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Amber crawled slowly and carefully, placing
one hand in front of the other. Her master, Mr. Hart, had been
training her hard for weeks now to prepare for the Horse Show. He'd
explained it as sort of an exhibition, where many men just like him
came to show off their well-trained slaves. Now it was Amber's
turn, he'd told her, and she needed to be ready if she wanted to
make him proud.

It took her longer than she had expected to
learn how to prance correctly in the constricting outfit he'd given
her. She did have to admit she found it erotic, and her nipples
poked out proudly from the half cups of the corset every time she
wore it. Her excitement was easy to forget when Mr. Hart lashed her
ass and thighs with his riding crop every time she stumbled or
forgot her posture, though.

She had been trying her best, doing
everything Mr. Hart demanded, but still she kept coming up short.
Her punishments had become frequent and severe, and lately she'd
gone without being able to sit down for days at a time, her ass and
thighs were so sore. Yet she persisted, determined to prove her
worth to her master and show all those men at the show what a real
slave could do. She remembered when he'd first told her about the
Horse Show and had generously given her the vestments of a true
slave.



"There's an art to this," he'd told her one
night as she nuzzled against his leg. She'd just finished sucking
his hard, thick cock and licked lovingly at the fading erection as
he sat back at his desk. The little office was nicely furnished
with dark wood in a room just off the horse corral he managed. He
was still her horseback riding instructor and she came to his class
almost every day, arriving before anyone else and leaving hours
later once all her duties were finished. As Mr. Hart's pet, she had
a lot of important duties, his satisfaction chief among them.

"You're the culmination of all my work in
breaking and training wild sluts with no discipline. Remember what
you were when you arrived here?" he'd asked, running his fingers
through her hair as she gazed up at him. "You must show how far
you've come. Your movements as I lead you across that stage must be
delicate and feminine, yet utterly controlled and precise. When
they look at you, I want those bastards seething with lust and
anger, wishing desperately to have you for themselves and cursing
me for finding you first."

"Yes, sir," she said, looking at him
reverently.

“You’ll be tested,” he went on, ignoring her
devoted stare. “Harder than you ever have here. You will service
men, and they will be expecting the utmost quality from you. Every
part of your body must be ready to fill their every need.”

“I’ll be ready, sir,” she said, shifting her
thighs as her pussy grew wet at the thought. She pictured herself
in the middle of a crowd of faceless men, being pounded by giant,
throbbing cocks from all sides.

“There will be stallions, of course,” he
said, bringing her out of her daydream. “Bigger and meaner than any
you’ve had before. If you fail to get even one of those cocks to
fill you with seed, you’ll be disqualified. And, I may be forced to
end your training as my slave.”

His words shot through her. She bowed her
head, not wanting him to see the tears in her eyes. The thought was
unbearable. She couldn’t lose Mr. Hart. She’d fuck every man or
beast in the world to stay by his side. Quietly, she said, “Yes,
sir.”

He considered her for a moment before pushing
her gently away. She sat back on her knees, waiting for his next
command. He stood and walked to the large closet he kept padlocked.
It stored most of the equipment he used to train and discipline
her, everything he couldn't have any of his regular riding students
coming across. He unlocked it and searched for a moment before
turning back to her.

"This is what you will wear," he said. He
carefully set a few things out on his desk and motioned for her to
come closer. There was a corset and some odd-looking gloves and
boots. In his hand, he held a small bridle. Running his thumb over
the soft leather, he said, "These are all part of the traditional
slave's attire for the show. The proper method of walking and
presenting yourself while wearing these is hard to learn and even
more difficult to master. But I have faith in you, pet, and I won't
rest until you are ready."

Amber had always been a pretty girl. The
young, buxom blonde had certainly been told that enough times in
her life to believe it, and in her wilder days, she’d used her
looks to her advantage. She’d gotten drunk, gotten high, eaten, and
lived on the money of fooling young men who’d only wanted to see a
bit more of her beautiful body. Her life had changed when she’d met
Mr. Hart. He had given her life discipline and a purpose. She’d
never been as dedicated to any goal than she was to making her
master happy.

