“Thirty!”  Apple Pie shouts before you know it.  You look to her, standing tall next to her fully loaded tub of apples, smiling brightly and breathing heavily.  “Heh heh, now don’t feel too bad ‘bout losin’.  Why I been pickin’ apples all my life.”  She says, walking over to the base of a nearby tree.  She looks over her shoulder at you, “Now I do believe there is the matter of our little wager.  I won so you gotta do whatever I tell you.”  You slump your shoulders in defeat and nod.  “Heh heh, good, now first why don’t you come over here.”
As you make your way to the victorious orange mare, she rests her back against the tree’s trunk, letting herself slide down to her butt and watches you approach.  Some of her long blond mane is matted to her face and neck with sweat.  You stand over her expectantly.  Still breathing hard, she flushes while looking you up and down.  “Now,” she says, spreading her legs before you, revealing her moist mare hood, “I want you to eat me all up.”  You’re a little surprised at the directness but the faint sweet aroma of her tingles in your nostrils and beckons you closer.
Without much thought, you drop to all fours, and crane your head down to her small orange honey pot.  Lovely pink flesh peeks from between her damp nether lips as she slowly massages her clit with one fore hoof.  Her sweet smell strengthens delightfully and you can feel the heat radiating from her body.  “Don’t be shy now.”  She breathes.  Without a word, you run your tongue gently from her taint all the way up to her clit.  She stiffens and gasps as you taste her fem cum, finding it remarkably sweet and tangy, not to unlike apples.  You give her another long lap, this time exploring her a bit more.  Her flesh is soft and yielding, spreading around your tongue, eager to embrace it.

After a few more laps, Apple Pie begins toying with your mane, apparently no longer feeling the need to pleasure herself.  Her breathing begins to match your pace, inhaling as you run your tongue over her, and then exhaling as you bring yourself back down.  “That’s it sugar, you’re doin’ just fine.” She moans in encouragement.  You continue to run your tongue across her, eager to taste every tiny drop of honey you can coax from the sweet little slit.
You slowly dive a little deeper between her nether lips, feeling the warmth inside and finding a bit more of her lovely nectar.  Her legs close just a bit as you’re muzzle bumps her tiny pink clitoris.  She catches herself but it happens again and again as you get a little deeper and a little more eager.  Soon you’re thrusting your tongue into her velvet passage, seeking more of her love honey, your moist muzzle pressing on Apple Pie’s soft pubic region.  You feel her fore hooves and leg closing around your head as she tenses with each deep strock.
“Oh, that’s it.  Right there darlin’.  Oh, just… yeah… keep that up.”  She manages to blurt between sharp breaths.  You’re rewarded with more small tastes of her sweet fem cum, and you continue vigorously licking her insides for more.  Her grip on you gets steadily tighter until suddenly she thrusts her pelvis into your face, you look up and see her arching her back as a sprits of her tangy apple juice sprays your tongue.  You greedily swallow it down, tongue darting in for more.  You’re not disappointed.  She bucks and thrusts herself into you over and over, loosing tiny sprit after sprit.  Each taste only seems to make you hungry for more as your press your tongue deep into her.


[bookmark: _GoBack]After a minute or two of this, Apple Pie is pushing you off of her, and you reluctantly pull out.  Breathing heavily she manages, “Oh… okay… that’s enough.”  After a few heavy breathes she continues, “Goodness… you nearly… nearly drained me dry.”  You grin at her stupidly, muzzle damp with her love honey.  She smiles back and playfully pushed your face away with a fore hoof.  You fain being roughly pushed back and fall to your butt, letting your fully erect horse cock stab the air.
Apple Pie stares at it wide eyed for a moment, still breathing hard.  “Good gracious… you’re even bigger than Big Load.”  She gets to all fours and tentatively crawls to between your legs.  Your head reaches to just under her chin.  “My word,” she murmurs holding you steady with one hoof, letting her moist warm breath tease your shaft. After a moments inspection she takes a long lick from your medial ring up to your flare.  Her damp tongue feels wonderful and you watch her in rapture.  As she lowers her head for another lick she looks at you.  “Want me to keep goin’?”  You nod enthusiastically.  “Then next time, you’re gonna need to win, heh heh.”  And with a negligent cock wobbling shove, she turns away to get her tub of apples.
Somehow getting all the apples on her back without spilling one, she heads back toward the barn.  You watch her go in a mix of frustrations, disappointment, and horny.  She swaggers a bit, showing you just a bit of her toned backside around her tail but doesn’t look back.  Gathering your own tub you follow.
