned by Tiny Titties’ tiny titties. It was obvious and it only took the older pony a minute to accept that the vet had taken away what little her sister had upstairs. She knew right away that Millie was behind it. Their evil half-sister had teased Alicia about her small tits. She knew how Alicia felt about them and now Sweet Lips could only imagine how Tiny Titties felt.
Horny and unsatisfied for three days, Sweet Lips had been looking forward to playing with some big tits and then for the next two days she came to accept that she’d be fondling the tits of a little girl. She had no doubt that their lesbian action would still be expected and she spent those days thinking about making the best of it. She would coo and nicker over them. She’d suck on Tiny Titties’ nipples. When she was out for exercise, she looked at the little girls and thought about playing with those flat chests. 

When the moment came, they both watched as the little breasts were unveiled. Tiny Titties blushed with shame as they came into view. After nearly three weeks, the new ponies had picked up enough pony speak – a combination of whinnies, snorts, nickers, and foot work – to say, “You are sexy.” She was pleasantly surprised to see that her sister wasn’t completely flat. Though Tiny Titties backed away, Sweet Lips cornered her sister and fondled the small mounds. She cupped them to make them look larger and sucked on the small nipples. I’m making love to a little girl’s tits and I’m enjoying it. Indeed, she didn’t have to pretend as if she thought they were perfect, she actually thought so. She was horny and had spent days now waiting to make out with her sister again. Tit size just didn’t matter. She’d suck and stop to say, “You are sexy,” and suck and fondle for a bit before repeating her opinion of Tiny Titties’ new look. 
As her sister complimented her the first time, Tiny Titties thought her sister was just being kind. She looked down at herself and just wanted to cry. The little things didn’t even have the decency of looking bruised anymore. Expecting nothing but scorn for days now, she shied away from Sweet Lips despite the compliment. She let her sister catch her, subconsciously needing the approval her sister offered. It felt more obscene than the first time they’d had to perform this lesbian act because she’d come to think of herself as a little girl. I look like I’m 12. I feel like I’m 12. Bad enough that she did this before, but now it’s like she’s molesting me. Has she always wanted to play with little girls or is she just that horny or am I really sexy? She’s enjoying herself. Taking advantage of me. For God’s sake, it feels good. Ahhh, at least it still feels good. Maybe even better. It felt more taboo for the big girl to make out with the little girl than for two sisters to do this. She was surprisingly excited by the forbidden. 

Tiny Titties was horny, too, but it wasn’t time for them to play. This was just a welcome home nibble. After a minute, she pushed Sweet Lips away. “Stop. Dinner.” She huffed in frustration when she didn’t know how to say after dinner. “Later dinner. Dinner. Play sex.”
With a quick foot motion, Sweet Lips showed her sister how to say, “After dinner.” She backed away saying, “You are sexy,” one more time. 

Standing with her back to the aisle where most of the traffic was, Tiny Titties kept looking at herself. She hated her new tits. No matter what Sweet Lips said, they were little girl titties. They were tiny titties. She didn’t want anyone to see them, but when Spider took her out for exercise, she had her arms bound behind her and the whole barn got a good look. People and ponies stared at her and she blushed scarlet at the attention. 

*****

Over the next two months, Tiny Titties got used to the size of her tits and the stares. What surprised her was how much it turned her on. It was mortifying to parade in front of anyone, but she got wet. For that matter, her legs, her nudity, her bad vision, her missing voice – everything that pointed out how fucked she was – turned her on. She didn’t see that in any of the other ponies, but she couldn’t deny that the mixture of helplessness, hoplelessness, and humiliation aroused her. 
She was constantly horny because of the drugs they gave her, but this was even more. Over the weeks, she’d come to associate horny with humiliation. It made her clit stand up and throb like a little hard on. Her little tits aroused her. People and ponies admiring them made her more excited. Thinking about Millie laughing at her… well, she tried not to think of that because of the sheer frustration from not being able to cum. All the rest of what they’d done to her, coupled with the knowledge that she couldn’t escape, felt like she was constantly being raped and, to her shame, she did get turned on by rape, especially if she was tied. 
She had started to pull a cart and often saw Sweet Lips and Blue Balls out pulling a cart with heavier and heavier loads. They could all jog for miles and sprint for half a mile at least. Along with them, Skittish was pulling a cart, too. Almost 12, she was training to be a full-fledged pony girl and proud of it. Pulling the cart wasn’t hard once they got it going. Starting and stopping were a challenge for Tiny Titties and Skittish. 
Tiny Titties could run for miles. She was in better shape than she’d even been. Of course it was due to the forced training and severe punishment. Her body had been toned the same as the other pony girls and her mind had been conditioned to be a pony girl. Certain there was something very dangerous outside the wall, she’d given up on the thought of escape. She’d been guided to the only conclusion she could make. She was a pony girl. She pulled carts. She fucked and sucked. She obeyed. She was a 16-year-old who’d been totally fucked and that’s just how it was. But why does it have to turn me on? 
Blue Balls had a foot long cock that seemed to always be hard. The head proudly peeked out of the top of his sheath. As part of his sex training, he’d used it on one of the mares. It had been in Hot Bod’s mouth, ass, and pussy. He had to learn how to use it carefully in case a client wanted to feel it in her pussy or he was allowed to use it on a mare. He loved showing it off to the mares or any woman. 

As Blue Balls went to bed one night, Dutch told him, “Big day tomorrow, Blue. You’re getting your first client. She likes riding a new boy when he’s ready.”

 Stomping eagerly, Blue Balls whinnied his delight. Not that he wanted to be a pony boy and pull a cart around, but there were perks that went with being done with training. He’d be a stallion and stallions were demi-gods amongst the horses. He could lord it over the geldings, mares, and younglings. They would do what he commanded. Best of all, he’d have his own herd of mares. He wasn’t quite sure how that worked. The other stallions wouldn’t be eager to give up their mares for him to have a herd. He also didn’t know how soon he’d have a herd of fuckable mares. He just knew he wanted a herd. 
“Good boy,” said Dutch, chuckling. He enjoyed the feeling of success, taking a man, a rich one this time, and turning him into a creature who was eager to pull a woman around for the sole purpose of her pleasure. 

*****

The next morning, Blue Balls was proud to be harnessed and led out to meet his rider. He was nervous and that nervousness built as he had to wait for more than an hour. Seeing Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties harnessed and ready to pull a cart, he was pleased for them. They looked less eager, but he understood they didn’t have the same perks he’d get. They’d be mares sent off to be part of a herd. Five stallions, counting him, and five herds that made up the whole herd. His cock surged at the thought of them being mounted by a stallion. He felt no shame at being excited that his sisters would be ridden by riders and a stallion. Just like he didn’t know how he’d get a herd, he didn’t know how their stallion would be chosen. He knew that Tough Nuts was very upset that Sweet Lips was a pony girl, so he assumed she would not be in his herd.
The pony boy found his new life arousing like Tiny Titties did. He was a fucking machine and he loved showing off his incredible cock. He thought about mounting mares and today he was thrilled that he was going to please a woman. She didn’t want just any man. She wanted a pony boy with a physique like his and a cock the size of a horse cock. He knew he’d never go back to his previous life, but he did know he’d be the envy of his friends if they knew what he looked like.  
He was still looking around to find his rider when Skittish was brought out and harnessed to a cart. He admired her sleek form. She was still a little girl, but he’d come to appreciate that look. She’d been his bed partner for three months now and he loved the feel of her body. 

There were no other ponies out, so it was clear that the clients were there specifically to try out the new ponies. A man arrived who surveyed Skittish and then went to Tiny Titties. “Little baby boobies,” he said, laying his hands on the small mounds. “Just like hers, but hers are going to grow. You’ll be perfect forever.” Surprised, Tiny Titties blushed from the compliment. Her little tits were one of the things that embarrassed and excited her and to have everyone’s attention drawn to them made her shiver with desire. She hadn’t believed that some men liked them small until now. 
On the way to her private area, the man, Robert, whipped her only a few times. Tiny Titties was relieved at the light whipping. It was a challenge to stay on the right path when she couldn’t see more than 20 feet in front of her, but she’d done it enough times that she made it to her area. He left her hitched to the cart and whipped her exposed front, putting red streaks against her perfect baby boobies, belly, and thighs. She had no choice but to take it even as it got more and more painful. The sheer frustration of being so helpless while a complete stranger drove her to agony for his own pleasure made her wet and tingly. She hated it, but she was turned on and hoped he didn’t notice.

Finally, he unhitched her and let her blow him. In the middle of that, she started hoping he would notice her wet pussy. She wanted his cock in her. She was so ready for him and she wasn’t going to get it. Not allowed to express her own desires, there was nothing she could do but suck his cock and swallow his cum. 
Checking his watch, Robert saw there was time left. He made her prance around on the grass, high stepping for him as he whipped her. He’d made occasional comments to her from the start, but now he started to taunt her. “You know you’re nothing but a pony girl. A slave. A well-trained slave. So much fun to make a little girl do what I want. Get those knees higher. Prance, you hot little bitch. High school. That’s what Viktor said. I got a fucking high school junior performing for me. Don’t get lazy. Get those fucking knees up.”

As Tiny Titties pranced in a circle around him, Robert was judicious with his whipping, lashing her back and shoulders only when she got lazy. “God, I wish I had one of you back home,” he said. “Too bad they won’t let me keep a high school girl in my backyard to play with. Just so hot to fuck with you. Change directions. Counter-clockwise now. Knees up. Work it. Sweat for me. Turns me on, you know? Whipping a pretty little thing like you. Owning you.” 
She made a couple more circles before he stopped her. “Time to go, sweetie, but I’ll be back.” He took her to the cart to harness her. “Holy fuck!” he said in surprise. “You’re sopping wet. Is that sweat or…” He swiped a finger through her pussy and sniffed it. “Fuck, I never saw a girl this wet before.”

Blushing, Tiny Titties looked away. “You and me, we’re gonna have fun,” said Robert. “I’ll be back all right and we’re gonna have fun.” 
He kept shaking his head in disbelief as he harnessed her and then he had her run all the way back to the barn. 

The best description of Sweet Lips attitude after three months was that she’d accepted that they wanted her to be pony girl and that playing along was her best choice. She hated every moment of it, though you wouldn’t be able to tell that from her performance. She did it out of fear. She performed perfectly even as she hated what she had to do. She hated that she was a high-priced whore and she hated that she was constantly horny. She hated that Viktor was getting rich off this and other endeavors and she saw nothing in return, not even humane treatment. The only solace she got was from the illicit, incestuous encounters with her sister. While even that was forced upon her, at least there wasn’t pain and punishment associated with it and she’d come to enjoy the quiet intimacy. 
Her ride was only slightly better than training. It was better because it had a beginning and an end. Her rider mauled her, whipped her on the way out, mauled her, fucked her, mauled her, and whipped her on the way back. He enjoyed it immensely and it irked her that her torment was his pleasure. The only good thing about it was when she was unharnessed and led back to her stall where Tiny Titties was already.

It was late morning when a man and woman showed up and Blue Balls was getting anxious. The woman admired him, even stroking his sheathed cock. “Ready for a ride, big boy?” she asked with a French accent. 

Blue Balls whinnied and nodded. He eyed the man, briefly wondering if he would pull them both. Two of them? I thought it was just a woman. Will I have to say hello to his cock with a smile in my eyes? To his surprise, the man strode over to Skittish. He spoke in French and Blue Balls didn’t get any of it. The man obviously thought Skittish was darling and he’d enjoy riding her. 
Skittish whinnied eagerly and Blue Balls felt a stab of jealousy. The man was a pedophile, roughly 40-years-old, eager to get his hands on the preteen. 

Now that his rider was there, she wasted no time. Blue Balls moved out smartly with a crack of the whip on his back. As his rider worked him, he ran, trotted, and pranced his way to his paddock where she’d show him what she wanted from him. He saw Sweet Lips pass on her way back, sweaty and well used. A picture of her serving her rider came briefly to him; it was an arousing thought, but he got his mind back on pleasing his rider who was whipping him for the fun of it. He pulled into his private area and was surprised to see Skittish pull up beside him. Unable to look back the whole way out, he had no idea she’d followed him out. He was excited to see her, but he didn’t want to watch her rider fuck her or whatever he had planned. 

The woman, Rachel, deftly unhitched Blue Balls, leaving his hands behind his back. She caressed his nude form and spoke to him in French. He couldn’t understand the words, but he could tell she was teasing him. Behind him, he could hear the man, Antony, talking to Skittish softly and the occasional sound of his hand smacking her pert ass. 
After several minutes, Rachel freed his cock and stroked the foot long throbbing rod. It was a turn on for the pony boy to have her admire it so blatantly. A few months ago he’d been average and now his cock had the rapt attention of a beautiful woman. Enjoy yourself. Stroke the monster. It’s what you came for. Don’t have one of these back home, so you need to come see mine. Want it in your pussy? Probably not. 

Rachel spoke to Antony and the man led Skittish over and pushed her to her knees in front of Blue Balls. It was clear what was expected and Skittish didn’t hesitate to run her tongue up the length of his huge cock. They wanted to see the pretty little girl, so innocent in form, take his entire cock, but like pony girls were taught, Skittish laved his cock and balls for a couple of minutes before taking the head of his cock in her mouth. 

When Skittish started sucking his cock, Blue Balls noticed Antony and Rachel stripping unabashedly. She was an attractive woman, but he kept his attention on Skittish who had half his cock in her mouth with her hands behind her back. Her pretty mouth slid forward and back, gradually taking more until she settled her lips at the base of his cock. For a moment there was no sign she had a foot of cock down her throat and then she pulled back. After that, she took his cock slow and deep each time, both of them relishing the act. 

For Blue Balls, it was pure pleasure to have every inch of his cock squeezed through her tight lips and down her throat. Unless Rachel had a cum stick hidden up her ass, he knew he wasn’t going to get to cum. It was still pleasure – as much pleasure as a pony boy was allowed. He’d always thought of an orgasm as the ultimate pleasure and that stopping short was a waste, but now that orgasms were rare, he’d come to appreciate the feeling of almost being there. He knew Skittish enjoyed doing this as much as he loved the feel. 
Antony’s cock was hard, but it paled in comparison to Blue Balls’ cock. He and Rachel seemed satisfied at the moment to be spectators. Antony in particular was close to the action, watching the obscene act of fucking the preteen’s throat. When he tired of that, Antony repositioned the pair with Blue Balls on his back and guided Skittish to impale her ass on the flagpole. She took it with a grunt and slowly rose up, but Antony stopped her. He apparently just wanted her impaled to the hilt facing Blue Balls’ feet. 

The man knelt in front of Skittish and tilted her back to expose her pussy. He spent a minute fondling her and then worked his cock into her pussy and started fucking her. The girl’s pussy was tight and more so when she had Blue Balls’ massive cock sharing the vicinity. Skittish squirmed in discomfort, but kept a smile on her face. 

From his perspective with Skittish’s long hair cascading onto his chest, Blue Balls could only imagine what was happening.  He lost that view when Rachel lowered herself to his face. He reached up with his tongue and licked her wet pussy. As he’d been taught, he teased her by licking her slit with only brief attention to her clit. He shoved his tongue up her cunt. Stretched as part of his training, his tongue was a three-inch cock that he used to fuck Rachel’s pussy for a minute before he put his full attention on her orgasm. 
So she had a view of the action, Rachel faced Antony, which gave Blue Balls a view of her ass and made him eat her by feel alone. Intimately familiar with pussies, Blue Balls’ inability to see his target made no difference to his ability to drive Rachel to a powerful orgasm. He first heard Antony gasp and grunt as he came and half a minute later, Rachel came. 
It took the two of them working together for Blue Balls and Skittish to remove his cock from her ass. As she stood, he had a brief glance of her asshole as a two inch hole. She turned to face Antony, so the pony boy didn’t get to see that hole slowly close to its normal size. 

At Antony’s command, Skittish knelt and took Blue Balls’ cock in her mouth without any sign of how disgusting it was to clean the cock that had just been in her ass. Dutifully, she cleaned it well and then stood again. Blue Balls rose with her. 

That was it. The riders harnessed them up again and rode them back to the barn. Skittish was in front this time and Blue Balls noticed that Antony whipped her sparingly while Rachel seemed to enjoy the opportunity to whip a big strong male with no chance of repercussions. By the time they were back, Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties had been put away. 
Midafternoon, Dutch entered Blue Balls’ stall. The trainer glanced at Skittish and motioned her toward Blue Balls. “I hear you did well today, Blue,” said Dutch. “Your rider’s a regular, in case you hadn’t guessed that. Says you were fun, better than average first time. Good boy.” 

When Dutch paused and said something in Russian to Skittish, the petite pony girl whinnied and bounced with delight. “Well, she’s happy about it,” said Dutch. “Your first ride. You did well. You get a herd. Some mares to poke whenever you want. Sometimes you’ll get a cum button to reward a mare. If you do… if I give you a cum button, you’ll use it on one mare for one orgasm. Nothing more. You use it twice and I’ll shove a cattle prod up your ass and fry your prostate. Understand me?”
Blue Balls whinnied and nodded. He was excited at the prospect of getting mares. There was no mention of a cum stick for his own orgasms, but he could fuck his mares as much as he wanted and that was pleasure in itself. Again he wondered how his herd would be chosen. Which mares would be his. 

Dutch answered that for him. “For starters, Skittish is your first mare. Yeah, how about that. She did good today, too, so she’s a mare and she’s your mare. Pretty damn excited to be your mare, too.” He chuckled at Skittish’s girlish enthusiasm. She’d just turned 12 and she was excited about being given to an adult male, a stallion with a foot long cock. 
“Damn near gave it away a couple of times,” said Dutch. “She’s known all along, but didn’t want you to get too attached, just in case. Be good to your mares, Blue. They’ll take care of you and it’s semi-permanent. Yours unless you fuck up bad.” With that he turned and left. 

With Dutch gone, there was a modicum of privacy. Anybody could walk by and look in, but people and ponies only walked by; they didn’t stop to gawk. Blue Balls felt a little awkward since he was unable to speak to her. They couldn’t speak and neither of them understood each other’s mother tongue anyway. That didn’t stop him from speaking in pony. “Skittish special. Head mare. Blue Balls’ pony girl.” He felt a deep affection for her, but he didn’t know the words to express any more than what he had. 

He put his arms around her and kissed her, surprised at the passion he felt for her. I’m kissing a 12-year-old, not a woman. Yet, it doesn’t feel wrong at all. She’s been with me the whole time. He didn’t even think about the time before he’d come to the ranch and become a pony boy when he thought, all my life. No ceremony, but it’s the closest I’ll come to being married. Lucky for me, I really, truly love her.
Skittish was surprised by the very unponylike kiss, but she thrilled at the display of affection. She’d been waiting for this day ever since she’d seen Blue Balls. She knew that being companion to a new stallion would lead to being his first mare. It was fortuitous that she’d been nearly 12 when he arrived. She could go through training with him and become a mare in time to take her position with him. It was like a dream come true for her and, to her astonishment, he’d called her head mare. He knows what that means. Will I still be head mare when he gets more mares? What if they’re adults? Could I still be head mare? It was really all up to the stallion. If he picked his youngest mare over all the others, it was a done deal. 

Eager to please her stallion, Skittish broke the kiss when she thought it was right and said, “Make love to me.” What she said in pony talk could be taken anywhere from that to a cruder, fuck me. It just depended on the context. She practically pushed him onto his back and unsheathed his massive cock. Already today she’d had it in her mouth and her ass. Now she settled her pussy on the tip of his spear and rotated her hips. Her pussy was unyielding as she tried for several seconds. 
“Blow me,” said Blue Balls. “Ready for fuck.” 

The frustrated Skittish blushed at her own eagerness. It had led her to try the impossible when she knew better. Changing position, she gave him a blow job to rival the one she’d given him in the morning to prepare him for her ass. Taking her time, she made sure he was ready before mounting his cock again. 

It was still a tight fit for the preteen, but she made gradual progress, literally screwing herself onto his cock by using her own weight as she rotated back and forth on his cock. She’d had plenty of cocks in her pussy, but never a stallion. It took several minutes before she had a couple of inches inside her. She continued to work to get nearly half his cock in before she started fucking herself. 