Every day of her training since that night,
she had been diligent. Even so, more sessions with her master ended
with a harsh punishment than with any sort of praise. She could
tell her slow progress was hard on him and knew every punishment
hurt him to give as much as it did to receive. When she went home
at night, she practiced in her apartment as best she could without
the equipment, but it always ended with her feeling frustrated and
ridiculous.

"Good, pet. Like that," he told her now,
watching over his shoulder as she trotted along behind him. "You're
getting it."

She wore the black leather bridle made he'd
had made just for her, a bit held between her teeth. He held the
reigns and was guided her through the corral, correcting her
technique. She was on her hands and knees, her back straight and
bound tightly in her corset. Leather gloves that ended in false
hooves were pulled tightly over her arms, completely covering her
hands. Her boots were the same, coming up almost to mid-thigh.

Her hands were finally becoming sure on their
hard leather hooves. The lines of her body were straight and
graceful as she moved every muscle with the precision Mr. Hart had
drilled into her. His praise sent a wash of warmth of reassurance
through her, and the sudden confidence spurred her on. She held her
head high, trotting faster as he led her.

Her left hand landed squarely on a jagged
pebble, sending her face first into the dirt. She winced, cursing
herself as she scrambled back up, but she was too late. Mr. Hart
whipped his head toward her, the scowl of anger and disappointment
stinging her harder than the grit in her eyes. She'd been so close
to proving she could do it, that she was deserved all the time and
patience he'd devoted to her.

"Damn it, girl," he growled, pulling hard on
her reigns until she was kneeling by his feet. She didn't dare meet
his eyes. She was about to receive some harsh discipline and she
deserved it. He took hold of her hair and wrenched her head back,
making her gasp. He leaned down, bringing his face inches from
hers. His eyes burned into her as he stared for several long
seconds.

He released her, letting her fall to the
ground again. Grabbing her reigns, he half dragged her into the
stables as she scrambled to keep up, her leather hooves sliding on
the dry hay. He tied her bridle to one of the wooden beams that
lined the building and left her. She turned her head, but couldn't
stretch far enough to see him. She could only listen to the sounds
of her master searching his secret closet before slamming the door
to his office. She hid her face as he stomped toward her and
stifled a cry when he took hold of her head again.

"Do you see this, pet?" he asked, holding the
reed inches from her face. She nodded meekly. When she tried to
lower her eyes to the floor, he yanked her hair again. "Do you know
what I'm going to do with this?"

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her voice
trembling.

"Say it, pet," he commanded, making her
wince. She felt the cool touch of the reed on her skin and
swallowed heavily.

"My master is going to punish me," she
answered. A flush of shame crawled over her chest. She deserved
this, though some part of her wished he would just get it over
with. She couldn't stand the humiliation of being forced to admit
how she'd failed her master yet again.

"And why do I have to punish my pet?" he
asked. The anger had left his voice, leaving him sounding quiet and
dangerous.

"Because your pet can't accomplish the simple
tasks you ask of her," she said. She looked at him, but his eyes
only stared coldly back at her. "I must be punished so that I will
learn what happens when a pet disappoints her master."

"Yes, that's it," he said. "You are my
favorite toy, pet. You know that. And I hate it when you make me
correct you like this."

"I know, sir," she said. "Your pet is sorry
she's such a disappointment."

"If you're truly sorry, you'll take your
punishment gladly," he said. She nodded, and he released his grip
on her. He untied her from the beam and took her reigns again.
"Face down on the ground, slave. Ass up. I don't want to hear a
single word from you. Not a single cry of pain. Unless your master
allows it."

Amber did as she was told, and bit her lip
hard as she waited. The first lash of the reed burned across the
naked cheeks of her ass. The blows never hurt less, but something
inside of her had slowly changed every time he'd disciplined her.
Her breath caught in her throat and her chest flushed as he whipped
her again and again. Her nipples stood like diamonds and her clit
throbbed with every stroke he landed against her already sore and
bruised flesh.
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