It was frustrating for Blue Balls as she struggled with his cock. Several times he almost told her to stop, but she was so determined and he was pretty sure she’d stretch eventually. When she was satisfied with the depth and tried to rise up to slide his cock out, it was such a tight fit that it felt like she was going to lift him off the ground by his cock. It took several strained strokes to further stretch her and lube his cock with her juices before she could set up a steady rhythm of fucking. 
Blue Balls didn’t know who was grinning broader as they got down to it. She was so thrilled and he had never felt anything like the vise-like grip she had on his cock. They fucked for several minutes, enjoying the pleasure of the intimacy of the moment and the physical stimulation. She was perfectly happy like this, though he wished for a cum button to make her squeal with delight. She’d do that eventually, but not today. First time he got a cum button, she’d be one happy little pony. 

When they broke from making love, the happy couple started their normal routine. She washed him down. By now he’d gotten used to the cold water. The break in routine came when he took the hose from her and washed her down. He’d never done that before. She tried to argue with him, but relented. It wasn’t his job, but there were no other mares to do it. After a few minutes, she settled for an amused look. 
After dinner, Skittish leisurely attended to her stallion’s cock with her tongue and mouth. They both enjoyed it, but they were interrupted by Dutch. “Got two more mares for you, Blue.” he said. “That’ll be it for a while.”

He was surprised, but Blue Balls noticed Skittish looked alarmed. She was hardly a herd all by herself, so he didn’t think she should be that shocked. He stood and she popped to her feet. “Head mare?” she asked. 

With that question, Blue Balls understood her alarm. “Skittish head mare,” he said again. 

Catching the exchange, Dutch laughed. “Yeah, I think that’s a good idea.” He sobered quickly and looked sternly at Blue Balls. “You understand it’s your choice, Blue? You enforce it, too. The other mares argue about it, you put your foot down. Don’t think they’ll be too happy about her as head mare, but they have to accept it.”

Dutch studied the stallion’s face for a couple of seconds. “Got a couple of problem mares,” he said. “You get ‘em. Seems Tough Nuts has taken a strong dislike to Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties. Doesn’t want them in his herd and he’s convinced the other stallions to toe the line. Only one place for them to go and Tough Nuts is fine with it. Personally, I’d kick his pony butt for making demands, but Viktor gives the stallions some leeway when it comes to running the barn. They’re your mares.” He chuckled. “Your sisters. Just so you know, they’re on hormones and drugs and stuff. Can’t get pregnant.” 
Moving to the door, Dutch took hold of the handle. “Just remember what I said. Some mares for you to poke.” He looked at Blue Balls throbbing cock and didn’t think the stallion would have any problem with that. He’d seen stallions so horny they’d fuck their own daughters. 

Dutch opened the door and Sweet Lips came in and stopped dead. She tried to back out when she realized which stallion was about to claim her. Unfortunately for her, Spider had tied her arms behind her in case she rebelled. He pushed her and Dutch grabbed her hair. The two easily moved her into the stall and Tiny Titties appeared in the doorway, curious about her sister’s reaction. In her own way, she was looking forward to being given to a stallion. It was the natural thing to do and she knew she’d feel the stallion’s cock in her before bedtime. When she saw Blue Balls, she looked surprised, but didn’t hesitate. Spider and Dutch left Blue Balls to deal with his herd alone. 
Straightening up to stand at her full height, Sweet Lips said, “Don’t touch Sweet Lips. Not fuck me.” She tossed her head at Tiny Titties. “Tiny Titties too horny. Fuck her.” Then she saw Skittish for the first time. She spun on Tiny Titties. “Sweet Lips head mare. Down.” She took two long steps and looked down on Skittish. “Sweet Lips…”

Blue Balls bumped Sweet Lips back, grabbing her hair to steady her. “Skittish head mare. Sweet Lips down.” He saw Tiny Titties already kneeling. She wasn’t going to question her status. It was between Sweet Lips and Skittish. All she did was await the outcome. It seemed pretty cut and dried to her, but Sweet Lips bristled. 

Sweet Lips was beside herself. “Girl. Skittish girl. Blue Balls…” She didn’t know how to say little brother, so she ended up saying, “… little boy.” For that, she found herself pulled savagely to her knees by the stallion she still thought of as her younger brother. 

With the two new mares kneeling, Skittish proudly sat on Sweet Lips and let loose a stream of pee while the bigger mare grunted and moaned in distress. With the deed done, Sweet Lips seemed to melt along with her pride. She lay on her side and whimpered. Tiny Titties gave no sign that she resented being subordinated to the 12-year-old as she received her obligatory dose of pee. 
With that done, Skittish turned to Blue Balls. “Fuck Sweet Lips. Blue Balls must. Sweet Lips first. Tiny Titties second. Skittish not…” The stallion didn’t understand the last word. Skittish wasn’t something and it was apparent she was giving her approval. He shrugged. Skittish isn’t upset or jealous or objecting? What is it? I don’t need her approval, so she must have said she’s not jealous. 
His head mare was right. He had to claim them right away and Blue Balls said “Fuck Sweet Lips.” He lay down on his back, his cock beckoning his errant mare. 

Sweet Lips stared at her brother’s cock. She’d come expecting to submit to a head mare and get fucked by a stallion. She just hadn’t expected this stallion or that mare. She understood enough pony herd etiquette to know she had to obey. Without a stallion, she was nothing in the grand scheme of things. No other stallion would have her and now it seemed so obvious that she wondered why she hadn’t realized earlier that Blue Balls would be her stallion. It’s forever, she thought. My stallion. My man. My husband. My brother. I’ve done it with my sister. Time to do it with my brother. I wonder if he ever thought about fucking his sister before. Are we just a couple of ponies – a stallion and a mare – fucking or am I about to have an incestuous fuck with my brother?  

She had to let him fuck her, but she didn’t have to do what she did first. She ducked her head meekly and said, “Sweet Lips wrong. Sorry. Blue Balls stallion. My stallion. Skittish head mare. Sweet Lips sorry.” She squatted over her stallion’s cock. It was already slick with spit and she forced her brother’s massive cock deep into her pussy in half the time it had taken Skittish. It was so wrong, but it was another thing she’d have to accept. I’ll fuck and suck clients on command, but this is the stallion that will protect me. The stallion that I’ll serve. The stallion that will be my husband, lover, and master.  

Horny as she was, Sweet Lips did feel the pleasure from riding a cock. If it wasn’t her brother’s cock, she would have enjoyed it. It felt like just another way to demean her, though she understood the logic that led to this moment. She hoped she would come to enjoy it and she knew she would. She enjoyed making love with Tiny Titties, so she’d enjoy Blue Balls, too. 

Satisfied he’d taken possession of his older sister, Blue Balls had her dismount. Tiny Titties was standing right behind her, ready for her turn. In contrast to Sweet Lips, Tiny Titties eagerly lowered herself on her stallion’s cock. It was slick with Sweet Lips juices and slid in the easiest of the three mares. She’d been looking forward to belonging to a stallion. It meant her horniness would be sated frequently. It was yet another aspect of her status as a pony girl and it excited her that she had no choice but to belong. That it was her brother made her even more excited. She felt like she might cum from how wrong it was to be a 16-year-old girl forced to be a pony and riding her brother’s cock because she had to. Riding my brother’s cock and he’s enjoying it. I never wanted to and shouldn’t want to now, but it’s great. Fuck your little sister, Blue Balls. Up inside a pussy you shouldn’t be in. Checking me out naked. Gives me shivers. Gawd, I belong to my brother and I’ll do whatever he commands. What’s wrong with me that this turns me on? I’ll live with him in this stall with no privacy. Naked with no privacy and that big damn cock so close all the time.
All in the Family

By Kenna

Chapter 4

Following Golden Boy, Blue Balls approached the three other stallions warily. Invited to his first meeting by Golden Boy, he wasn’t sure how they’d react to the new stallion. He knew that they held occasional meetings, but he had no idea why. The three stallions didn’t acknowledge him or Golden Boy. They were talking about mares and Blue Balls quickly realized that they were talking about sharing mares. Tough Nuts was bragging about his mares and Tongue Boy followed suit. It seemed odd to Blue Balls simply because they had to know about each other’s mares unless this was the first ever such event and he could tell it wasn’t. Still, Tongue Boy talked about Twinkle Toes as if no one but him had ever seen her to which Tough Nuts responded by asking for Twinkle Toes and offering Bunny Buns for the night. Tongue Boy agreed to the swap. 
New to the game, Blue Balls simply watched until all the stallions had made at least one swap, temporary arrangements that let the stallions have another stallion’s mare for a night. Then he said, “My mares new. No stallion but me. Tiny Titties always ready.”
Tough Nuts snorted in derision, tossing his dark mane as if trying to clear the thought from his head. 
“I want Skittish,” said Golden Boy. “For Dream Girl. She sucks cock like mare should and 1ikes it in ass. You had her once. My head mare for your head mare.”

The only stallion he trusted was Golden Boy, so Blue Balls saw it as a genuine and fair offer. Head mare for head mare. Though he was reluctant to part with his favorite, he said, “Yes, head mare for head mare. Tonight?”

“Tonight,” said Golden Boy. He’d made a swap for the future, but not for this night.
“Bad pony boy,” said Tough Nuts, laughing at Golden Boy. “You like little girls. Want my daughter.” 

Blue Balls was astonished. Tough Nuts had been here longer than Skittish’s 12 years. Skittish is Tough Nuts’ daughter? No wonder she looks so at home as a pony girl.  Born into the herd. She’s always been one.  
“Not because she your daughter,” said Golden Boy defensively. “She only swap for Blue Balls. He should have swap.”
“Only swap?” said Blue Balls. “Not Sweet Lips or Tiny Titties? They part of herd. Don’t hate them.”

“Sweet Lips for Dancing,” said Tongue Boy, putting a hoof forward as he made the offer as if reassuring Blue Balls that he did consider them part of the herd.. “I swap them. Tomorrow.”

“Dancing for Sweet Lips,” agreed Blue Balls, relieved that one of the stallions wasn’t treating his sisters like outcasts. Tough Nuts turned his back on them. “Not her fault,” insisted Blue Balls. 

Turning back angrily, Tough Nuts said, “She rode me!” 

“Ride her,” said Blue Balls. “Ride her hard. Two nights and I take Honey Buns one night.”

“Tiny Titties two nights and Honey Buns one,” said Tough Nuts. “Sweet Lips… maybe someday. Not soon.”

“Honey Buns for Tiny Titties,” agreed Blue Balls. He felt guilty about trading off his little sister so casually, but it was how things were done. He felt even guiltier as he imagined her riding Tough Nuts’ cock with the wild abandon she rode his. Passing around my little sister. Wonder if Tough Nuts gets excited thinking about Skittish with me?
The meeting went on until Blue Balls had swapped Skittish for Tongue Boy’s and Quick Shot’s head mare. Tough Nuts declined to swap for his daughter.  As the meeting broke up, Tough Nuts said, “How many rides for Sweet Lips?”
“Four,” said Blue Balls. She’d been a mare for a week now and taken out four riders. 
“We swap after 20 rides.”

At the current pace, Blue Balls figured that would be about another month. “When you ready,” he said. 

Returning to his stall, Blue Balls found Skittish waiting for him. “Did you swap me?” she asked. 

He was surprised at her forthright question. How had she even known what was going on? He couldn’t tell if she would be happy or mad at being swapped. It didn’t matter. She was swapped and that was it. “For Dream Girl tonight,” he said. 

“For Dream Girl?” Skittish danced with excitement. “For Dream Girl? Skittish for Dream Girl! Blue Balls so good!”

“For Lickety Split in two nights and for Red Rose in four nights,” he said, relieved that his head mare was excited. Perhaps she didn’t think she was worth a Dream Girl swap. “Only for head mares, my love.”

“Lickety Split and Red Rose?!” said the astonished preteen. She looked at him as if expecting more and then said, “Not Nimble Nipples?”
“Never Nimble Nipples,” said Blue Balls. “Your father not…”

“Fathers can,” interrupted Skittish. “I want swap for my mother.”

“Nimble Nipples is your mother?” Oddly enough, he could see the appeal in that for the little pony. She probably looked up to her mother like no other. To be swapped for her mother and the herd’s head mare would be quite an achievement.
“Yes,” said Skittish proudly. “Purebred pony girl.”
“Tough Nuts won’t swap,” said Blue Balls. “Maybe in time. I ask every time,” he reassured her. If it was important to her, it was important to him. 
“I talk to Nimble Nipples,” said Skittish with a sly smile. She knew how to change a stallion’s mind. The only one who could do that was his head mare. With a little mother-daughter time, she knew she could convince Nimble Nipples. 
“You want your father?’ asked Blue Balls jealously. 

“No,” said Skittish. “I want to swap for mother.” She saw the blank look on his face. “Not same. I swap for all head mares. Especially mother. Tough Nuts not spit on me like this. You tell him swap, but he not fuck me if he wants. I don’t want him. I want swap.”
Blue Balls didn’t quite understand the politics of the head mares, but he did get Tough Nuts to swap Nimble Nipples for Skittish at the next opportunity. He never asked Skittish about what her father did with her and she didn’t offer. 

For the next few weeks, life settled into a routine again. Blue Balls learned about camping trips with the twins, Bunny Buns and Honey Buns, who had heart-shaped asses to die for. It was a three-day affair in which the three of them pulled four riders around inside the walled compound as if they were traversing a broader countryside, but coming back to the same campsite both nights. They were constantly at the beck and call of the riders, not just for an hour, but for three days and two nights of debauchery. 

The men delighted in seeing a foot of cock up a pony girl’s ass or down her throat when they weren’t using the twins over and over. Blue Balls was a foil for the two women who enjoyed whipping him solely because he was so big and strong. He serviced them frequently, driving them to orgasms with his talented tongue and one even wanted to feel his cock inside her, briefly. 

The riders had a cum button and a cum stick, so the three ponies had more orgasms on that camping trip than they would in a month in the barn. Though he enjoyed the intensity of his orgasms, Blue Balls had to suffer through the laughter and teasing of the women who thought it was a hoot to make him cum. It wasn’t just a tool to let him cum; it was a tool to make him cum. He couldn’t hold back if the cum stick was up his ass and vibrating. He’d pump cum down the throat of one of the Buns twins or just into the air for the riders’ amusement. He was glad to get back home to his comfort zone – his herd and his routine. 
For Blue Balls, the full impact of sampling each other’s head mares came to light a month later when the stallions met. They were constantly evaluating the other mares, especially the three new ones. Blue Balls had discovered they were a congenial group as long as he paid no attention to another stallion’s mares without a formal swap. It was a bit like a bunch of men sitting around and smoking cigars and talking about their conquests. Swapping was how they took away the temptation to try to impress other mares and see if a mare was any better than last time. Thinking this meeting was about swapping again, Blue Balls learned there was a different agenda. They were there to take a vote for head mare for the entire herd since Tongue Boy had called for a vote. Each stallion had his own head mare and they were all candidates to be the herd’s head mare to replace Nimble Nipples who had survived five votes and Blue Balls figured he was a shoe-in again.. He planned to vote for Skittish, wondering how the other stallions would take that and then he was advised that he couldn’t vote for his own. 

Since he thought this was just a regular formality that would leave Nimble Nipples in the coveted position, the new stallion was astonished when Tough Nuts led off the voting, saying, “Skittish.”

“Skittish… Skittish… Skittish,” agreed the other three stallions. 
“Don’t vote,” Tough Nuts told Blue Balls. “It done.”

“Why Skittish?” asked the astonished Blue Balls. “I happy. She happy, but why?”

“Purebred pony girl,” said Tongue Boy. “First mare purebred pony girl.” He threw the question back at Blue Balls. “Why you make her your head mare?”
“You picked her. We have no choice left,” added Golden Boy. Blue Balls thought they certainly had a choice, but then Golden Boy explained. “Dream Girl wants Skittish.”

“And Red Rose,” said Quick Shot.

“Lickety Split, too,” said Tongue Boy. 

“So do I,” said Tough Nuts. “Nimble Nipples not so happy, but she said vote for Skittish.”

“Proud parents?” said Blue Boy, which earned a ripple of laughter and a surprising blush from Tough Nuts. 

“We see,” said Tough Nuts. 

“She good head mare,” said Blue Boy. “My other mares don’t know herd or how to be pony girl. Skittish knows. She my head mare because she knows.”

“She knows,” the other stallions nodded. Blue Balls didn’t understand it, but the other stallions all thought there was something special about the pony girl who’d been born and raised in the herd. It was like she was a princess and they were merely giving her the throne now that she was of age. He’d checked out swapped mares for the talent for fucking and sucking, but now it seemed the stallions had looked for other things in Skittish. 
“You tell them,” said Tongue Boy as Tough Nuts went to get the head mares. 

It didn’t take long to get the five head mares together. They knew what was going on and, apparently, Skittish was the only one who didn’t know how this was going to go. “Skittish new head mare,” said Blue Balls and it looked like Skittish grew a few inches as her face went from surprise to pride. There was none of her girlish enthusiasm this time, just a regal look that showed more maturity than she’d ever shown. 

The other four mares got down and Skittish peed on each one to claim her throne. She just gave them each a symbolic trickle and then the five mares went off by themselves. Within minutes, Viktor had learned about the new head mare. 

When he started the business, Viktor just had pony girls. Beautiful nude girls pulling carts was one thing, but he saw no benefit in a nude pony boy until a few of his customers asked about it. With the advent of stallions, he set up the herd arrangement, but it had grown more complex with the stallions and head mares figuring out how to get along. One of the stallions years ago knew about herds and that the stallion followed the herd to guard his mares while the head mare led the way, making the decisions for the herd like when to move and where to go. That’s how the herd was run. Head mares made the daily decisions and stallions protected them. Viktor was content to let the stallions and head mares run the herd behind the scenes. It was good for their morale and they were careful not to overstep their bounds. 

Having grown used to the herd’s politics, he had the new head mare brought to him. They were alone was he sat with his cock exposed and Skittish knelt and sucked it without being told. “Pretty little pony girl,” he said. “I wonder if you’re ready to be head mare. You need to be very careful, Skittish. Careful not to act 12. You’re head mare, but do you have their respect? I think not. That’s something that has to be earned. You can be voted out just as easily, but more importantly, I can put you in your place in front of the entire herd if I have to. You can play your pony politics, but I’m the one you have to consider when you lead the herd. You keep my best interests at heart and we’ll get along just fine.”

He let her suck his cock slowly, teasingly for half a minute and then said, “You’ll take riders just like any other mare. Riders won’t ever know you’re head mare. They wouldn’t understand and wouldn’t care. You’ll follow every rule. I’ll choose to punish you in private. If I punish you in public, you’re done as head mare.”
Listening to his lecture and sucking cock, Skittish thought of him as a 12-year-old might think of her father giving her a lecture about following school rules. She didn’t roll her eyes, but she did think it was all just, “Blah, blah, blah.” She knew the rules. She’d grown up with the rules. No man or woman had ever had reason to punish her. Tough Nuts, Nimble Nipples, and the rest of the herd had taken care of the times she needed to be set straight. As far as she was concerned, the rules were her life. Outsiders brought in to be ponies, like every stallion and every other mare, broke the rules because they were stupid, difficult, and proud. She didn’t break rules. She knew no other life except how to be a pony. As he went, “Blah, blah, blah,” she played a game of trying to make him lose his train of thought by sucking his cock. Within a minute she felt a sense of triumph as he stopped talking and just sat back with a sigh.  

Viktor’s cock was a tasty morsel for the experienced pony girl. She easily made love to it with her mouth and tongue, teased him briefly, and then took his cum with a smile in her eyes. She swallowed and said, “Master delicious. Skittish do every day for you.”

“Nice,” chuckled Viktor, amused at her audacity. “I got plenty. You’ll do it when I want. Not every day.” 

Relaxing in the chair, Viktor eyed Skittish suspiciously. She’d done a great blowjob like he expected and she was supposed to leave now. Instead, she said, “Skittish want more blankets for mares, please.”
“Don’t get uppity now,” said Viktor. “You don’t get to demand more blankets for the herd.”

“No demand. Asking. Not rude head mare,” she said, not having a word for uppity. 

“Well, I’m not giving all the mares blankets. There’s just enough to go around, aren’t there?” It was intent that blankets were scarce and ponies had to share. 
“Enough blankets. Not asking for all mares.” She ticked off the names of seven mares. “Your best mares. Special for best mares. Happy mares. Happy herd. Happy riders. Happy master.” 

“Somebody put you up to this?” asked Viktor. “Somebody not happy with the number of blankets? Somebody want their own?”

“No, Skittish ask. Skittish keeps master in heart. Happy mares. Happy herd. Happy…”

“Yeah, I got it,” said Viktor. “When you run the business, you can do it your way.”

“Thank you, master, to listen. Skittish happy with master’s way. I go now.”
“Good idea,” said Viktor. “Go before you get yourself in trouble.” He watched her prance out of the room, leaving him wondering if she’d purposely been that damn sexy. The look in her eyes as she turned away. The way her ass wiggled. The flounce of her mane. That promise of sucking his cock every day. 
As he stood, it occurred to him that she hadn’t asked for a blanket for herself. Happy mares, Happy herd. Happy riders. Happy me. How does she know those are the top seven mares, not counting her? 

Two days later, Viktor doled out a blanket to each of the seven mares Skittish had named. It was a test to see if Skittish really did have the pulse of the herd. Moreover, he wanted to see if she had his best interests at heart. Could she really improve his business?
Though nobody knew about her conversation with Viktor, the herd knew at once that Skittish had somehow gotten the new blankets for them. The recipients came to thank her and she told them all the same thing. “Thank master. Be happy ponies to thank master.”

The next afternoon, Blue Balls came back from a ride to find two 9-year-old fillies, an 8-year-old colt, and a 7-year-old filly in his stall. “Who they?” Stupid question. I know who they are. Why are they here?
“Blue Balls’ herd. For blankets,” said Skittish, bursting with pride. She pointed at each one. “From Nimble Nipples. From Red Rose. From Lickety Split. From Dream Girl.” Each of the herds had given Skittish a tribute.
Now I have children? Blue Balls ran his eyes down the line. I have three wives and now I have children. What am I going to do with them? Blue Balls called them by name. “Soft Eyes. Layla.” The two 9-year-olds. “Pretty Boy.” The 8-year-old, possibly a future stallion.  “Pink.” The littlest filly. They grinned, pleased that their new stallion already knew their names. 

“Soft Eyes and Layla clean stall. Polish harness. Teach Pink,” said Skittish, letting Blue Balls know why the fillies and colt were not a burden. “Pretty Boy clean honey bucket. Clean dishes. Massage Blue Balls. Pink massage mares. Help Soft Eyes and Layla.” When he glanced at Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties, who had just given up more of their chores, Skittish added. “Mares free to fuck more.”

 God, I only have one cock, thought Blue Balls. It was true he could fuck for hours, but he didn’t want that to be his only pastime. He let Skittish wash the sweat from him and then lay down on his back. The cold water had chased away his erection, but it returned quickly. 
“Come make love,” he said to Skittish. 

“Dinner soon,” she said. “OK we make love after?”
“Yes, OK,” he agreed. No point in getting started now. He glanced at Tiny Titties who was always eager. 

Skittish stomped to get his attention and laughed. “So horny. Layla. Soft Eyes. Lick only.”

When the two girls moved to him, Blue Balls started to sit up. She just told two 9-year-old girls to lick my cock. That’s outrageous. Layla put a hand on his chest to stop him and swung a leg over him to sit down straddling his stomach. He was surprised at how eager she was to have at his cock. He felt her hands encircle his shaft midway up and then felt Soft Eyes’ tongue laving the upper half. The fillies hadn’t hesitated to show their stallion that they had no inhibitions. 

Blue Balls felt like he should stop them. Skittish had already turned away to prepare for dinner’s arrival. He looked guiltily at Sweet Lips. She’d seen worse, so she just shrugged. Tiny Titties laughed and said, “Horny daddy.” Skittish glared at her. 
That’s just what he felt like with two little girls attending to his cock. They’d be what? Third or fourth grade? Licking my cock like they do it every day. Maybe they do. Like there’s nothing wrong with it. There isn’t anything wrong with it, is there? They were pony girls and they’d be mares in a few years. “Move,” he said to Layla and pushed her to the side. 

The filly looked disappointed as she slid off his stomach, but then brightened when she saw him watching Soft Eyes who was lying on her stomach running her tongue up and down his flagpole. Layla realized she’d been blocking his view. With a grin, she lay on his other side and licked his cock like they were sharing a popsicle. In that position, they had the cutest asses, their bodies taut and flawless. The sight was incredible. It was totally taboo, yet it felt good and it made his cock throb. A guy couldn’t get away with this outside, but here? It’s so erotic. They’re so young. Lolita pony girls. Layla started sucking his balls and Soft Eyes moved to the tip of his cock. 
“Not in mouth,” said Skittish when she saw Soft Eyes intention. “Too big. I said lick only.” She watched for a few seconds to make sure Soft Eyes went back to licking and then glanced to the side at something on the floor and shook her head with a smile.

Looking to see what Skittish had smiled about, he saw Pretty Boy on his back and Pink licking his two-inch erection. It wasn’t the first time he’d seen little ponies playing at being big ponies. He turned his attention back to his two little teases. They’d done this before. 

After dinner, Skittish rode his cock for their mutual pleasure. She gave Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties permission to make love to each other, which Layla and Soft Eyes watched with interest. 

From outside the pen, Blue Balls heard Dutch say, “Hey, boy, catch. Yeah, you, Pretty Boy. You can catch, can’t you?” Something arced over the fence and the 8-year-old made a game attempt to catch it. He managed to break its fall and then pick it up quickly. He handed the cum button to Blue Balls. 
“Faster,” Blue Balls told Skittish. She picked up speed, taking six inches of his cock in her tiny, hairless pussy. 

She rode him hard for a couple of minutes and was gasping with desire when he slapped her ass with the cum button. “Eeeeaaaa,” she squealed as her muscles tensed. She kept bouncing up and down, whinnying loud to announce her orgasm. Blue Balls wished he could join her, but it was very satisfying to watch her and feel her squeeze his cock tight.  

All in the Family

By Kenna

Chapter 5
As a pony near the bottom rung in a world of debauchery, Blue Balls just couldn’t get that same feeling of distaste now that he was a stallion. His life was all about sex. His dished it out during the day and received the rest of the time. Tiny Titties was lured by the constant desire, but he could tell Sweet Lips wasn’t coming around. She did everything she had to and did it with a smile, but he could still see the reluctance and disgust in her eyes during unguarded moments. 
Amongst his herd, Blue Balls was the big fish in his little pond of debauchery. He did one, sometimes two rides a day and had a life of leisure with three mares to fuck in between rides. He didn’t let Sweet Lips’ attitude drag him down. He was content for now and three months later, their world was turned upside down. 
It happened when Blue Balls, Sweet Lips, and Tiny Titties were hitched up and ready for a camping trip with special clients. The worrisome part was Viktor’s words before the clients showed up. “This group doesn’t expect three smiling ponies,” he said. “I don’t expect you to smile for them. That would just be asking too much. You will obey like the well-trained ponies that you are, but there will be no consequences for copping an attitude.”
The three of them were lined up, facing straight ahead wondering what was so special about this client. What would wipe a well-trained smile off their face and why would that be OK? Staring straight ahead, Blue Balls saw a group approaching in his peripheral vision. “Uncle Andrew!” said Kayla, his 14-year-old niece, as she stepped in front of him. Suddenly it all made sense. Horrible, humiliating sense. Her jaw dropped at the sight of his cock. “Mom! It’s huge. Like you said. It’s just… huge.” 
Indeed, Blue Balls couldn’t manage a smile as the girl eyeballed him. Outrage and betrayal filled him.. What’s she doing here? Millie! Millie’s back and she brought her kids?! What kind of mother does that? Kayla’s 14. Who would let her 14-year-old daughter even know about a place like this? Dammit, I can’t even will my cock to shrink an inch. Hah, she’s gonna be disappointed for the rest of her life after seeing me and my cock. 
“Wow, Uncle Andrew,” said Kayla, stepping up so close her belly almost touched his sheathed cock. The head was right between her growing tits barely concealed under her tight shirt. “Just freaking stand there and show it off. That is so nasty.” He’d gotten used to this role, but it was like his first time again as his niece looked him up and down, thrilled at the chance to see a man, her Uncle Andrew, nude and practically posing for her. He was so proud of his cock, but he still felt embarrassed and used. 
“Aunt Anita, hi,” said Moses, their 12-year-old nephew. He walked right up and put his hands on the astonished pony girl’s tits without hesitation. “Nice ones. Better than the magazines. So big and round and firm and… never thought I’d get a handful of your tits.” 
Oh, my God, get your hands off me. Yikes, I couldn’t smile if I had a gun to my head. This is insane. I shouldn’t have to put up with this.  She looked and saw Millie. Fuck, hold still and let Moses feel me up while she gloats over what we’ve become. She’s sick. This is her fault and now she’s rubbing it in. Is Moses coming along on the camping trip? Oh, my God, would Millie stoop so low as to let him fuck me? Humiliating me is more important to her than protecting her children from this level of debauchery? After all I have to put up with… after all she’s done to us… now I have to stand still and let Moses feel me up? 
“You’re naked, Aunt Alicia,” said Ned, the 11-year-old, with a grin. He ran his eyes up and down the nude form of his aunt. The lad couldn’t believe his aunt would just stand there while he looked or that his mom would let him look at a naked woman. “Do you even have arms?”
Harnessed to a loaded cart of supplies, there was no place for her to go even if she dared try. He’s looking at me! My nephew. Sweet little Ned. Getting an eyeful. I’m not wearing anything and I’m here on display for him. How can Millie let a little boy like him just stand there and stare and… oh, get away from me… don’t you dare… my pussy! I’ve got an 11-year-old feeling my pussy!
It happened almost simultaneously, three ponies suddenly faced with three children from their human past. The intent was obviously to humiliate them and it worked. Memories of betrayal flooded their minds. Their training told them to smile and they were relieved they had permission to look like they’d been heartily screwed. Their looks revealed their innermost feelings. 
Standing back for a minute, Millie savored her half siblings’ reactions as their niece and nephews admired them and touched them. Worried about exposing her children to this, she saw it was worth it. It had been in the back of her mind until they’d had breakfast with Barti. On the way here from breakfast, she took Barti’s hypnotic suggestion and told the kids what was about to happen and they were eager to play with the ponies formerly known as Aunt Anita, Uncle Andrew, and Aunt Alicia. She didn’t even mind that her husband was going to fuck his sisters-in-law. 

When she felt the shock was over for the ponies, she approached. “No, no, kids, remember. That’s Sweet Lips. He’s Blue Balls. She’s Tiny Titties.”
“His balls aren’t blue,” said Ned. He looked disappointed. “I mean, her titties are tiny and maybe her lips are sweet, but…”

“It’s a joke, Ned,” said Craig. “They’re not blue.”

“They will be though,” said Millie. “Three days without cumming. They’ll be blue.”

“Mom! You promised,” whined Kayla. “I wanna see him do it. You said I could.”

“Oh, all right,” said Millie. They’re coming on the camping trip, thought Blue Balls. Three days with them. Kayla wants to watch me cum. Like I’m some kind of freak show. Bad enough we’re ponies, but they have to come and tease us about it. I just want to forget. She is cute. Man, if she gets naked… hot damn. Never thought about her like that, but let’s see… I’ve fucked my sisters, fucked a 12-year-old, let a 7-year-old lick my cock. I bet I eat her pussy. Yeah, but with Millie watching? I’m gonna be a performing pony. She won’t let me forget I once had a future. Treat me like an animal. At least I’ll be an animal that she doesn’t don’t mind undressing in front of.
Without voice boxes, the ponies’ language was mostly guttural sounds, whinnies, nickers, and foot motions. That meant even with the bit gags, the three ponies could talk. Taking advantage of the fact that Millie and company wouldn’t understand a word, he said, “She very bad, my loves. She evil sister. She want embarrassed pony. Three days only. We have to obey. Make some trouble, but obey.”
Following his own advice to make some trouble, Blue Balls backed away a step. He couldn’t turn away since he was hitched to an empty cart already. His face colored and he stamped his feet. His two mares managed to look like their nephews’ hands were the hands of decaying zombies.

As they put on a show that was unusual for ponies, Dutch came forward and put his face right in Blue Balls face. “Am I gonna have a problem with a stupid pony?” he growled. 

“Not problem,” said Blue Balls. “She not want happy pony. Sister want unhappy pony. Master say not smile pony. We make her happy. She not want easy.”

Knowing the history of the betrayal, Dutch understood, but he wasn’t satisfied. “You’ll do everything without a problem. Understand me? You’ll obey every one of them. I don’t care how you feel about it or if you look happy, but you will obey.”
“Yes, we good ponies for evil sister. Not look happy. Obey, but not like happy pony obey. Obey, but slow. Make her whip me to obey. We make some trouble. She not care. She want trouble ponies.” This was about family and Millie’s presence made them find their long lost pride. Everyone knew that Millie would be happier with some attitude and for the sake of their pride, the ponies would dish it out despite their limited options. 
“Just a little reminder,” said Dutch. He grabbed a convenient whip and lashed Blue Balls back four times. As he did, he watched Millie. She smirked as Blue Balls suffered for his reluctance. The three kids were awestruck by how the trainer enforced obedience. It was obvious to Dutch that unlike most riders, this group wanted a little rebellion. He looked back at Blue Balls. “You throw your little snits, but I don’t want to hear you refused a command.” He looked at Millie. “Whip ‘em if they have a snit.”
With that show over, Millie positioned herself in front of Sweet Lips who was in the middle of the three ponies. “My, my, wasn’t that fun. Are my ponies a little upset at going from millionaires to worthless, hopeless ponies? Please do give me a hard time. It’ll be me with a whip next time. You make such pretty and sexy ponies. Once upon a time there were two princesses and a prince, but the evil queen wanted ponies instead.” She laughed at her twisted fairy tale. “So much to do and so little time. By the way, daddy died a week after I got back. He was so distraught over your deaths. And I got it all. Getting all the money is nice, but how I did it… Just look at you. Hot to trot ponies and we’re gonna have some fun, aren’t we?”

Blue Balls whinnied and nodded and the two pony girls followed suit. Fun was going to be had by somebody. You have your fun, you twisted bitch, and we’ll do what we have to do. Corrupting your sweet little darlings. Can’t wait to check out Kayla. How about you, Millie? You gonna get naked for me? Think you’re putting one over on me, but I’m gonna get an eyeful, too, I’ll bet. Yeah, this sucks, but it works both ways. 
 “Did you see that?” yelled Kayla, excited that the ponies even acted like ponies. “They all did it. They sound like horses. Fucking A!”

“Watch your language,” said Millie. “Just because I’m letting you come here and have s-s… well, let you play with them, doesn’t mean you can use that language.”
“Mo-om,” said Kayla, rolling her eyes. “What do I call it when he does Aunt… I mean Sweet Lips for me or goes down on me. You said it was OK, remember?” Blue Balls thought she had a point. Yeah, mommy, what do you call it when Uncle Andrew gets his tongue in her sweet snatch?
“Fuck,” said Moses. “It’s fucking and I’m gonna do them, right? Fuck them.” Sweet Lips shuddered. Half a year as a pony and I’m still struggling to fit in. I was almost fine with it, like Blue Balls and Tiny Titties. Almost forgot all about what I once was. Almost ready to stop pretend smiling and smile for real. Now Millie shows up and they’re going to use me like a pony girl. I don’t want to be a pony girl. I’m not something that a boy can fuck. I won’t have to pretend that I’m angry or humiliated. If we have permission to act up, then I’ll do my share. They’re gonna whip me anyway just for fun. Might as well earn it, too.  
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” said Ned. “Me, too.”

“Don’t be so immature,” said Kayla. “You don’t even know what that means.”

“Stop it,” said Millie. “We’re here to have fun, so don’t bicker. You can call it…” started Millie, searching for a polite word. Saying intercourse was worse than calling it fucking. 

“… fucking,” finished Craig. “Honey, we’re gonna let the boys do it, so what’s the big deal?” He walked up to Sweet Lips as he spoke. “I’m sure gonna fuck a couple of pony girls. How about we get started.”

“Fucking?” said Kayla, astonished at what she thought she’d just heard. She looked around, noting the lack of privacy. 
“No, riding in the carts,” said Craig. “Get started heading for the campsite.”

 “Then I suppose we’ll start the fucking,” said Millie. It was just so outrageous. She was going to let her whole family, her husband and kids, have sex for the next three days with her sisters and brother. She might have put a stop to it, but it sounded like too much fun. Three days of uninhibited sex. Three days of demeaning the three people she hated most. Three days of using her kids to humiliate them. All the possible combinations ran through her head, but the one she thought was most wicked was Sweet Lips sucking off Ned.
Millie and Kayla got into Blue Balls’ cart and Craig, Moses, and Ned got in Sweet Lips’ cart. Kayla grabbed the reins and Millie took the whip. “Giddy-up, Blue Balls,” said the 14-year-old, snapping the reins on his back. The big stallion stepped out smartly, followed by Sweet Lips and then Tiny Titties. 

If anything, the ride to the first campsite was less demanding than with most other riders. Millie and Craig used the whips quite effectively, but the kids all insisted on taking turns and they rarely landed leather on a pony’s back. Kayla was just starting to get the hang of it when Blue Balls rolled to a stop at the first campsite. The first day of a camping trip was all about getting to the campsite to be used. The second day, the riders would want to ride in the carts more. 

The campsite consisted of three well-appointed tents, one for Millie and Craig, one for Kayla, and one for the boys. It was hardly roughing it since sumptuous meals were delivered on time by other ponies. Tiny Titties had brought along changes of clothes for the riders, toiletries, morning snacks, spare tack just in case, and food and water for the ponies. For the riders, it was a luxury vacation with benefits. 

While Craig unhitched the ponies and removed their harnesses, leaving them nude with their arms still useless, Millie and the kids unloaded Tiny Titties’ cart. “Aww, why can’t they do it?” whined Kayla, expecting the ponies to lug the suitcases to the tents. 
“Because their arms are tied,” said Millie. “I want to keep them like that for a while. Isn’t it exciting when they can’t hide behind their hands?”

“Yeah, I suppose,” said Kayla, trying to sound nonchalant while giving Blue Balls a look that was more like, yes, it’s absolutely unbelievable to check out Uncle Andrew like that. It was like she expected Blue Balls’ cock to shrink behind her back. 
“When can we start?” asked Moses, eyeing Sweet Lips lasciviously. 

“When everything’s unloaded,” said Craig. “Have patience. Your mom and I are going to go first to… uh… to show you how.”
The unpacking was nearly done when Kayla exclaimed, “Yuck! What’s this? Who’s gonna eat this?” She’d opened one of the containers of pony food and found the look and smell disgusting.

“Probably the ponies,” said Millie. “Just set it down and stop poking around in things. When it’s time, maybe you can feed the ponies.”

Kayla grinned and looked at the ponies. “Kewl. I wanna watch them eat that crap.”

“I want to watch her take clothes off,” said Blue Balls. 

“Shut up!” said Tiny Titties. “I want to watch you eat that pussy.”

“I want to watch Millie choke on your cock,” said Sweet Lips. 

“Pony wishes,” said Blue Balls. “Millie choke on anything fun.”

When Millie was satisfied things were unpacked and put away, she walked down the line of ponies. First, she stopped at Sweet Lips. “My, my, look at you all naked and waiting to be used. How many cocks have been in that well-used pussy? Anybody who wants, I hear. So discerning about your boyfriends and now you get fucked without getting a choice. And, sucking cock. Hmm, I wonder if you ever sucked a cock before you got here. Not that it matters. Now if a man waves his cock in his face, you inhale it like candy. Fucked in the ass. Bet some of the men like to do that to a big-titted bimbo. Wish I could watch, but it probably gets boring about the time you’ve sucked your 20th cock. I mean, not for you, but for me to watch. And you are gonna waggle your tongue in my pussy before the day is out. It’ll be so much fun making you slurp away in my pussy. Like a dream come true for me.”

Just get on with it, thought Sweet Lips. You are just twisted enough to enjoy what you’ve done to us. Yes, yes, I’ve done all that and I’m gonna demonstrate it all, I bet. No need for you to gloat. I can take three days of sucking and fucking and even licking, but just shut up.

For Blue Balls, Millie said, “You ever want a cock like that? Really impress the girls? You had a decent one when I left and now you’re a fucking horse with a horse cock. Fucking women on command and not getting to cum. How frustrating that has to be for a strapped young man like you. Fucking toy for women, but you know the best part? You’re a fucking toy for men, too. You’re gonna suck a cock before the day is out, too. I can’t wait to see my little brother with a cock in his mouth.” 

You bitch! So you took all the money and screwed us in the process. Don’t talk to Sweet Lips like that. Don’t make it worse and don’t taunt me about what I have to do. As Millie walked to Tiny Titties, he said, “She evil, baby. Not listen.”

“And my darling little sister,” sneered Millie as she looked the last pony up and down. “What can I say? How traumatic it must have been to be gang raped on your first day. Nothing like breaking in a sweet, little high school girl with a train of cocks. I thought about you that evening. Craig and I fucked like bunnies, we were so turned on just thinking about you with a ring gag in your mouth and choking on cock. Now you’re settled in as a fuck toy for men and women. How many men like little girls with little titties? I’ll bet you keep a lot of them happy. Yes, mister, I’m not even legal age in the U.S., but if you want a little girl cock sucker, that’s me.” Millie laughed as she put words in Tiny Titties mouth. We’re gonna have three days of fun with you.”

The young pony girl seethed at the taunts. It irritated her that Millie had come back just to tease them. I’m used to it. It turns me on. Fat men, ugly men, women, too. I make them cum and it’s so humiliating that it turns me on. You’re a spiteful bitch, but it’ll turn me on to get it on with Craig, Moses, and Ned. 

She returned to Blue Balls. “I’m gonna start with you.” Kayla stood back a few feet, watching with interest. Millie had been thinking about that big cock ever since she’d seen it. Blue Balls started to turn away, but she was quicker than he expected, grabbing his cock and holding him steady while she unsheathed it. “My God, it’s still standing up. What’s the matter? Don’t want me touch you? I had a dozen ideas on how to get rid of you. I picked this one just so I could do this.” She stroked the cock with both hands. Most women used two hands just because it looked so intimidating. “It’s a horse cock,” she said. “You’re grotesque.”
You just had to come back and rub it in, didn’t you? Couldn’t let us forget about you. I was rich and now I’m a fucking slave who has to let you look and touch. Can’t even make trouble with my hands behind my back. You’re a bitch, but who’s getting a hand job from his wicked sister? Humiliating as it was, Blue Balls still enjoyed her touch without letting on. If he got to cum, that was great, but this was as much as he usually got and Millie didn’t know how much pleasure it gave him. Who’s admiring the big stud? Nothing like hubby, is it? How’s he feel about you admiring my cock? Will you be happy with his tiny one after this? Grotesque? Your eyes and your hands don’t say so. What are you gonna do with it? 

Millie knew she was giving her brother a hand job in front of Kayla. It was another way to teae him. “He can’t cum without that stick,” she told her daughter. “This’ll drive him crazy. He wants to, but he can’t cum.”

Blue Balls snorted and grunted his objection when Millie chose to involve Kayla. An eternally hard cock and arousal were a fact of life, but it was indeed humiliating to be jacked off in front of the teen. Bad as this was, he actually preferred this to the cum stick, since that forced orgasm was the most humiliating thing for him. As good as an orgasm felt, he didn’t like entertaining riders with his lack of control, especially Millie and Kayla. 

“Can I try it?” asked Kayla. The hypnotist, Barti, had lowered their inhibitions, so she didn’t think it was embarrassing to watch her mom play with the huge cock or let her mom watch her do the same. Fine with me, thought Blue Balls. It changed things from his perspective if the teen did it. Corrupting Kayla with some hands on time was more tempting than humiliating. 

“Not yet,” said Millie. “I want to… you just watch.” She stroked him for a few more minutes, watching him squirm with discomfort. When she stopped, she glanced guiltily at Kayla and then removed her shoes, socks, shorts, and panties. She had a fleeting concern about letting her 14-year-old daughter watch her get her pussy licked and cum, but with Barti’s help, she brushed the thought aside. This is what we’re here for, right? Little brother is gonna lick pussy and it’s not like I can send the kids to another room. Blue Balls knelt and licked Millie’s pussy. 

“Gawd,” said Kayla and then clamped a hand over her mouth when her mom shot her a nasty glance. She turned and walked away, circling back around to watch silently from more of a distance. Not like she wanted to see her mom’s cunt, but she did want to watch Blue Balls. She wanted to see his tongue make contact with a pussy. He was really doing it. It looked so disgusting and wicked.

Once he started on Millie, Blue Balls looked up without the usual pony smile in his eyes. The smile was a look that was supposed to give a rider the feeling that he loved her pussy more than anything. He enjoyed eating pussy, but not this pussy so he gave her a look of disgust. Seeing the evil intent in her eyes, it wasn’t hard to keep that look. She had betrayed him and he’d come to terms with that until he had to look in her eyes and see the pleasure she got from doing it. Of all the pussies in the world, this is the only one I don’t want to lick. I don’t want to make this bitch cum, but I have to pleasure her as much as she wants. She’s enjoying it more because it’s me. 
“That’s what I want my brother doing, Andy,” said Millie. “Down on your knees and eating my cunt. You’re pretty damn good at it. They taught you to be a good pussy licker. I wish I could have watched that. What did they have to do to you to make you such a good little pony boy? This is what a little brother’s tongue is good for.”

That evil glint vanished and her taunts faded as it quickly became obvious that he was very, very good at pleasing a woman. She gave into the pure pleasure and her face registered her apprecia​tion. When her orgasm hit, Millie tensed and tried to muffle her sounds. It was embarrassing enough with her family right there. She grunted, gasped, and then said, “God Almighty!” Those were two words more than she’d ever said to her husband during sex. She held her brother’s face to her pussy as she ground her hips lasciviously against him. She stepped back and looked at the rest of the group, surprised that all four of them were staring. Blushing, she tried to maintain some dignity by saying, “That was OK.” Her knees were a little shaky as she brushed past Kayla and said, “You want to try him? Go ahead.”

Not wanting to seem as eager as he was, Craig waited until his wife was busy with Blue Balls and then he went to Sweet Lips. He’d watched her bare ass all the way to the site and had to settle for imagining how her tits bounced as she ran down the path. As he approached, Sweet Lips considered running. Maybe he’d like to chase me. I’d have to let him catch me, though. Bet I can run faster than him. I know I can run farther than the paunchy little shit. She could have kicked his balls over the wall, somewhere in the hazy distance. The moment arm on her hoof was a good six inches longer than a normal foot. 

Craig was turned on by her show of reluctance; she settled for a natural reaction of pulling back as his hands reached for her perfect DDs. The times he’d thought about getting his hands on her he’d never thought she’d be cooperative and he wasn’t disappointed as she shook her head and squirmed as he fondled them. They were every bit as good as he’d imagined. “Those are some nice gazongas,” he said to her. “Finally got you right where I want you. My sister-in-law is a whore and you’re going to do everything I can think of. You have to. That’s what I think is hot. Turned into a fucking sex slave whore. I’m going to enjoy every minute of this.”
Circling her, he said, “I mean, just look at you. You’re fucking hot and just standing there waiting for me. You’ll stand there for hours and let me look or you’ll get down on your knees and suck my cock. Maybe I’ll just start with a simple fuck. Got three days to go around the world with you.” He smacked her bare ass and chuckled as she jumped. 
You’re creepy, thought Sweet Lips with a shudder. A creepy creep. Fucking strangers is one thing. I’m even used to that, but doing it with you… that’s another. How long have you been looking forward to this? How much of this was your idea? Get your sisters-in-law to be pony girls and then come back so you can ride us? Everything he’s saying is true. Feeling me up and I have to let him. Around the world with him? Whatever he wants. Bet I’ve done things he’s never even dreamed of. 

It was doubly creepy to have her young nephews watching their dad as he molested her. She wasn’t looking forward to letting them follow in daddy’s footsteps. It might be a little longer than she’d first thought as Craig started to strip and the two boys turned their attention to Tiny Titties. They were going to miss out on the fucking lesson because they were too impatient or maybe because they didn’t want to see daddy naked. 

Once he was naked, Sweet Lips appraised his cock and said, “Tiny cock.” Craig positioned Sweet Lips on her back and climbed between her spread legs. Craig’s cock was not just smaller than her stallions, but it was smaller than the average man. Despite its diminutive size, his cock felt good to the constantly horny pony girl. It may not have been the size tool she’d like to scratch that itch, but it still managed to scratch it. He fucked her quick, shooting his cum in her so fast she almost missed it. She didn’t think a cum button would have done her any good. 
Tiny Titties thought that she was going to get to wait a while until Moses and Ned came over to her. It was embarrassing to think she’d get excited for the boys. Even she thought she was too easily aroused. Wanting to postpone that arousal, she backed away. They were reaching for her, but she kept backing up, making a circle until she stumbled. She almost lost her balance, a disaster with her arms tied, so she had to drop to a knee and then the boys pushed her over and pinned her down. Moses put a hand on one tit. “Touch her,” he said to his younger brother. “Touch her like this and sorta squeeze it. Soft, huh?”

Dammit, I’m a little boys’ playtoy. Check me out. Feel me up. This your first naked woman? I’ll bet it is. My freaking nephews pawing me. Millie is such a bitch to bring them along. 

“Yeah,” said Ned. “It’s really little compared to hers,” he nodded toward Sweet Lips, but quickly looked away from his dad. 

“Hold still,” Moses growled at the squirming pony girl. “I like them. They’re like the girls in my class. I felt up Angela Stockbury. Hers were like this. That’s all I got though. Not like this.” He moved his hand to Tiny Titties bare pussy, already getting farther with his aunt than he ever did with Angela. The two boys continued to explore her body with their hands. 
Well, fuck me! That’s what I look like to him? Like a 12-year-old? Not like his aunt in high school. She knew she’d taken on the look, but riders didn’t treat her like that. She was a big girl capable of sexually satisfying a man or woman much better than a 12-year-old. Angela Stockbury. That his girlfriend or just the class slut? Won’t she be surprised when Moses gets back from vacation and wants a little more. Like his aunt had to let him do. Damn, they’ve turned me into a little boys’ playground. Giving Moses and Ned their first chance to play with a naked girl. Nothing I can do about it. 
Though they didn’t call her Aunt Alicia or Tiny Titties, the pinned pony girl had the definite impression that Moses and Ned were thinking of her as their aunt, an older relative they’d respected who had now sunk to being their toy. The boys stopped exploring Tiny Titties’ body when Millie got noisy. They watched as she finished and pronounced Blue Balls’ fantastic tongue work and her incredible orgasm as merely OK. It seemed time for everyone to shift. Craig was done with Sweet Lips and Kayla took hold of Blue Balls cock with a grin. Moses got on top of Tiny Titties. “Dad, I want to fuck her,” he said. Not Sweet Lips? Man, is Angela gonna be surprised when he gets home. 
“And I want to fuck her,” said Ned, going to Sweet Lips since his brother had claimed the other pony girl. Kid in a candy store didn’t quite describe the look on his face as his hands pounced on her helium balloon boobs. It was more like a boy with the ultimate video game that wouldn’t be released for another 10 years, complete with sound effects as he worked the joy sticks atop her towering tits. 
“Get your clothes off, boys,” said Craig. When they both hesitated and blushed, he said, “You can’t fuck ‘em with your cocks in your pants.” He looked over at Tiny Titties. If his cock hadn’t been recently bled dry by Sweet Lips, he might have insisted on being the first to use her. He had a secret fetish for high school girls and humiliating his sister-in-law was an incredible thrill. 

“I know that,” said Moses, indignantly. He’d just been taken aback by the idea of getting naked in front of his parents, aunts, uncle, and sister. He’d even known this moment was coming, though his first reaction belied that. 

“Me, too,” said Ned, a claim that was not true, but necessary for the little brother to save face. He didn’t quite grasp the concept. There was a sense of superiority that came from Sweet Lips being naked while he was clothed and he wanted to retain that.  It was true that daddy was naked and mommy had been half naked, not that he looked. He didn’t even know if fucking was worth giving up that superiority, but he had to give it a try. 
With nervous glances at Kayla, the two boys stripped down. Moses young body showed the signs of puberty… a broadening chest, a 4-inch cock, and, to Tiny Titties’ excellent near vision, a few pubic hairs. The difference of a year and a half between them was clear. Ned had a 3-inch little stiffy and a little boy’s sleek, hairless body. He had just entered puberty, but hadn’t learned about playing with himself and the pleasure that entailed. 
Moses knelt between his aunt’s legs. He knew the general target area, so he poked at her pussy with his cock, not realizing her fuck hole was lower than he expected. Without the use of her arms, Tiny Titties couldn’t do anything to help and it was frustrating to both of them for him to poke in her slit without result. Little boy! I’m doing it with a little boy and he has no idea what he’s doing. This is going to suck so bad. Dammit, it’s lower. Move down. She’d never had a boy this young, so she’d never had a rider who couldn’t find the hole. 

Seeing his son was having a problem, Craig started coaching him. As soon as Moses got his cock in the right place, he slid in easily. “Aahhhh,” he gasped and shot his little load immediately. He thought it felt wonderful. Tiny Titties was disappointed. That was it?! Talk about premature ejaculation. Glad I wasn’t counting on a great fuck. 

“I fucked her,” announced the 12-year-old proudly, unaware that his performance was pathetic. “In you,” he said. “I was there. In your place… your cunt.”

Meanwhile, Ned was doing his best to fuck Sweet Lips. He’d found the right hole after daddy had shown Moses, but he was too little to stay in. He settled for rubbing his cock up and down her slit, more interested in her tits. 
“Ned,” called over Millie. “Put it in her mouth. Your cock. Put it in her mouth.”

“Yeah, right,” said Ned, dismissing mommy’s advice. What would she know about it anyway? This whole thing was suspect, not nearly as much fun as daddy and Moses had made it look. 

“Try it,” said Craig. “It’s called a blow job. Put it in her mouth and she’ll suck it.”

With some cajoling, Craig convinced Ned that they weren’t kidding. When the boy moved to position his cock for a blow job, Sweet Lips refused to open her mouth. He doesn’t want to. I don’t want to. Let’s just skip this. Isn’t it enough that I’ve got his hands all over me? 

“She’s not gonna,” said Ned. 

For a moment, Sweet Lips thought that was it, but Millie came over with a whip in her hand. “Move off her, Ned,” she said. “She’ll do it when I’m done with her.”

Yes, I will, thought Sweet Lips. She could have changed her mind right now, but it was a matter of pride. She needed Millie to make her suck her nephew’s cock. She rolled quickly to her stomach to provide her arms, back, ass, and legs as a target. As the whip lashed across her ass, Sweet Lips thought about being between a rock and a hard place. She didn’t want to give Millie the satisfaction of whipping her or the satisfaction of watching her suck Ned’s cock. What made the whipping the lesser of two evils was that she didn’t want to make it easy for Millie and she didn’t want to be the well-trained pony girl that she’d become as a result of Millie’s betrayal. 
With Craig and the boys watching, Millie whipped her sister with pleasure. After five lashes, Millie stopped. “Are you ready to suck Ned’s cock?” 
Rolling to her back again, Sweet Lips nodded and whinnied. I made my point. I’m embarrassed as hell from the looks on your faces, but I’ll blow the 11-year-old. At his daddy’s prodding, Ned got back down and knelt beside Sweet Lips’ head. She turned to him and took his cock in her mouth. Busy with him, she missed the look of satisfaction on Millie’s face. 
“Oh, wow,” said Ned as his aunt sucked on his cock. Daddy was right. This does feel really good. It’s awesome to watch her, all tied up and bobbing back and forth on my cock. He felt funny in a good way and when she started sucking harder and faster, he tensed and felt his cock squirt in her mouth. His first orgasm was an incredible feeling in his sexy aunt’s mouth. “Wow,” he said again as he leaned back and she turned her head away and swallowed. 
“That was fun, Sweet Lips,” said Millie. “I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. You just sucked off an 11-year-old. How does that feel?” She was proud that her son had managed to cum. 
“Sweet cum,” said Sweet Lips for the other ponies’ benefit. “Lasted longer than daddy and brother.” Tiny Titties responded with a whinny that her brother and sister knew was a giggle. 
At the offer by her mother to try Blue Balls, Kayla eagerly took his cock in her hands and stroked the foot long monster with both hands. It felt awesome and she thought Blue Balls was enjoying it, but she didn’t care. It was such a treat to see and feel a man’s cock that she felt like she was getting away with something. She was playing with her uncle’s cock with her mom’s permission! 

When her mom whipped Sweet Lips, Kayla took advantage of the distraction to strip from the waist down. “Kayla naked”, said Blue Balls. He looked at her pussy, covered in a tangle of pussy hair. “Doing little girl.” 
“Get down and lick me,” Kayla said, hoping nobody else heard. “Eat my pussy.” She watched with nervous delight as he knelt. Not like she didn’t have an occasional boyfriend, but she hadn’t had one she’d gotten to this point with. She gasped as his tongue touched her. He did it! He actually touched his tongue to my pussy. That has to be disgusting for him. That first touch wasn’t much physically, but she was thrilled that she’d taken a big step. It only took a few seconds for his tongue to send tingles through her body. She held his head, not wanting him to stop. 
Looking down at Blue Balls, she realized he wasn’t disgusted. He liked licking her pussy. She’d heard that boys liked doing it and even though she was making Blue Balls lick her, he enjoyed it. That made her feel special because she was sure he hadn’t enjoyed her mom’s pussy. “Ooo, yeah, eat me, big boy,” she said. “You like my pussy?” She was speaking softly and cast a glance to ensure that the rest of the family was occupied with Sweet Lips and Ned. “Fucking big pony boy likes my pussy. Want more?” She lifted her shirt so he could see her bra. Seeing she had his attention, she pulled up her bra, too, and let him see her tits. His eyes opened wide in surprise and appreciation and, unaware of her lowered inhibitions, she couldn’t believe how good it felt for Uncle Andrew to admire her B-cup tits. Before anyone else noticed, she pulled her bra and shirt back down. 

“Oh, my God,” gasped Kayla as she felt an orgasm approaching. He was tonguing, sucking and nibbling her clit. “Do it. Do it harder.” She realized she’d gotten louder and glanced over at the rest of the family. Ned appeared enamored of Sweet Lips’ tits, but everyone else was watching her. Even daddy and Moses. She felt so wicked, but she couldn’t stop now. As her orgasm hit, she moaned, “Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, fuck yes! Fucking A! Eat me, big boy! God damn!” She ground her hips against his face and looked again to see she had everyone’s attention. She blushed and managed to stay quiet as her orgasm ran its course. She thought she might collapse, but she stepped back and said, “Yeah, that was OK.” Thinking Moses looked too interested in her, she put her panties back on, but she did it slowly, surprised that it felt good to have her brother watch her. As she stared back at him, he put his underwear on. 
Not used to a fast paced day of sex, Craig and Millie sat in a pair of soft chairs to recharge and admire the ponies. The kids were still excited by the new pastime and ogled the ponies close up. Moses and Ned went to gape at Blue Balls massive cock and Kayla walked over to Tiny Titties. “So that’s why they call you Tiny Titties,” she said, circling the flat chested pony girl’s nipples with a single finger. “Those are smaller than mine.”

They weren’t, but they are now, thought Tiny Titties. You don’t have to rub it in. Gawd, I’m like a 12-year-old girl to Moses and now Kayla’s got to talk about them. On her back, she was in no position to deny Kayla the chance to touch her. 

Seeing she’d hit a nerve with the older girl, Kayla looked guiltily at the rest of her family. Moses and Ned were busy and mom and dad looked like they weren’t paying any attention. She skinned of her top, exposing her braless tits. “See?” she said softly. “Mine are bigger. I can’t believe it. I always looked up to you and now you’re just a pony girl sex toy who has to lie there nude and let me and everybody else look at you and you’re not much to look at. I even got more hair on my pussy. What? Do they shave you there? You look like a little girl. Do guys like that?”
Tiny Titties nodded to both questions. She didn’t have to shave her pussy, but she couldn’t very well explain about the laser hair removal. Hope Blue Balls is watching this. I got her top off. Nothing but her panties. What a little tart. Bet I can get her panties off, too. She thinks I should be embarrassed. What will she think about being naked with the whole family watching? She licked her lips and glanced down at Kayla’s pussy. 

“You kidding me?” said Kayla more to herself than Tiny Titties. “I think you want to lick my pussy. You as good as Blue Balls?”
Tiny Titties nodded and whinnied. 

Towering over the two boys admiring his cock, Blue Balls had a good view of Kayla as she took off her shirt and now watched as she slid down her panties. “Kayla all naked,” he said. “Worth the trip.” To his amusement, she’d checked on her parents and brothers, but paid no attention to him. His nude niece was as sexy as any 14-year-old pony girl though pussy hair was a turn off and now that she was naked, he was sure she was enjoying herself. Millie and Craig had noticed and Millie poked her husband and said something that made him blush and look away. 

She didn’t want to check again, but Kayla had the feeling that daddy and her brothers were watching. It felt deliciously naughty, like she was teasing them with her forbidden fruit. She leisurely stood and stretched and then settled herself down on Tiny Tittie’s tongue. “Holy fuck,” she gasped softly. “You’re really doing it. Fucking lezzie pony girl. Lick me good. Ohhh, man, you’re better than Blue Balls. Holy fuck, you’re in my pussy. That feels weird. You licking inside me like that. Mmm, yeah, fuck me with your tongue.”

Check this out. I win. I got her clothes off first. Tiny Titties was as excited as she’d ever been and it was because Kayla was willingly putting on a show for the whole family. Her niece was so lost in the moment that she didn’t care who was watching. She felt a sense of triumph. I’m gonna tease her and make her moan. Bet I can get her to beg. At least I gotta get her to talk louder so everybody can hear. I’m gonna lick her to orgasm with mommy and daddy watching.
Even Moses and Ned had turned their attention on their big sister. They felt like they were getting away with something as they watched the candid moment. It was like Kayla thought she was alone as she rode Tiny Titties’ face. She got more animated, moving her hips forward and back. They could only wonder what she was saying and then it was suddenly loud and clear. “Ohh, God, fucking lick that spot, pony girl. Fuck that is fantastic. Fucking fantastic. This is the best every. My God! I’m on fire. Get your tongue in there. Wiggle it. Yeah, like that. No, no, yeah, yeah, suck on my clit! God Almighty, I’m gonna cum.” 

Gasping for breath, Kayla stopped narrating her pending orgasm. She grabbed her own tits and squeezed them. Suddenly she looked skyward, stretching her body up, squeezing her tits, and  keeping her pussy in contact with the marvelous tongue. “Oh, baby! I’m cumming!” Her body shook for several seconds and then she relaxed. Suddenly self-conscious, she looked around. Everyone was watching her. To hell with it, she thought. It was worth it. Even daddy is staring. Blue Balls. My idiot brothers. That was fantastic and I don’t care if they’ve seen me with no clothes.  I wanna spend the whole camping trip like this.
Despite her thoughts, when she got up, Kayla put on her panties. She picked up her shirt and walked toward her parents. Daddy was still staring and it felt good. Reluctantly she put it on and sat down next to her mom. “Give her a try,” she said. “Better than Blue Balls.”

“Guess I’ll have to,” said Millie.

“Oh, and she hates having tiny titties, so you gotta take off your top and tease her about having big ones. She hates that.” Kayla shrugged. “Just seemed to make it more… umm… exciting.”

Nodding, Millie knew she could tease Tiny Titties about that and keep her shirt on. She’d teased Alicia plenty of times with them both dressed. Yet, with her daughter throwing down a challenge, she knew she’d have to strip completely. She had planned on doing so, but not this soon into the trip. 

“We should play with Blue Balls,” said Kayla, abruptly changing the subject. “You promised you’d make him cum and let me watch. Can we? You promised.”
“You’ve got so much energy, why don’t you do it,” said Millie. “Get that big vibrator out of the blue bag and I’ll tell you what to do.” She turned to Craig. “I think it’s about time to untie their arms. We’re gonna make Blue Balls jack off. Would you mind untying him and you can do the pony girls if you’d like.”

While Millie gave her precocious daughter instructions and lubed up the cum stick, Craig untied the big pony boy. “Don’t you try to run away,” he said to the two girls as he untied them. He’d been assured they wouldn’t be that defiant, but he didn’t believe it. 

Armed with the cum stick, Kayla nervously approached Blue Balls. She’d expected her mom to do it the first time. Her confidence grew as she saw the pony was at least as nervous as she was. She smiled softly. He didn’t want to cum for her. Was it because he didn’t want to cum or because he was going to do it for his 14-year-old niece? This was going to be fun. 

“God, just look at you,” she said as she stood staring up at him. “So big and handsome and all mine, pony boy toy. I wanna watch you cum. You like to cum?” She was pleased when he nodded and whinnied. “Feels good, huh? Like a reward for a pony boy. You’ve been a good pony boy, so I’m gonna reward you. Your 14-year-old niece.” She tingled at the look on his face. From the second she’d said reward he’d looked like cumming was anything but a reward and it culminated in a blush at the word niece.  

When did she get to be like this? She was never this mean before. Millie must have rubbed off on her. She has no problem treating me like a damn toy. Yeah, cumming is fantastic, but that doesn’t mean I want to do it for her just because she thinks that’ll be fun. 

 “I’ve never see a man jack-off and cum,” said Kayla. “So take that big cock of yours and stroke it for me. Get yourself ready to cum and then I’ll let you.”

Blue Balls unsheathed his cock and took it in one hand, stroking the entire length slowly to start. I hate this part even for strangers, but for her? Nothing short of humiliating. Millie’s just sitting there and letting her have fun with me. It feels fucking good, but I had being the entertainment and she knows it. Jacking off for a little girl. Like to get her to suck it. How about you take off your clothes for me like you did for Tiny Titties? Give a pony boy some help, huh?
Mesmerized, Kayla couldn’t take her eyes off his hand and cock. She’d never seen it, but she knew that jacking off was embarrassing. She watched and then she circled behind him, looking at his tight ass and just imagining putting the cum stick there. Coming back around front, she watched his face, noticing he was paying special attention to her. Not like he was staring off into space or looking at his naked sisters. He was staring at her. 

“Want to see me naked?” she asked teasingly. He nodded and whinnied, surprising her not just with an affirmative, but with his enthusiasm. He’s just a pony. He sees lots of naked girls. Not like I’m stripping for a special boy. Just a pony. They said he’s property. No big deal. She pulled off her shirt and basked in the lust in his eyes. 

“What a slut,” said Sweet Lips. “She naked for Blue Balls. She want it. Blue Balls have good time. Blue Balls want her naked.”

Not wanting to spoil the moment, Blue Balls didn’t reply. Yes, got this hot little girl stripping for me. Who’s the sex toy now? I’m jacking off and looking at her. Thinking about her. Mommy and daddy right there and watching her tease me. He stroked faster as she took off her panties. Might as well enjoy it. If this was anybody else, I’d be smiling like I wanted to spew on command. I’m gonna cum for her and she’s gonna be eye candy for me.
“Don’t you let him fuck you,” Millie called out. “It’s way too big for that.”

“Yeah, OK,” said Kayla, annoyed at the intrusion. She wasn’t about to let that monster in her. As she said it, she looked back to glare and saw daddy’s eyes glued on her ass. She had Moses’ and Ned’s attention, too. It’s OK for them to look. I’m teasing Blue Balls. This is between me and him and what else are they gonna look at? Yeah, I’m doing this for him and they can’t keep their eyes off me. Not like I’m doing it for them. That makes it OK. 

It was hot to have the big boy staring at her as he played with himself. He began to snort and stomp, obvious signs of excitement. She could tell he was ready to cum, but she didn’t do it right away. “Jack off for me, Blue Balls,” she said. “Fucking stroke that big cock. Get yourself all excited for me. Grown man with nothing to do but play with himself for me. This is so hot.” 

After a couple more minutes, Kayla reluctantly moved behind Blue Balls. She pulled his ass cheeks apart with one hand and aimed the cum stick with the other. It slid in easier than she expected. With her hand on the end, she stood to the side where she could see the action. “Who’s gonna cum for me? Big boy gonna cum? You can’t even help it, can you? Here it goes!” She turned on the vibrator and shivered with desire as his hand sped up even more. A thick rope of cum shot out of his cock and landed five feet in front of him. He kept going, his eyes on her as he spewed three more times, each one a thrilling arc of submission. 

For the first time since she’d seen Blue Balls, his cock was limp, but still huge. Kayla took his cock in both hands and hefted it, admiring it for its power. It was better than she imagined. He’d actually done it. She’d made him. She pulled the cum stick free and ran to Sweet Lips. “Eat me,” she hissed. 
Kneeling Sweet Lips cupped Kayla’s ass in her hands and pulled the sweet pussy to her. She went straight for the throbbing button at the top of the girl’s dripping pussy. In seconds, Kayla’s body was wracked with a powerful orgasm. When that passed, she tried to pull away, but Sweet Lips held her fast and taught her about multiple orgasms. 

The event was so arousing that Craig went to Tiny Titties and made her blow him. It was wonderful, but quick as he unloaded his lust into her hot mouth. Sated, he headed back to his chair and Millie passed him. She was naked as she strutted to Tiny Titties for satisfaction. 
After watching Kayla with Blue Balls, Moses’ cock was hard and throbbing. Kayla and daddy were too fast for him, but he wasn’t about to jack off. He glanced at Blue Balls. Daddy said he sucked cock, too, but he didn’t want to be the first. To his surprise, mommy stood up and stripped. Not just below the waist, but everything this time. He knew he shouldn’t look, but he did. “Look at that,” he said, nudging Ned. 

“Holy shit,” said Ned as he gaped at mommy. She walked right in front of them like it was nothing. “Dammit.” He gave in to his need and went to Blue Balls. “Suck me, OK?”

Smiling at the shy boy’s directness, Blue Balls knelt. He cupped the boy’s cute little ass as he sucked in the small cock. It was obvious that Ned was hot to cum, but Blue Balls made sure the 11-year-old lasted at least minute before cumming in his mouth. By then, Moses was getting a blow job from Sweet Lips and Kayla was sitting down, looking dazed but happy. Everybody was naked and nobody seemed to mind. 
By then, it was lunchtime and a sumptuous meal arrived, giving the family the chance to dress, recover, and think about what to do with the ponies next. The handlers who delivered the meal also fed the ponies and when lunch was done, it was time to abuse the ponies some more. 

“There’s something I’ve been dying to see,” said Millie to the rest of the family. It was wickedly obscene, but by now Millie had no qualms about exposing her children to the most disgusting sexual acts. “I think we’ll start with Tiny Titties. Who wants to see what most high school juniors can’t do with their mouth?”

Four hands went up, wondering what mommy had in mind. Keeping them in suspense, she started by tying Tiny Titties hands behind her back. Tiny Titties knew what Millie was about to make her do. Why does she have to keep saying high school junior? What a bitch! That’s right. I’m a 16-year-old sex toy… her little sister sold into slavery. Standing around nude for the kids to gawk at and now I’m going to do a no hands blow job on a foot long cock. That’s what most high school juniors can’t do with their mouth. Gawd, I’m going to take that big cock down my throat and they’re gonna get excited and rape us again. 

Sure enough, once Tiny Titties hands were tied, Millie ordered her to suck Blue Balls’ cock. Kneeling, she waited for Blue Balls to unsheathe his cock and then lower the towering cock down to mouth level. It took him a minute to get ready and she looked around to see the entire family crowded around for a close up view of the debasing act. 

“You don’t mean the whole thing, mom,” said Kayla. There was no place for it to go except down Tiny Titties’ throat and she didn’t think that was possible. 

“Yes, I do,” said Millie. “She’s been trained to get that much cock between her lips and down her pretty throat. You can watch her throat bulge as she gets it deep.”

“Holy fuck,” said Kayla. She looked at Blue Balls cock as if seeing it for the first time as she tried to imagine that monster in a girl’s mouth. How exciting it was to know that Aunt Alicia had never done it or even imagined it, but now Tiny Titties was going to do it because she had to. “Yeah, I wanna see that,” she said. “Choke on that big cock.”

Blue Balls had no problem getting a blow job from one of his mares. It was one of their duties as far as he was concerned. Assuming Millie didn’t use the cum stick on him, he’d get a good thrill with no embarrassment. He even considered it a reward of sorts, though that wasn’t Millie’s intent. Tiny Titties didn’t mind it and did it gladly when he asked since she knew her place. He knew that the circumstances this time were embarrassing for her, but so was almost anything when it involved Millie. 

As Kayla told her to choke on the big cock, Tiny Titties blushed. Choke on that big cock? Yeah, I used to. How sick is it that I can take it all and not choke or gag? I’m only two years old than her. She’s teasing me and I still have to give her the show of her life. How can she be so turned on? Blue Balls aimed his cock at her mouth and she opened wide. He pushed his hips forward and laced his fingers in her hair. With a slow, smooth motion, he slid his cock in her mouth and down her throat until he could go no farther. 
“Now fuck little sister’s face,” said Millie. “Show us what a pony girl’s mouth is for. Use it like a cunt. Look at that, Craig. You ever see anything like it?”

“That’s awesome,” said Craig. “It’s like the cock never ends. Man, it’s hot to see your sister reduced to this. She’s good at it now, but imagine her training. That first time a cock went deep. Bet she choked and gagged then, but now she’s a well-trained cock sucker.”

“Look at Blue Balls,” exclaimed Kayla. “He’s fucking his sister in the mouth and looks like he’s having a great time doing it. Shove it in, big boy. Make her suck it.”

Hey! I am having a good time. I do this all the time with her, thought Blue Balls. She’s good at it and it feels good. So what if she’s my sister. She’s also one of my mares. You all can get excited because you’ve never seen it before. Because she’s your sister/sister-in-law/aunt. Because she’s just 16. Man, I do love the way her lips looked around my cock, especially when I come out and her lips look like they’re coming with my cock. 

Moses reached out boldly and put his hand on Tiny Titties’ throat. “Holy cow! You can feel it going past.”After that, everyone had to take a turn feeling the massive piston fill the young pony girl’s throat over and over. 
Oh, fuck me! Nobody ever actually felt it before. You can freaking see it, can’t you? You don’t have to feel it stretch my throat open. Dammit, don’t tease me about it.

“This is so much fun, sister dear,” said Millie. “You are quite the erotic entertainer. Thank you for getting us all turned on.”

“I’m ready for more,” said Craig, eying Sweet Lips. He started to undress. 

“Wait a minute,” said Millie. “I want to show you one more thing. Blue Balls, go fuck Sweet Lips in the ass. I want to see your big sister impaled on that pole.”

Blue Balls pulled his cock out of his little sister’s lovely mouth and stepped over to Sweet Lips who had gotten on her hands and knees with her ass in the air when she heard what was going to happen. “Oh, wow,” gasped Ned. “You mean it’ll fit in there, too? That’s gross.” That didn’t keep him from moving close to watch. 

It took just a little longer for Blue Balls to get his cock past Sweet Lips’ tight pucker and sink to the hilt. She grunted lustily as the cock filled her. She felt Blue Balls hips thrust against her ass. You enjoying this, Millie? Watch me get fucked in the ass. This is what you’re here for… to embarrass us… to make us do the most disgusting things on command. You were a bitch growing up and now you’re even worse.
After a few thrusts, Craig couldn’t wait any longer. He finished stripping and pushed Tiny Titties to her back. “What a fantasy come true,” he said before he entered her. “High school girl tied up and waiting and now I’m going to rape her.” He shoved his cock into her pussy and starting fucking her. “Not just any high school girl. My goddam gorgeous sister-in-law. My little sex slave.”
When Millie told Blue Balls to stop, Kayla wrinkled her nose in disgust. “Who’s gonna clean that off,” she said, indicating his cock. “The ass fucking was hot, but that’s not.”

Millie laughed. “Yes, I guess a shitty cock isn’t much of a turn on. Sweet Lips, would you be good enough to clean that off for us?”

Clean it off with them watching? You are one sick, twisted bitch, Millie. Sure I can do it, but it’s not something you get used to. The three kids were expecting her to use soap and water, so they were astounded when she rose and turned to face the stallion and slid his cock down her throat. She made obvious sucking sounds as she cleaned off her brother’s nasty cock. “My God, straight from her ass,” gasped Kayla. “That’s nasty! What a fucking slut!”

Thirty seconds later, Sweet Lips turned her attention to Millie’s pussy and Kayla claimed Blue Balls for a good pussy licking. Moses and Ned waited for daddy to finish and then Moses fucked Tiny Titties while Ned got a blow job. 

When they were finished, there was no excuse to get dressed, so everyone stayed naked. That made it easier whenever they decided to make a return trip to the available ponies. They spent the rest of the afternoon getting satisfied multiple times. 
After dinner, Millie and Craig tied the ponies’ hands to suspension ropes hanging from frames specifically to hang the ponies by their arms, leaving them vulnerable for a different kind of fun. “That looks pretty hot just hanging like that,” said Craig, admiring the pony girls with their arms stretched up. “It’s even hot to have your brother helpless and waiting for the whip.” He was thinking about how exciting it was to be able to whip them with no guilt and no one to judge them. 

Of course she’d have to do this, thought Sweet Lips. Daddy used to protect me from her or else she would have bruised me when we were kids. Now there’s nothing we can do.  They’ll whip us until they’re done no matter what we do. The worse thing is giving Millie the satisfaction of whipping us just for fun. I’ll bet she’s been waiting all day to do this.  
The two adults each got a whip and Millie lashed Sweet Lips while Craig put red stripes on Tiny Titties. It really turned him on to be able to do anything he wanted to the teen. She squirmed and grunted and snorted in obvious discomfort and pain, but that was half the fun. 

The kids gathered around to watch, wishing there were more than two whips. When Kayla got her hands on one of the whips, she lashed Blue Balls back and legs, getting quite good at landing the whip with a painful blow. The boys traded off whipping the two pony girls. That, of course, led to another bout of sexual activity where Kayla teased Blue Balls as he ate her, saying he was thanking her for a good whipping. 
The next morning after breakfast, while Millie and Kayla were still getting ready, Craig occupied the boys. He strung up Tiny Titties again. The stretch showed off her well-toned body. He caressed her intimately as he said, “See, boys, there’s nothing like a helpless woman. She can’t do anything to stop us. Go ahead, touch her anywhere you want. Who cares if she likes it or not? She’s here just for us to enjoy.” As he toyed with her nipples and pussy, he watched Moses and Ned feel up the teen, check out her ass, explore her pussy, and enjoy her smooth skin.  They may never get the chance to do this again, though they might get plenty of chances since Craig was already thinking about an annual visit to the pony farm. He just didn’t know how to broach the subject without sounding like he thought pony girls were the sexiest thing he’d ever seen, especially Tiny Titties. 
“Step back, boys,” said Craig after letting them spend several illicit minutes with their aunt. He picked up a heavy flogger and lashed her back. “Nothing like whipping a girl either.” He worked up and down her back and ass, turning it a nice shade of pink. “Just want to get her warmed up so she’s a good pony today. And, I just love spanking a girl’s bare bottom.” Not that he’d actually done it before yesterday, but he’d fantasized about it. 

Spanking my bare bottom, thought Tiny Titties. The asshole really has a thing for me and not in a good way. High school girl. Sister-in-law. 16-years-old. Tied and helpless. It’s like the perfect storm. Teaching the boys how to treat a girl. Dammit, don’t you think that’s enough yet? 
When he had her squirming in pain, he handed the flogger to Moses. “Give it a try,” he said. “Whip her wherever you want. Have a good time with the helpless bitch.”

Moses started reluctantly, but quickly decided he liked it as much as daddy. “She wasn’t even naughty,” he grinned. “It’s cool doing it just because we can. Take this, bitch. And this. Bare bottom spanking and you got a nice bottom.”

Fuck, did he have to pick up on calling me a bitch? I’m not a dog, I’m a freaking pony. You little asshole. How can you do this to your aunt? You’re as bad as your daddy. Wait ‘til Angela finds out what you like to do with girls. Tie and spank naked girls. 
When Ned got a turn, he said, “You already did her all over back here. Can I do her in front?” Daddy nodded and the 11-year-old moved to the pony girl’s front where he eyed her lasciviously as he chose his target. He started whipping her tummy and then her tiny titties. “Yeah, this is great,” he said. “Bet that hurts, but she’s just standing there. Can’t do anything, can you, bitch?” He started on her pussy and thighs and then Craig took the flogger from him. He’d had a longer turn than Moses and was thoroughly enjoying himself with no end in sight. 

“Let’s get them hitched up,” said Craig. “Give daddy a hand and then we’ll go for a ride. The two of you can take out Sweet Lips. Mommy and Kayla want to ride Blue Balls and I’ll take Tiny Titties.” He got the 16-year-old down and harnessed her first, showing the boys how to do it. They were more help with Sweet Lips and Blue Balls and by then, mommy and Kayla were ready. 

“Tiny Titties OK?” asked Blue Balls. She was pink all over. 

“OK,” said Tiny Titties. “I pull OK. I fuck for them. Craig so mean to Tiny Titties. I special for him.”

“I see special,” said Blue Balls. “He pick you most. Naughty old man.”

“I think poop-in-head make them more naughty,” said Sweet Lips. Poop-in-head was their name for Barti because he put shit in their head. “Mommy and daddy not care she have sex. Not care boys fuck. Not care how she dress,” she finished as Kayla and Millie came out of a tent. 

Blue Balls whinnied with delight. “She not wear long. She my treat. Young slut.”

Craig eyed the two girls, wondering what had taken them so long to get dressed. Not like they were wearing much. They had on a little make up and had brushed their hair, but their clothing wasn’t enough to take up a lot of time. They both wore skimpy bikinis, Millie looking like she was going to fall out of hers and Kayla wearing a suit that he’d never let her out of the house in. The tops had a tie at the back of their neck and a tie across their back and the bottoms had two ties at their hips. He decided what had taken so long was the need to slather sunscreen on nearly every inch of their bodies. 

“Don’t you two look sexy,” said Craig. “Ready for a day with the ponies, I see.” He was thinking about how quickly the girls could strip when they stopped for sex. He and the boys were overdressed. 

“Daddy! Don’t call me sexy,” said Kayla, preening despite her protest. She looked at Blue Balls and knew he thought she was sexy, too.
“I set out clothes for you and the boys,” said Millie. “They’re on your beds. Go put them on so you’re ready, too. We’ll wait for you.”
A few minutes later Craig and the boys were wearing Speedo briefs, tight little suits that showed a bulge in front. Their bodies glistened with sunscreen, too. 

“Wow, aren’t you sexy,” teased Kayla. She was surprised at how sexy her brothers looked. She’d seen them naked yesterday, but they looked better wearing the cute little suits. Her mom had said that wearing a little something was better than nothing at all and now she understood what mom meant and why daddy had called her sexy. She was!

“Hot little girl,” said Blue Balls. “She gonna get naked for me.”

“For us, too,” said Sweet Lips. “Hot slut. Millie naughty mommy.”

“We make boy cocks hard and we see them,” said Tiny Titties. “So tight. All family sluts today. We get ride hard.”

“Follow me,” said Sweet Lips. “We go Sweet Lips sex place.”

As they set off, the riders tried to set the order, but Sweet Lips, as the older mare, took the lead, followed by Tiny Titties and Blue Balls in the rear where he could watch his mares and make sure they were safe. It was instinctive, just like a herd of horse, for him to worry about another stallion stealing them away though that couldn’t really happen. The order suited the boys who were soon whooping loudly as they whipped the pony girl. 

They took the long way to the place where Sweet Lips entertained riders. The three ponies pulled their carts in and circled around before they stopped on the outer edge. They were breathing heavily and covered in sweat. 

“Are we doing it here?” asked Moses as the other two carts came to a halt. He was already out of the cart. 

“I guess so,” said Craig. “They said the ponies know where to go. Got a mind of their own. I gave up trying to steer.”

“You were trying to steer?” said Millie. “The wrangler said you can make them go faster or slower, but you can’t steer. They know their way around.” She got down and circled in front of Blue Balls. “Fuck, little brother, that looks hot. I love making a man work hard. Such a big strong boy all sweaty for me. You really bulked up. I love those muscles.”

“I like his ass,” said Kayla. “Tight buns all the way here.” She grabbed his ass with both hands. “Do I turn you on, big boy?”

“Kayla, don’t ask that,” said Millie, reprovingly. “He’s a fucking pony. It doesn’t matter what he thinks. You’d give a dead man a hard on, sweetie, and Blue Balls is horny all the time, remember? No way to tell if he’s turned on by you or not.”

The 14-year-old gave Blue Balls a sly smile. “I think he can get hornier. Not that it matters. He’ll cum when we say so, right?”
“That’s right, now help me get him unharnessed unless you want to climb up on his face. You can go first this time.”

Craig was ready to pound nails with his cock, but he took the time to unharness Tiny Titties and help the boys with Sweet Lips while Millie unharnessed Blue Balls. They all unhitched the ponies from the carts, but they left their hands tied behind them. 
“See cocks?” said Tiny Titties. “Ned got a hard on. Moses, too. Craig look naughty.”

“Yes, we hot ponies,” said Sweet Lips. “No surprise. Millie and Kayla wet maybe.”

Kayla’s suit fell off in seconds as she tugged all four bow knots. She pushed Blue Balls onto his back before he could even express his delight to his mares and sat down on his face like sitting in a saddle. She could look down in his eyes as his talented tongue went to work. I don’t care if he’s a pony or not. The look in his eyes is fantastic. She cupped her small tits to tease him and pulled at her nipples as she got excited. It turns me on to have him tell me I’m sexy with his eyes. I’m teasing him with my body. I am sexy and there isn’t a damn thing he can do about it except look. God! I’m naked and teasing a grown man and nothing mom can say. 
Craig fucked Tiny Titties, taking his time to enjoy her warm wet pussy. This time he noticed she was a better fuck that he’d ever had before. She moved her hips sensually and squeezed his cock with her pussy. It was certainly better than his wife and better than any other woman he’d bedded. She was a whore doing her best to please him, but she was also his sister-in-law submitting to him because she was totally fucked. 
Tiny Titties knew what she was doing. So many men say I’m best fuck ever and then go back to their wife. What’s it like for them to fuck her after me? Look at him. He’s in heaven. I’ll give him the best I can and then be happy thinking about Millie disappointing him night after night.  

Moses and Ned double teamed Sweet Lips. Moses preferred to fuck and Ned liked to cum in a pony’s mouth. He was too small to get any pleasure out of a pussy, but all the ponies had as tight a mouth as it took.

When Kayla finished, Millie knelt over Blue Balls. To hell with what anybody thinks. I gotta do this. She unsheathed the big cock and stroked it, feeling the immense power of the tool. Then, she leaned closer and ran her tongue up his cock. 

“Mom,” said Kayla. “You’re not gonna suck it, are you?”

“Quiet,” said Millie. “You should give it a try. Just watch.” She enjoyed the salty taste of a warm, hard cock. She figured she was really teasing Blue Balls since he wouldn’t be allowed to cum. Laving every inch of it, she cleaned the sweat off and then sucked on the top two inches while she stroked the rest of it. She’d thought about it all night long. It was the biggest cock she’d ever seen and she just had to have it inside her. With it slick with her spit, she squatted down on it and worked the head into her pussy. “How about that, little brother. You’re just a fucking cock for me. I’ll let you a little way inside and ride you, but you don’t get to cum.”

She wished Kayla wasn’t watching, but she couldn’t do anything about it. She glanced at her daughter and saw her two sons behind Kayla. All three of them were watching mommy fuck herself on a foot of cock. She didn’t care. Turning her attention back to Blue Balls, she worked about half his cock in her. “Damn, that’s a big cock,” she said huskily. “Hits the spot. Nothing like using a big pony cock. Ooo, this is gonna be good.” She rose up and down, slowly stretching her pussy.
“Horny mommy. Riding Blue Balls. Millie slut cum on brother’s cock,” said Sweet Lips. 

Her family was watching, but she managed to keep that in the back of her mind until Craig said, “What are you guys looking at?”

“Mommy,” said Moses. 

“She’s on his cock,” said Ned. 

“She’s fucking herself. He’s in her pussy,” said Kayla. 

“Get away from there,” said Craig as he came over and verified their story. 

“No, let them watch,” gasped Millie. “It’s OK. We all watch each other.” She could hardly chase them away since she had watched all of them have sex with the ponies. With one hand gripping Blue Balls’ cock about halfway down, she managed to keep the depth to about six inches. The girth was incredible. After a couple of minutes, she started bouncing up and down, taking him hard and fast. She thought about the show she must be putting on, fucking herself with wild abandon, her tits bouncing in rhythm to her fucking. It just didn’t matter anymore. Let them think what they wanted. It was even pretty obvious that Blue Balls was enjoying being used in this fashion. 
“I being used,” said Blue Balls, eliciting whinnies of giggles from the pony girls. Not that I ever wanted to fuck this bitch, but it’s pretty damn satisfying now. She can’t resist the feel of a big cock. She’s fucking out of control. Doesn’t care that she’s on her brother’s cock. 

“Oh, God, oh, God,” gasped the mother of three as she felt her orgasm approaching. She’d never felt anything like it. “This is what a pony is for,” she said. “I got you a big damn cock and you know how to use it. Fuck, this is great.” As she came, she accidently let about eight inches of cock into her pussy and it felt wonderful as she took as much cock as she could. 
“That was cool, mommy,” said Ned when it was obvious she was done. 

“No, that was hot, Ned,” said Moses. He blushed. “I mean, you were really sexy, mommy. Thanks for letting us watch.” He stepped away, a hand over his hard on. Tiny Titties was the closest pony girl, so he made her suck him off. 

“God, mom,” said Kayla. “That was awesome. I guess I never thought… I mean, you’re sure not a prude. I can’t believe what I just saw and it was beautiful.”

“Thank you, Kayla,” panted Millie. “You all didn’t have to stare, but at least you enjoyed it. I just had to give that big cock a try and it’s not like I could sneak off and do it.”

 Craig knew it was hypocritical, but he didn’t like it one bit. He’d fucked his sisters-in-law, but he’d never thought his wife would dare put that big cock in her pussy. She hated her brother and she’d just had sex with him. And it was an assault on his manhood to know that she’d enjoyed the big cock more than she’d ever enjoyed his. He could never match that. He quietly stewed, trying to convince himself it was only fair. 
They harnessed the ponies and set off for a long run that ended up back at the campsite for more sex and then lunch. Over lunch, Kayla said, “Wow, mom’s a wild woman. You just never think of a mom doing all this stuff.”
“I never thought of you doing all this stuff either,” countered Millie. 

“I never thought you’d let me,” said Kayla. “This is the best vacation ever.” I feel so alive. We’re doing things mom and dad would never let me do and it’s OK with them. 
“Yeah, me and Ned want to do it again next year,” said Moses. 

“That would be fine with me,” said Craig, glad someone else had brought it up. “We could do it every year at the same time of year so the ponies can look forward to being ours for a few days.” He tried to make it sound like torment for the ponies rather than pleasure for himself. 
“What a good idea,” said Millie, her husband’s words striking a wicked chord in her. “I can just imagine them thinking about it all year long knowing that we’re coming back over and over. It’ll be like a pony time share. I’ll tell Viktor when we get back.”
In the afternoon, they hitched up the ponies and rode them to Tiny Titties’ private area. While Craig and the boys took turns with the pony girls, Millie and Kayla again had Blue Balls to themselves. After watching her mom ride his cock in the morning, Kayla had had enough time to work up the nerve to try it herself. With a looked that dared her mom to say something, she started licking Blue Balls unsheathed cock. It felt so nasty and naughty that it turned her on to hold the throbbing shaft in her hands and lick it. 

Watching Kayla pluck her tiny suit off again, Blue Balls was surprised when she got close to his cock. He felt a surge of desire as the girl ran her tongue up his cock. Fuck, yeah! Got her licking my cock and mommy’s right there watching. What’s gotten into Millie that she’d let her daughter lick my cock? No complaint here though. Look at that sweet face, so thrilled to lick my cock. She has no idea this is like a dream come true. How is it bad at all to have them using us? It sure feels like I’m taking advantage of her. Now if she’ll just ride my cock. Holy fuck! Imagine that. 
“You like that, sweetie?” asked her mom, turning tacit permission into clear approval. “Lick it all over and feel him pulse in your hands. Tease him with your tongue. Get him all slick for me and then I’ll ride him again.”

With no intention of giving up her turn with his cock, Kayla just kept licking. Fat chance. This is my turn and I’m getting him ready for me. Doesn’t she know what I’m about to do? Dammit, what if she stops me from cumming on his cock? What if licking it is OK, but riding it isn’t? I am so turned on right now, but what can I do if she says no? Lastly, she sucked on the purple helmet, marveling at the taste of his precum. When she was ready, she squatted down over his erection and looked at her mom, wondering if her mom would object now. 
“Oh, God, sweetie,” said Millie when she saw what her daughter intended. “You want to ride him?”

“Yeah, I wanna give his big cock a try. Do you think I can?” asked the nervous teen. “Will it fit?”  Will you let me try?
“It’ll fit all right,” said Millie. She looked at her daughter and knew the feeling. Kayla was obviously as excited as she’d been this morning. It was a once in a lifetime event. Shouldn’t I stop her? Jesus Christ, she’s gonna let him take her virginity? With me watching. I should say no, but how could I? It’s more than I expected. Way more than just letting the ponies lick her. This is going all the way. And I have to let her. At least I can help her, too. “You’ll stretch, but it will take some work. Let me go first and his cock will be super slippery with my juices all over it. It’ll be easier for you.”

Kayla considered the offer. Blue Balls cock never seemed to get soft, so it wasn’t like her mom would use him up and leave nothing for her. The promise of it being super slippery and easier sounded like a good idea. Her mom wasn’t going to try to stop her; in fact, her mom was going to help. “OK,” she said and moved to the side. 

Squatting atop the flagpole between Blue Balls’ legs, Millie worked his cock in quickly. The boys came to watch right at the end, thrilled to watch mommy as a sexual being. Kayla watched nervously as the family gathered around. I should have gone first. Then I’d be almost ready to cum and get it over with. Now everyone is going to watch me put it in, ride it, and cum. She already thought she was going to get away with something and now the thought of daddy and the boys watching made her pussy and tits tingle even more. I’m going to fuck myself on that. Put on a show like mommy is. And they’re all gonna watch. Daddy’s always so worried about my boyfriends and now he’s gonna watch me fuck myself! Maybe I’m glad I waited. 
When Millie came and Blue Balls’ cock was free, Kayla moved into position. “Holy fuck,” said Moses. “Kayla’s gonna do it, too.” He’d never admit how sexy he thought his sister was and now the idea of watching her having wild, unrestrained sex was too good to be true. 

“Take your time, sweetie,” said Millie. “He’s big and you need to stretch yourself. Do it slow.”
Craig watched in disbelief as his daughter rubbed the huge cock against her pussy with her mom’s approval and advice. What can I say to stop her? I can’t let her do this after I’ve protected her for so long… but we’re on an anything-goes vacation. She’s already done more than I ever imagined I’d let her do at 14. I didn’t just let her, I set her up and encouraged her. I can’t play the role of protective father and get Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties to satisfy my every desire. Jesus, I’m gonna stand here and let her do it. Look at her perched on the top of his cock. She’s a beautiful and sexy girl; the kind of girl that I’d love to get my hands on, if only she wasn’t my daughter. Nothing I can do now except settle down and be a voyeur watching high school freshman put on a freaking hot show. 
There was no turning back once she’d started rubbing the cock on her pussy. Everyone knows what I’m going to do and I can’t back down—not that I want to, but what if I have to? There’s no way the cock is going to fit. She pushed down, feeling the cockhead expand the opening to her love tunnel, but it was still too big. It hurt and she wondered how it could be worth it. It looked like mom had the best imaginable orgasm, better than when she got her pussy licked and Kayla knew that felt pretty damn good. 
“That’s good, sweetie,” said Millie. “You’re making progress. Keep doing that.”

With that encouragement, Kayla’s concerns faded. She grit her teeth. I gotta stretch myself. I gotta get it in me. I’ll never forgive myself if I never find out what it feels like to cum on his cock. I’ll never live it down if I chicken out now. Keep doing this. I am getting bigger down there. I can feel me opening up. Just a few more minutes. God, I hope it’s worth it. 

“How come it’s taking so long,” said Ned. 

“Shut up,” said Moses, not wanting his impatient little brother to spoil the moment. “She’s probably a virgin. Never had a cock there and she’s tight and he’s big. She’ll get it in. Then she’ll be a wild woman.”

Kayla blushed at the description. I am a virgin. Am I about to become a wild woman? Why is he looking at me like that? Does this turn him on? Daddy looks like he can’t wait. Blue Balls wants me on his cock. Mommy’s watching. Only Ned is getting bored. Well, I’ll show him. Almost there and then wild woman.

Blue Balls was merely a spectator, but he was a happy spectator. Can’t believe it. She’s working so hard to get my cock in her. I’m gonna get to fuck her. She wants it so bad, she’s gonna ride me. I couldn’t ask for more. Who’s being used now? Fuck, even her dad is watching with lust. He wants to see a little girl ride a cock and he doesn’t care if it’s his own daughter. 
“It’s in,” she gasped as she felt the head push into her pussy an inch. Trying to look like she did this every day, she grit her teeth and bore down, finding that every inch was an ordeal as the massive cock worked deeper and deeper. She yelped as her hymen broke, a sharp pain worse than the ache of stretching herself, but it faded quickly. She rose up and went back down, disappointed that she only had about three inches of cock in her. It certainly felt like more. 
Craig had moved behind her where he could imagine she was a faceless young girl. He was at an angle where he could see a small tit, her narrow hips, and her athletic body—the body of a high school freshman. She was putting on a show, enjoying both the cock and the audience. He didn’t care at all that he had a hard on watching her. 

“She’s doing it,” said Moses in awe. He looked under his sister to where he could see her pussy stretched open. “Fuck yourself, Kayla.”

Ned’s interest returned and he watched from the front as Kayla went up and down a few times. To his disappointment, her tits didn’t bounce like mommy’s did. “Yeah, fuck yourself, Kayla,” he echoed his brother. 

“You can get more in,” said Millie. “Keep going. Up and down like that to make him slick with your pussy juices. Keep him slippery and keep pushing. When you get six inches in, then you can really fuck yourself.”

Starting to feel the reward of a big cock, Kayla noticed that where the cock had been didn’t hurt anymore. Where it was going hurt now, but she knew that would pass. She felt like she could ride him to a great orgasm just like this, but she wanted more. She pushed harder, bearing the pain as she took the next three inches quickly. He’s in me. My God, this is fantastic. So this is what it feels like to fuck. I’m so full and my clit is on fire. Up and down. God, that feels weird going out. Ahh, back in feels great.
As she loosened up, Kayla felt the tingling grow to a demanding urgency. She sped up, becoming the wild woman that Moses wanted to see. Even the 14-year-old’s little tits bounced a bit for Ned. “Fuck me, Blue Balls,” she gasped as she rode him. “Use that big cock and make me cum. This is what a pony boy is for.” With one hand on his cock, she picked up Blue Balls’ hand with the other and put it on her tit. Taking the hint, he put both his hands there, fondling her tits eagerly. Yeah, this is what a pony boy is for. For riders to pleasure. Let 14-year-old girls ride my cock while I squeeze their tits. Watch this, mommy and daddy. Your daughter’s a slut and she’s giving me just what I want. 
Kayla couldn’t believe how sexy she felt to have everyone mesmerized by her show. Just riding his cock felt glorious and then her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks. “Yeeahhh, I’m fucking cumming,” she squealed. Stars and fireworks filled her vision as her body tensed and jerked. She kept pounding the cock deep into her pussy, trying to get as much pleasure out of it as she could. 

“Do it, sweetie,” said Millie. “It’s the best ever. Enjoy yourself.”

“Fucking A,” said Moses. 

Craig couldn’t conceal his throbbing hard on. Kayla was still cumming when he stepped away and plunged his cock into Tiny Titties’ pussy so he could rape a high school girl. 
As her orgasm wound down, Kayla noticed her brothers’ rampant cocks and saw daddy already busy with Tiny Titties. It felt strange that she’d gotten that reaction out of daddy and the boys. They’d done the same when mommy fucked Blue Balls yesterday and she’d enjoyed their eyes on her just now, but she hadn’t thought about giving them all hard ons. She watched their cute little butts hurry off as Moses mounted Sweet Lips and Ned fed his cock to her mouth. 

Dismounting Blue Balls’ cock, Kayla at straddling his stomach with his cock rising up behind her. He still had his hands on her tits as she smiled dreamily. He’s so turned on by me. He’s enjoying feeling me up and it feels good. Hot damn, he made me a woman and it was fantastic. I just need a little something more. She leaned forward, her tits pressed against his chest and her head resting on his shoulder. His arms wrapped around her. Yes, that’s what I need. Pony boy or not, I need him to hold me now. 
Millie wanted to tell her daughter not to snuggle with the pony boy, but she knew how Kayla felt. She’d resisted the urge to be held. She didn’t want Craig to hold her after she’d just cum for Blue Balls and she didn’t want Blue Balls to do it either. Kayla looked so contented like that, so Millie left and used Sweet Lips tongue as soon as Ned was finished with her. With Moses still pounding into the pony girl, Millie sat facing him where she could watch Sweet Lips’ violation by a 12-year-old, not minding that Moses now had two sexy women to ogle.  

Moses was already close to cumming when his mom started riding Sweet Lips face. Holy cow! That’s hot. Like when Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties licked each other, but this is mommy. Fuck, her tongue is really in mommy’s pussy. I can’t believe I get to stare at mommy. She’s got nice tits and she’s having sex right in front of me. This is gonna be a great cum.
When everyone was done and resting, Millie made the two pony girls make out with each other and go down on each other just to embarrass them. Kayla, Moses, and Ned thought it was hot to watch two girls, sisters even, have sex with each other. Kayla thought it was just the most taboo thing the ponies could do and they had to do it even if they didn’t like it. 

The third day was more of the same. For the riders, it came to an end all too soon. For the ponies, it was a relief to get back to their stall. The novelty of performing for their wicked half-sister and her family had worn off and the humiliation faded, but the frantic pace had never given them a chance to catch their breath it seemed. At least they had a few days to themselves as a reward for a job well done. 

Viktor, being the ruthless man he was, enjoyed the betrayal inflicted upon the three ponies. Getting Millie to return had been the icing on that cake. They’d settled down into a nice little herd, only to be reminded of the betrayal. He also had a taste for revenge, even if it wasn’t his own. No sooner had Millie, Craig, Kayla, Moses, and Ned said goodbye to the ponies than they were whisked off to become ponies themselves. 

Telling the kids their parents had some business to take care of, Viktor took Craig and Millie with him and left the three kids alone in a room. Four big men grabbed Craig and pulled him into a soundproofed room while his wife gaped in horror. “What are you doing?” she yelled when three men grabbed her. “Let me go! Let me go!”

Struggling, Millie found herself in a room while two men held her and the third stripped her. “What are you doing?” she demanded, though her mind had already jumped back to the memory that Anita, Andrew, and Alicia had gone from riders to ponies in just minutes. “Get away from me. Don’t you dare make me a pony!” 

Spider just laughed as he tied her arms behind her. She cursed and struggled to no avail and then he stood her up, naked and bound. The other two men left the room now that she was helpless. “Let me go this instant!”

The trainer slapped her soundly. “You know ponies don’t get to talk. Shut up and smile.”

“I will do no such thing,” said Millie. 
With a smile, Spider got the leather strap. He did so much enjoy using it on an errant pony. “Don’t’ you dare,” she said as he bent her over. He’s going to do it. He’d going to hit me with that wicked strap. This is gonna hurt. “Eeaaaaa,” she screamed as a two-inch wide red stripe appeared on her ass in an instant. 

She was so outraged, she couldn’t help herself. “This is a mistake. This isn’t part of the deal this time. Get the fuck away from me.” He hit her bare ass as hard as he could again. “Eeeeaaaa” It felt like her ass was on fire now with a four-inch bright red stripe . “Stop that!”

Spider shook his head reprovingly. He’d never had a pony keep talking after two of those swats. There was almost no room on her ass anymore since he didn’t want to hit the same place twice and risk bruising her. Still, he swatted her a third time, making her entire ass red. This time Millie seemed to get the message, though she was red-faced with anger. “Viktor thinks you should get a taste of your own medicine,” he said. “You wanted your siblings like this, so now it’s your turn.”

“What about my children?”

“You are one slow learner,” he said. He put aside the strap and picked up a cattle prod. Pushing it against her left tit, he pushed the button. 

“Gaaahhhh,” gasped Millie at the surge of electric pain. My God! I’m going to be trained with pain. He’ll make it hurt until I obey. I’ll have to obey.
“I can keep doing that all day and I can make it even worse. Now shut the fuck up!”

Millie’s eyes flashed with anger. She wanted to tell Spider what was going to happen to him, but she’d had enough. I’ll have his ass for this. I’ll have Viktor’s ass for this. He won’t be able to hide. I paid him good money to betray my siblings. He’s doing this just for spite. I’ll pay him to let us go or I’ll have lawyers all over him. He can’t get away with turning me into a pony… a slave… a sex toy. What about my children? Is he going to try to turn them into ponies, too? 

Expressing her anger with stomps and grunts, Millie looked to Spider like an upset pony now that she was quiet. He harnessed her and put her in five-inch heels. “Actually, you’re a little old to be a pony girl, but after a little surgery, we’ll find some riders who’ll take you out. I think Kayla, I mean Naughty Girl, will be quite popular.”

“No!” shrieked Millie. “Let her go. Don’t…” She looked down in horror as he put the tip of the prod to her right tit. “Eeeeaaaahhh,” she screamed. 
“Oops,” said Spider, “I forgot the gag.” He grinned as he put the bit gag in to finally silence her. He hadn’t forgotten; he just figured he could get another outburst from her. Then, he grabbed her tits. “A little saggy, but not bad. Don’t like this? Don’t worry, you’ll get used to strange men and woman using you. You’re worried about your children, but you corrupted them for the last three days. Now they know what’s expected of a pony. They’ll be easier to train, Big Boobs.” 
It took Big Boobs a few seconds to realize that was her name. She looked down, trying to imagine boobs the size of Sweet Lips standing out proud with no sag and whimpered piteously. I’ll be a bimbo. All the men will want to grab them. I have to get a chance to talk to Viktor. He’s got to have a price. 

Craig put up a similar fight, but fell silent after two swats. He shuddered as he thought about the things they’d made Blue Balls do. Pulling a cart for our pleasure. Sucking Ned’s cock. Eating pussy on demand. Letting him have only one orgasm and that was just to humiliation him. Whipping him. I won’t let that happen to me. They won’t be able to train me. Fuck, I’ll bet Andrew thought the same thing. All the ponies think that. I don’t want to learn how you train someone to be a submissive, obedient pony whore.
No Balls was harnessed and standing docilely as the three men that had helped Dutch strip and tie him brought in Moses and Ned, now Clueless and Dangly. Fuck, no! They’re already harnessed like ponies. They must be scared out of their wits. And, I’m no help. Don’t look at me like that, Moses. Daddy can’t help you no matter how much I want to. 

“Whinny for me,” Spider told Big Boobs. “Whinny and nod. That’s how a pony says yes.”
The brand new pony glared at him and he waved the cattle prod. Frightened, she gave him a weak whinny. He almost touched the tip of the prod to her hip and she whinnied better and nodded her head. She jumped from the powerful shock. My God! That’s how they train a pony? That fucking hurts. I can’t take it. I have to. She whinnied with feeling. 

“That’ll take some work, but that’s good for now. Always nice to have an obedient pony girl. Oh good, here’s Naughty Girl now.”

Turning, Big Boobs saw the 14-year-old pony girl come in, taking tiny steps in four-inch heels. Tears ran down Naughty Girl’s cheeks. Any hope she had left vanished when she saw her mom. She let them position her next to Big Boobs. 

“Big Boobs, show Naughty Girl how a pony girl says yes,” said Spider, waving the cattle prod menacingly. 

Defiantly, Big Boobs whinny unenthusiastically and nodded. She immediately regretted the lack of enthusiasm as he put the tip of the prod to her pussy. No, no, not there! “Eeeeee haaaaa,” she screamed as Spider shocked her. Blushing, she whinnied like Spider wanted and nodded. Don’t think ill of me, Kayla. I made him shock me twice now. I just couldn’t take it. I had to whinny. 

“Your turn, Naughty Girl. Do it just like mommy did.”

Trying to imagine what a shock to her pussy might feel like, Naughty Girl got the message and whinnied the best she could on the first try. Like so many ponies before her, she figured there would be a better time to rebel against this nightmare. I’ll play along and then when their guard is down, I’ll escape. 
So they stayed a secret, the five new ponies were put in the isolation barn where sick ponies were usually kept. The girls were taken to one stall and the boys to another. They were on display for each other and the trainers, but at least there wasn’t a host of ponies and stable hands to gawk at them. They could only share their mutual misery with looks that varied from defiant to defeated. Big Boobs wondered with dread if Viktor really did gang bang the ponies on their first day. It had been fun to imagine her siblings, but not she hoped he’d just been kidding. 
After an hour, Big Boobs, Naughty Girl, Clueless, and Dangly were put in the stocks. Big Boobs was horrified at what she knew was going to happen. Naughty Girl was right next to her and she had seen Clueless and Dangly positioned similarly in the other stall. They’re just children. I don’t want to be gang raped, but the kids will be devastated. Dutch tethered No Balls between the stalls where could only watch a parade of men and boys rape every hole on the new ponies for two hours. That was what Viktor liked to do with the husband and father of a family that he had captured. No Balls would be spared the rape, the whipping, the cocksucking, and the cart pulling. He was just there to torment with the knowledge that his family was seriously fucked. After a week, he’d be put down. Viktor had no use for a man his age in the stable of ponies. 
Breaking the usual routine of a couple of weeks of training first, Big Boobs went into surgery the next day. She came out unable to speak or see in the distance, easily able to walk on her toes, and sporting boobs bigger than Sweet Lips. To her utter humiliation, the huge EE tits still stood up firm and round, inviting anyone to touch them. I teased Sweet Lips about hers. Is this what I get for that? My tits are ridiculously big. How can they even stand up like that? 

No Balls went it that afternoon. In addition to surgery on his eyes, voice box, and ankles, he was gelded. In shame, he thought, I hope no one notices my empty ball sac. My God, they’re gone and they’re not something you can’t put them back. I’m fixed, neutered, gelded. I’m not a man anymore. What will they think of me? If they did notice, at least the other ponies pretended not to. I thought my name was just an insult and now it’s a description. 
The next day, Naughty Girl went under the knife, getting the same surgery as Big Boobs except for the big boobs. With her still developing, they wouldn’t screw with her rack until she was older. She kept her B-cup tits. There were plenty of riders who liked young girls with small tits. After his surgery, Clueless was stunned. You can do that to a boy? I won’t ever get to cum again? Was he serious that I’d be a soprano with a little dick for the rest of my life? And tits? How could they give a guy tits? They’re like Naughty Girl’s tits and she’s got nice ones. They don’t belong on me. Dangly was left with the littlest dangly cock in the family. My cock won’t get any bigger? Ever? I’ll be a pony boy as big as Blue Balls but with a little boy’s cock and tits the size of Tiny Titties? 

 “Think of yourselves as girls with a dangly bit,” said Spider as he gloated over the boys’ gains and losses. They’d never have to pull a cart, but he still said, “Some riders like little boys with little tits and little cocks. We just like fucking with you.”

Revenge couldn’t wait too long, so by the end of the week, it was time for them to taste the bitter fruit. The five new ponies had recovered from surgery and bruising had faded. They had no training aside from some work on the treadmill. No idea about the culture of the herd. Hardly any time even to adjust to the knowledge that they were screwed for life. 

Before his evil family was introduced to Blue Balls as new members of his herd, Viktor had a chat with Skittish, the head mare. “Something special’s about to happen, baby girl,” he said. “You just let it happen. It’s a surprise for Blue Balls, Sweet Lips, and Tiny Titties, but I’m not sure how they’ll react. I expect you to encourage them to enjoy their surprise.”
“What surprise. Ponies no like surprises,” complained Skittish. 

Viktor laughed. “That’s why we’re talking now. It won’t be a surprise for you, baby girl. Blue Balls and the others just got worked hard by their family. I suppose they told you about it.”

“Say some. They embarrassed. Have mean family.”

“Well, that mean family are my newest ponies,” he said. 

“You make them pony?” said Skittish, in disbelief. “Five ponies? You no need new pony.”

“You’re wrong about that. I’ve got plenty of business to keep two new mares busy. I’m adding them to your herd and I expect you to make sure they get used hard when they arrive.”

“Skittish herd big enough. What Skittish do with five ponies?”

“Three geldings and two mares,” said Viktor. “The big pony boy, daddy, is only here for a day. Wanted him to watch his family get turned into ponies and then he’ll disappear. After a few days the geldings can join the other cut boys. I don’t care what you do with the mares. Give them chores. Make them suck cock. Only thing I care about is making sure Big Boobs and Naughty Girl…” In the midst of her frown, Skittish giggled as she heard the names. She had no doubt which was which and she hadn’t even seen them. “… get Blue Balls’ cock down their throat right off. You claim them and he takes their throats.”
 “Skittish do. Not like, but do. Blue Balls not need two more mares.”

“That’s my baby girl,” said Viktor. “You do that. I’m going to give you a cum button and you make sure Big Boobs and Naughty Girl cum when Blue Balls’ has his balls resting on their chins. After that, use them however you want. He loves you, baby girl. You’re not gonna lose any of his attention.” 

The 12-year-old blushed at Viktor’s observation. She wasn’t worried about that. It was just going to be crowded in the stall. “No room for ponies.” Stallion, five mares, three fillies, a colt, and three geldings! They won’t all fit in the stall. 
“It is a big herd,” admitted Viktor. Her herd would have three more ponies than any other herd. You get the stall across the way, too. You put the ponies where you want them. That’ll split the herd, but you’ll have room.”
“Skittish busy head mare,” she grumbled as she pictured herself going back and forth to maintain order. Ponies always seemed to need supervision, especially new ponies. 

“You can do it,” said Viktor. “Go get ready. Put the youngsters in the other stall. You, Blue Balls, Sweet Lips, and Tiny Titties alone in your stall. We’ll bring in the new ponies soon.”

He patted her ass and Skittish trotted off and moved her ponies around without a word, putting Soft Eyes, Layla, Pretty Boy, and Pink in the stall across the way. It went without saying that she wasn’t to tell the herd what was going on. “Wait, Blue Balls,” she told the impatient stallion when he asked about the move. “You see soon.”
Days after her surgery, Big Boobs was still constantly outraged and had to settle for stomping and glaring. My tits are ridiculous. They shaved my pussy. I can’t hide from my own family. How am I going to get to talk to Viktor like this? This is horrible. And I’m horny as hell. Is this how Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties felt? I could use a fucking doorknob. We’re all fucking ponies and I’m sure we’ll get plenty of cock. And dammit, that sounds good to me.  
This is Big Boobs fault, thought No Balls. She just had to fuck her siblings and now look at us. In the same boat, except I’ll never be a stallion. I’m a eunuch. A worthless pony boy. God help me!

Naughty Girl was on fire. She’d already proved to be a naughty girl who wanted a lot of sex on the camping trip and the new hormones had heighten that to the point when she was ready to hump herself on one of her brothers’ legs. She sat in a corner busily fingering herself. Dammit, this feels so good, but I can’t cum. So frustrating. At least nobody stares anymore. I don’t care what they think, I can’t help it. No Balls, Clueless, and Dangly aren’t any help. Can’t even get it up. I need a cock! Wish I could cum. She shuddered as she thought, I can’t cum on my own. I need somebody with a cum button. I need somebody to help me cum. And when I do… God Almighty, Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties went nuts. Imagine me putting on that show… and it would be worth it. Imagine me squealing, gasping, squirming, writhing… so thrilled that someone allowed me to cum. Is there something wrong with me? I liked it when daddy and the boys watched me fuck Blue Balls. Will I like cumming for strangers? 
 “Follow me,” said Spider. “To your new home.”
The five ponies stepped out in their special hooved shoes that had looked odd on other ponies, but were quite comfortable. They were fully harnessed, including having their arms tied behind them. While the boys had the usual bit gag, Big Boobs and Naughty Girl had ring gags the pried their pearly white teeth apart wide enough for Blue Balls cock to fit. Between being led around the barn, rape, and visited by men and women, they had grown used to being nude, though Big Boobs, Clueless, and Dangly had yet to get used to their tits. The thought of a new home made them all worried and, as they left the training barn for the first time, they realized they were about to mix with the other ponies. New humiliation filled them as they were led past more eyes staring at their nudity than ever and at the thought of Blue Balls, Sweet Lips, and Tiny Titties seeing them. 
Used to seeing ponies, the members of the herd rarely stared at new ones. Except for those born in the her, they could remember what their first few days had been like. Now they weren’t staring at nude bodies, though the new ponies thought so. They were staring at five former riders who were now ponies. 

Stopping the ponies just outside the lone solid wall of Blue Balls’ stall, Spider went in to talk to the stallion. “Special treat for you, big boy,” he said. “You’re going to get two new mares. Skittish already knows, so don’t worry about her. Just remember that you can fuck and suck the new mares just like your others. Everybody will be watching, including Viktor,” he indicated the cameras in the stall, “so make sure you break them in properly. Oh, and there are three geldings that are part of the deal.”

“Two new mares?” said Blue Balls, turning to Skittish as Spider left. “What special? Why Viktor watch?”
“Is your mean family,” said Skittish, giving Blue Balls a few seconds of warning before Big Boobs came through the door first. 

Harnessed as Big Boobs was, Blue Balls wouldn’t have recognized her right away without Skittish’s warning. She came in and her eyes opened wide with fright, but she didn’t pause as Spider led her away from the door and stopped her in a corner. “This is Big Boobs,” he said. 

Big Boobs wished she could disappear. Viktor is sick. So this is what he had in mind. I fucked them and now they get to fuck me. He just gave me to Blue Balls, my brother, a stallion. He does his other sisters. I am so screwed. I am a pony girl, nothing but property and now I’m Blue Balls’ mare in a world where males dominate. I’m his fuck toy. How low can I sink? Jesus, Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties look so excited. Whatever he wants and they’re the audience. 

“Look at her tits! She Big Boobs,” said Sweet Lips excitedly. “Millie a pony girl! Blue Balls’ mare. Make her suck cock.”

“She got big boobs,” said Tiny Titties, wishing that Big Boobs tits were smaller than hers. The pony word for tits was the same as boobs, breasts, titties, or gazongas. It was all in the context. She had titties and Big Boobs had boobs. “So much fun. Make her lick me.”

“Quiet,” said Skittish. “I say. Blue Balls say. Wait.”

Next through the door came Naughty Girl, who tried to turn around when she saw the other residents of her new home. Blue Balls was one thing, but Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties looked ready to pounce her and make her pay for all the things she’d done. This can’t be happening. This is payback and I wasn’t very nice at all. Oh fuck, I’m tied and they’re not. I hope they don’t have whips in here. “This is Naughty Girl,” said Spider. 
Tiny Titties danced with delight, unable to get a pony word out in her excitement. Sweet Lips said, “Naughty Girl! That’s right. Now she naughty all time. She horny like us? She want big cock more? Come play, little girl.”
They’re talking about me, thought Naughty Girl. I thought maybe they could talk to each other. I’m sure they’re talking about me now. Oh shit, oh dear, Tiny Titties is enjoying this. They’re going to get even. 
“Quiet, I say,” said Skittish. She laid a hand on Blue Balls’ arm. “Three geldings. Then we break them in.”

“Geldings,” repeated Blue Balls, shocked at the fate of his brother-in-law and nephews. 
As No Balls came in, four sets of eyes went immediately to his crotch to confirm the missing jewels. Tiny Titties had a look of satisfaction as she saw the brother-in-law that had enjoyed her so much. “Got what he deserves. Never get Tiny Titties’ mouth or pussy. Not need. Look so good like that.” 

 “Little cock,” said Sweet Lips. “Never a stallion.”
Next to Big Boobs, Naughty Girl tried to make the same sound and motion that Sweet Lips had made. “Little cock,” she said close enough, without knowing what she’d parroted. In response, even Skittish burst out laughing. He didn’t know what had been said or done, but No Balls understood they were laughing at him. Specifically, they were laughing about him being castrated. He tried to turn away, but Dutch stood him facing the rest of the herd and told him to stay there. “This is No Balls,” he said, to gales of whinnies and shorts. 
Lastly, Dutch brought in Clueless and Dangly. “No Balls II and No Balls III,” snorted Tiny Titties in derision.

“Look! Look!” said Sweet Lips, catching everyone’s attention. “They got tits! Cute tits. They like pony girls. Tits and no balls.”
“Clueless and Dangly,” said Dutch. “Don’t know what they are anymore. Boys? Girls? A little of both, I think. Personally, I think it would be great to give them pussies.”

Give us pussies? Can they do that? Moses was stunned at the thought. They gave us tits. Can they give us pussies? Fuck, they’d cut off my cock and… and… I’d be a girl. No way. He’s got to be kidding. 
“Enjoy them,” said Spider as he and Dutch left. 
As the new ponies were led in and introduced, there was a flurry of talk amongst the other herds. They’d objected to turning riders into ponies when it had been Blue Balls, Sweet Lips, and Tiny Titties, but those three were now part of the herd and they’d heard enough about the mean family to accept the transformation this time as punishment the mean family deserved and a reward their friends deserved. As the trainers left the stall, the pony talk in the barn quieted so they could listen. 
“You pee,” Blue Balls told Skittish, knowing where the priority was. He grabbed Big Boobs by her nipples and pulled her to the center of the stall. When he forced his half-sister to her hands and knees, Skittish sat on her. 

Ow, ow, ow. You have to pull me by those? What’s this about? Who’s the little girl? What’s she going to do? Oh, my God! She’s peeing on me. Big Boobs tried to stand, but Blue Balls held her down for the ceremonial submission. It wasn’t much pee and when she was allowed to stand, Big Boobs understood what had just happened. I’m beneath her. She marked me as hers. Am I hers or Blue Balls’ pony?

She knew what was coming, but Naughty Girl was in no position to fight. She too knelt in the center of the stall and let Skittish tell her who was the boss. Once she stood, she appraised the younger mare and saw the authority in her stance and demeanor. 

“Now suck cock,” said Blue Balls. 

“No,” said Skittish. “Skittish claim geldings, too. Not mares, but not stallions. Not claim No Balls, but claim Clueless and Dangly.” Hauled to the center of the stall, the two boys put up more of a fight than the girls, but Skittish still had no trouble marking them. 

“Now suck cock,” said Blue Balls. He shifted impatiently, eager to thrust his cock in his sister’s and niece’s mouth. Now I get to mark them and it will be so much fun to see Big Boobs’ lips around my cock and her eyes wide as she gags. Sweet revenge. Naughty Girl will be an erotic delight as she squirms and gags. With Skittish as his mare and three fillies who loved his cock, Blue Balls had come to appreciate little girls’ trim, sleek, and taut bodies. Naughty Girl was more developed than them, but she’d never had a cock in her mouth before. 
“Soon,” said Skittish. “Viktor want Big Boobs and Naughty Girl to cum with cock in mouth all way. Need to be ready for cum button.” She showed Blue Balls the device she’d had hidden in her hand. “Fuck Big Boobs to make ready, then she suck and cum.”

“Not fuck,” said Blue Balls. He positioned Big Boobs in the center again on her knees and fingered her pussy and squeezed her big boobs. When he had her squirming in frustrated desire, he put her hand to her pussy and she masturbated, unable to resist her burning lust. 
“She so horny,” said Sweet Lips. “Not care we watch.” 

Blue Balls fondled her big boobs as he let Big Boobs embarrass herself for a minute and then stepped in front of her. Grabbing her head harness securely, he fed his cock into her wide open mouth. Her hand, a blur in her pussy, didn’t stop as she realized what was about to happen. Her wide eyes begged for mercy, but his cock slid over her tongue, hit her gag reflex, and continued deep into her soul. She gagged, choked, squirmed, and begged erotically. 

She let Blue Balls stroke in and out a few times and then Skittish push the cum button against Big Boobs’ ass. The huge cock was at its full depth with his balls resting on her chin as she felt the overpowering pleasure of an orgasm. She tensed as she flooded with delicious, satisfying pleasure. It was a confusing mix of feelings as she struggled just to breath in rhythm to the horrid violation of her throat and rocked through the most incredible orgasm she’d ever experienced. Her body was on fire and she took a long pull on Blue Balls’ cock as it slid out. It went back in and she couldn’t separate the pleasure from the discomfort. It was Skittish with the cum button, but Big Boobs looked up at the owner of the cock to share her pleasure with her eyes. What’s going on? His cock is so big. Doesn’t belong there. Gagging and choking and he doesn’t care. Feels so good all over. Never felt anything so wonderful. I needed to cum and now I am. I love this feeling. So powerful. So consuming. I’m blowing my brother. They’re all laughing. I’m in fucking ecstasy. 
As her orgasm passed and Blue Balls took his cock from her mouth, Big Boobs knelt there panting. Her whole body tingled. I’m happy. I feel great. They just gave me something I’ve never had before. God, he had his cock all the way in. He raped my mouth. I blew him. I enjoyed it. Look at his cock. Blue Balls and Skittish made me cum while I was sucking him on purpose… just looking at his cock reminds me of that feeling. 
When Blue Balls knelt and put his arms around her, Big Boobs had a brief thought that she didn’t want him to touch her and then sighed and melted into his strong arms. After that orgasm, she needed to be held. He nickered softly in her ear, a soothing sound that relaxed her. Then, he put his lips to hers and shoved his tongue through the gaping hole where his cock had just been. It was a sloppy, awkward kiss, but she didn’t have the will to resist. She let him kiss her and was disappointed when he stood her up and put her back in the corner. 

“Naughty Girl’s turn,” gloated Tiny Titties. “She suck cock.” She didn’t mind sucking cock, but she knew Naughty Girl was not trained yet. 
Indeed, Blue Balls took the 14-year-old to the center and put her on her knees. He put her hand straight to her pussy without warming her up first and she immediately started diddling herself. How is this gonna feel? He just took mom’s mouth and now he’s gonna do me. That’s got to suck. She gagged and she couldn’t stop him. And now look at her. She’s like in dreamland. Is an orgasm that good? Ohhh, yes, play with my tits, Blue Balls. Damn, I’m playing with myself and getting felt up and I love it. I’m getting what I deserve and Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties are rubbing it in and I don’t care. I could play with myself and let him feel me up all day. Maybe he won’t make me suck him. Maybe it won’t be so bad. I’ve never done a blow job and I don’t want to start with his. As he stood, she looked at his cock rising up right in front of her face. He grabbed her harness. For God’s sake, no!
Blue Balls slowly fed his cock in her mouth and down her throat, pausing a few times just to enjoy the fear in her young eyes. He couldn’t explain it; it was just thrilling to take her throat slower than he’d done Big Boobs. Each inch was an new adventure in a land of erotic disbelief and then he was to his full depth while she put on an erotic show of helpless gagging and squirming. He pulled out slowly and then let her catch her breath before setting up a rhythm of thrusts. Her eyes bugged out with each entry and she made incredible noises. He watched her muscles flex in pointless resistance to her bondage. Ever fiber of her being demanded relief and then Skittish hit her with the cum button. 
Stars and fireworks burst into Naughty Girl’s vision as liquid pleasure flowed through her. She writhed anew, but this time it was pleasure, not panic. She felt an overwhelming sense of belonging as her cornucopia of pleasure overflowed. She belonged to Blue Balls and Skittish and this was her reward. As the cock thrust in and out, her hips moved as if the cock was in her pussy rather than her mouth. I didn’t think I could feel this wonderful. This is what I need. Dammit, I’m a pony girl. A sex slave. Sweet Lips and Tiny Titties were laughing at me. Blue Balls is having a great time fucking my mouth. How can I possibly feel so good? I don’t care. I’m in heaven right now. God, I hope this never ends. 
Riding out the wave of bliss, Naughty Girl realized she was in Blue Balls’ arms and his tongue was in her mouth. Yes, hold me tight, you bastard, pervert, rapist. So safe and secure, warm and wonderful in your arms. It’s your fault… the gagging and the pleasure… your fault. This is what it’s all about. I’m a pony girl and anybody will use me. 

All in the Family

By Kenna

Epilog – Six Months Later
Big Boobs pranced into the stall and whinnied with delight when she saw Blue Balls waiting for her. Fresh from a ride, she glistened with sweat everywhere except for her EE tits. “Good ride,” she said. “Father and son. Son first time. Use cum button on Big Boobs.” She stretched her arms up high, flaunting her well-toned body, her long legs, her boobs, every inch of her and enjoying her brother’s eyes on her. “Wash me?” she asked the stallion. 

“Soft Eyes wash Big Boobs,” said Blue Balls. As much as she wanted him to wash her and as much fun as it was to run his hands over her body, it wasn’t the stallion’s job. She was disappointed, but she knew the rules. She’d changed so much during her training and now was a full-fledged mare who was quite popular with the riders. She’d learned humility and thrilled at the humiliation of being a pony girl. She hardly thought about that anymore. It was just fun and exciting to be a pony girl and to belong to a herd that didn’t judge her. 

Blue Balls had done the most amazing thing. He’d accepted her. Treated her like any other mare. There was no sense of getting even with her. Big Boobs had, of course, had to submit to him and Skittish, but that put her on a par with Sweet Lips, Tiny Titties, and Naughty Girl. Where is Naughty Girl? Is she teasing her rider again? She’s incorrigible, always trying to get a second orgasm out of a guy. Such a good pony girl. I couldn’t be prouder of my daughter. 
It wasn’t just her what was proud. Blue Balls was proud of his whole herd. His mares went out nearly every day, requested by repeat riders and drawing new riders by word of mouth. They were happy and he was happy. Other stallions tried to emulate his way of treating his mares with a firm hand and love, but couldn’t match his success. There were still disgruntled mares in the other herds, longing for the days when they’d been free. 
Ten minutes later, Naughty Girl danced into the room. “Two times. Two times. Two times,” she said as she danced. 

“You slutty,” laughed Sweet Lips. “Suck or fuck?”
“Suck one. Fuck one,” said Naughty Girl. “He tasty.” She grinned as she stopped at the shower. “Layla wash?” The young filly rushed over, thrilled to get to wash her idol. 

“I got three times,” said Sweet Lips. 

“You do girl,” snorted Tiny Titties. “Easy three times.” No one was impressed by Sweet Lips’ claim. A good pony girl could get three orgasms out of a girl in one continuous pussy licking session. Or as many as the rider would let a pony girl get. 

“I do one,” admitted the 17-year-old. “He old and fat. Have heart stop if I do two.”

“You do Fatman once a month.” It was Sweet Lips turn to snort in derision. “You not complain. He have cum button always. You cum every time for him. He cum, you cum. He never have more than one. You stop his heart soon with just one.”
“You not laugh about heart stop,” said Skittish sternly as she came into the stall. Mares were such silly things and she had to be the one in charge, the adult, to keep them in line. The other herds could hear, but not see the conversation, so they couldn’t tell what was being said. She was concerned about other eavesdroppers. “Spider or Dutch hear, you so trouble.” 

She’d just come from the other stall where Pretty Boy and Pink were pretending Pink was a real pony girl and he was her stallion. “Sweet Lips, you go with kids. Layla, Soft Eyes, you go, too. All ride after lunch. Busy ponies. Big Boobs take Layla with her for ride. Rider want little girl, too. You watch so he not hurt her. Blue Balls, talk to Viktor after lunch.” She shrugged. Viktor rarely spoke to any pony except the head mare. She had no idea what Viktor wanted. 

When Spider came for Blue Balls after lunch, Skittish said, “You respect Viktor. Speak plain. He not want lies. He not want part true. You speak plain, no trouble. You not speak plain, he know.”

Nervously, Blue Balls followed Spider. There was trouble and there was real trouble. Not knowing what Viktor wanted was nerve wracking. He was fully harnessed, arms behind his back. Left alone with the powerful man, Blue Balls waited for him to speak. 

“I don’t know what to do with you, Blue Balls,” said Viktor. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I’ve been running ponies for more than 20 years and never seen a herd like yours. A good herd. Your mares are in high demand and the riders pay extra to reserve one of them. This is good, big boy. I just don’t know what to do. Looks to me like you’ve tried to show the other stallions. You have, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Viktor, they ask. I show. They do better.”

“Better? Better than they used to? Their mares’ moods have improved and a couple are as good as yours with riders. I think it’s family. What do you think? You all work hard for each other?”

“I think Viktor right. Love them always, really love them now. Skittish, too. She family now.”

“Yes, she’s a beauty,” nodded Viktor. “Anyway, I thought I’d motivate the other stallions to try harder by rewarding you. If they see you get something special, maybe they’ll try harder. What do you want that a stallion can have?”
Blue Balls paused, thinking about something he’d never thought about before. After several seconds, he said, “Blue Balls want three things.”

“Whoa, slow down, big boy. Don’t get greedy.”

“One for Skittish. One for me. One for Viktor.”

“One for me? OK, I’ll hear you out. What are the three?”

“Want foal for Skittish. We have baby.”

Viktor laughed. “She’s what? 13 now? You want her to have a baby now? Not yet. It’s already been decided. She’ll have your foal when she’s 16. You don’t have to ask for that. What else?”

“For Viktor, want better ponies. You build new barn. Put old ponies there. Not send away when done. They work hard for you. You make them safe when you done. Viktor have better ponies.” Send away was a polite way of saying he disposed of them. The ponies figured he killed used up ponies, but that was just conjecture. 

“That’s a reward for me? To spend money building a barn and then feeding old ponies?”

“Make happy ponies they know they go safe place. Happy ponies good for Viktor.”

“So happy ponies is for me.”

“Happy ponies for Viktor,” nodded Blue Balls. “Not kill ponies.”

“I don’t kill them,” said Viktor. “Too much invested in them. Is that what you all think? Ponies go away because I kill them?”

“Yes, ponies think that.”

“Knowing they survive will make them happy?”

“Yes, Blue Balls think that.”

“OK, I can make them happy. What do you want, big boy?”
“Want Clueless and Dangly as mares. You gave them tits. You give them pussy, too. Put in my herd.”
“You want to fuck your nephews,” said Viktor. “You want them to be real girls who put out for strange men every day?”

“Geldings nothing,” said Blue Balls. “Mares better than geldings.”

“Two more mares for your herd.”

“Yes, they be happy there.”

Viktor rarely used pony speak, though he knew it from listening and watching. Using his feet, mock whinnies, and grunts, he said, “Skittish not need more mares.”

Blue Balls smiled despite his nervousness as Viktor did an imitation of Skittish. That would be exactly what the head mare would say. “She say about Big Boobs and Naughty Girl. She happy now, Blue Balls not need more mares. Much work make mares happy.”

“Yeah, makes me so sad to think of you on your back fucking all those mares every day nonstop. So what if the other mares have to spend a few less minutes riding their big boy.” 

“Not about fucking,” said Blue Balls. “About time. Each one special. Get own time.”

“Jeez, I’m kidding, big boy,” said Viktor. “I can’t imagine having five wives. Now you want seven. How about if I make them girls and put them in another herd?”

“Not,” said Blue Balls. “Other stallions know Clueless and Dangly. They not touch them as girls.”

“You’re the only one who’ll shove his cock down their pretty little girl throats,” said Viktor. 

“They blood. I do for them.” He knew how odd it sounded to say fucking their throats was a favor he’d do for them. “They be pretty girls. Cum button work. Better than gelding.”

“You want them to have orgasms.” Viktor shook his head. “I can’t believe I’m seriously considering a sex change operation for two geldings because they’ll be happier as little girls. Because their uncle loves them that much. I said I’d give you anything a stallion could have, didn’t I? They’ll be pony girls and they’ll take riders just like any other pony girl. You understand that?” 
“Blue Balls knows. Geldings never have sex. Pony girls have great sex. Clueless and Dangly be happy mares. Maybe not at first.”

Viktor laughed. “You can bet on that. Not at first.” He paused. “I’ll do it. I’ll turn them into girls. I want to see you make a couple of boys into happy mares.”

“Thank you, Viktor,” said Blue Balls. 

“Go now, you horny stallion. Spider will take you back. Tell him to come see me when he’s done with you.”

Back with his herd, Blue Balls wouldn’t say any more than Viktor was very happy with how his herd performed. Clueless and Dangly disappeared too quick after his return for him to deny he was behind it. “You see,” was all he said when Big Boobs prodded him about her sons. “They OK. They happy soon. You see.”

The next day, a beautiful, sexy woman in her mid-40’s came into the barn. She was petite, stunning, and oozing sex despite her small tits and narrow hips. She strode easily on six inch heels from stall to stall, very adept at pony speak, causing quite a stir in each herd as they saw her. Saving Blue Balls’ herd for last, she came to the bars of the stall and looked in. “Who Tiny Titties?” she asked. 

“Me,” said Tiny Titties, stepping forward. 

“I’m Baby Girl,” said the woman. “I was pony girl. Fatman’s favorite. Three, four times a year. I get old and he buy me for good. He talk so about you. One a month. You got even smaller titties than me.”

Tiny Titties blushed. “I so sad at first. Now so proud.”

“You old pony girl,” said Big Boobs, the oldest in the herd. She didn’t know how long they kept ponies. 

“Yes, old pony girl,” said Baby Girl. “You 30? Sorry, you pony girl 10 years more.” To her being a pony girl was a bad thing, so she hated to tell the pony she’d be doing it for ten more years. 
“Big Boobs is 35,” said Big Boobs. 

“No, not so 35,” said Baby Girl, disbelieving the claim. “You got floating tits and so pretty face. You be pony 10 years more.”

Big Boobs thrust out her chest proudly when Baby Girl said her tits didn’t sag. “That good. Big Boobs like being pony girl.”

That was another claim that Baby Girl didn’t believe, but she let it slide. If the big-titted bimbo liked being ridden hard and used by strange men, she wasn’t going to tell her about a life of leisure where her biggest concern was Fatman going on about Tiny Titties and being unable to tell him how she really felt about him regaling his fun with another girl. 

Peering into the stall with her bad eyes, Baby Girl said, “Skittish! You Skittish! So big now. You six or seven when I go. So pretty mare. Head mare.” She ducked her head in deference out of habit. “So, so good to see you.”

“Good to see Baby Girl,” said Skittish, stepping out where Baby Girl could see her better. “I so happy you OK. I hurt when you go away.”

“You hurt every time pony go away. You so worry about herd always. Blue Balls tell Viktor old ponies die,” said Baby Girl. “Not so. I see Long Legs, Super Girl, and Stud Muffin some time. All old ponies. Stud Muffin my stallion. Now he,” she giggled quickly, “belong to horny, horny woman. Sixty years old and still fucking. She got cum stick. Wear him out. I buy stallion if had money. Fatman got cum button, but Baby Girl miss big cock. We not die like ponies say. You pretty pony. Rich man buy you.”

 “Hope so,” said Skittish. “You make all herd happy.” She looked at Blue Balls. “You tell Viktor send Baby Girl? So good for herd.”

“I say ponies sad to die when old. Viktor say he show us not true.”

“Blue Balls,” said Baby Girl as she appraised the big stallion. “Every herd talk about Blue Balls and Skittish. You so good. Better than ponies say. I put on harness for you.” 
“Not,” said Skittish. “My stallion. You not flirt so if you not mean it.”

Baby Girl ducked her head again. “Sorry, Skittish. I tease, yes. I miss big cock. Not take your stallion. Show me, Sweet Lips and Naughty Girl.”

The last of the mares stepped into her vision. “You all smile,” said Baby Girl. “You all happy ponies. Skittish lucky head mare.”
“We love Skittish,” said Sweet Lips. “We lucky ponies.”

“So good herd,” said Baby Girl. “I go now.” She looked around, nervous for the first time since she arrived. “So safe in barn. Safe with Fatman. No safe between. I most OK in car with bag on head. Good to see you, but hope not come back.”

The ponies nodded sagely. They knew it wasn’t safe outside the walls. It was comforting to know that there were other safe places and someone would take them there someday. 

Not far away, Clueless and Surprise (formerly Dangly) woke up to a big shock the next day, issuing the same challenge that Viktor had posed to Blue Balls. How are you going to make a couple of boys into happy mares? 
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